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LUCILE. 


TO   MY   FATHER. 


I  DEDICATE  to  yon  a  work,  which  is  submitted  to  the  public  with  a  diffidence  and  heaiUu 
UoD  proportioned  to  the  novelty  of  the  effort  it  rcpresent«.  For  in  tblti  poem  I  have  abao. 
doned  tnooe  forms  of  verse  with  which  I  had  most  familiarised  my  thoughts,  and  have 
endeavored  to  follow  a  path  on  which  I  could  discover  no  footprints  before  me,  either  to 
guide  or  to  warn. 

There  is  a  moment  of  profound  discouragement  which  succeeds  to  prolonged  effort; 
when,  the  labor  which  has  become  a  habit  having  ceased,  wo  miss  the  sustaining  sense  of 
lla  championship,  and  stand,  with  a  feeling  of  strangencHs  and  embarrassment,  before  the 
abrupt  aud  naked  result.  As  regards  myself,  in  the  present  iuHtancc,  the  force  of  all  such 
sensations  is  increased  by  the  circumstances  to  which  1  have  referred.  And  in  this  moment 
of  discouragement  and  doubt  my  heart  instinctively  turns  to  you,  from  whom  it  has  so  often 
•ought,  from  whom  it  has  never  failed  to  receive,  support. 

I  do  not  inscribe  to  you  this  book  because  it  contains  anything  that  is  worthy  of  the 
beloved  and  honored  name  with  which  I  thus  seek  to  associate  it :  nor  yet,  because  I  would 
avail  myself  of  a  vulgar  pretext  to  display  in  public  an  affection  that  is  best  honored  by 
the  silence  which  it  renders  sacred. 

Feelings  only  such  as  those  with  which,  in  days  when  there  existed  for  me  no  critic  less 
gentle  than  vourself,  I  brought  to  you  my  childish  manuscripts,  —  feelings  only  such  as 
those  which  nave,  in  later  years,  associated  with  your  heart  all  that  has  moved  or  occupied 
my  own,  —  lead  me  once  more  to  seek  assurance  from  the  grasp  of  that  hand  which  has 
hitherto  been  my  guide  and  comfort  through  the  life  I  owe  to  you. 

And  as  in  childhood,  when  existence  had  no  toil  beyond  the  day's  simple  lesson,  no 
ambition  beyond  the  neighboring  approval  of  the  night  I  brought  to  you  the  morning's  task 
for  the  evening's  sanction,  so  now  1  bring  to  you  this  self-appointea  task-work  of  maturcr 
years;  less  confident  indeed  of  your  approval,  but  not  lesM  confident  of  your  love;  and 
anxious  only  to  realize  your  presence  between  myself  and  the  public,  and  to  mingle  with 
those  severer  voices  to  whose  final  sentence  I  submit  my  work  the  beloved  and  graciouK 
accents  of  your  own 

OWEN   MEItEPITH. 


PART   I. 


CANTO  1. 
I. 


Letter  Jrom  the  Comtesse  de  Nfa'- 
BR8  to  Lord  Alfred  Varoravk. 

•*  I  HEAR  from  Bigoire you  are  tiiure. 

I  am  told 
You  are  jjolng  to  marry  Miss  Darcy. 

Of  old,  [ten  it  now, 

So  long  since  you  may  have  forgot- 
(When  we  parted  as  friends,  soon 

mere  strangers  to  grow.) 


Your  last  words  recorded  a  pledge 

—  what  you  will  — 
A  proniJM*  —  the  time  has  now  coiiu- 

to  fulfil. 
The  letters  I  ask  you,  ray  lord,  til 

return, 
I  desire  to  receive  from  your  hand. 

You  discern 
My  reasons,    which,    therefore,    I 

need  not  explain. 
The  distance  to  Luchon  is  short     I 

remain 


r 


A  month  In  these  mountains     Miss 

Durcy,  percbance. 
Will  fbrego  one  l)rief  page  trom  the 

sumiuer  roin&nce 
Of  her  courtsliip,  and  spore  you  one 

day  from  your  pluce 
At  her  feet.  In  tbc  light  of  her  fair 

EDjJiItah  race. 
I  desire  nothing  more,  and  I  trust 

you  will  feel 
1  desire  nothing  much. 

■'  Your  nrlend  always, 

"  LUCILK." 

Now  In  Hay  Fair,  of  course, — In 

the  fair  month  of  May,  — 
When  life  is  abundant,  and  busy, 

and  gay : 
When  the  markctH  of  London  arc 

noisy  about 
Yonng  ladles,  and  strawbi-rrles,  — 

"only  ]u9t  out;" 
Fresh  slrawberrlea   sold  under   all 

the  hoDse-tiaves. 
And  young  ladies  on  iiale  for  the 

strawberry  leaves : 
When  cards,  Invitations,  and  thrce- 

Fl;  about  like  white  butterlllca,  — 

gay  littlu  motes 
In   the   sunlteam  of  Fashion;   and 

even  Bine  Books 
Take  a   heary-wln^ed    night,   and 

grow  busy  as  rooks; 
And  the  postman  (that  Genius,  lu- 

d liferent  and  stem, 
Who  shakes  out  even-handed  to  all, 

fVom  his  urn. 
Those  lots  which  so  often  decide  if 


Joy- 


Shall  be  IVetful  and  anxious, 
Itrings.  each  niiirnlng,  more  Icttei 


Than  Cadmn-s  himself  put  together, 

to  bothtT 
The  heads  of  Hellenes;—  I  say.  in 

the  season 
or  Pair  May.  Id  Hay  Fair,  there  can 


Why,  wheu  quietly  mnnciing  your 
dry-loHst  and  butler, 

Your  nerves  should  be  snddeuly 
thrown  In  a  flutter 

At  the  sight  of  a  ni;at  little  letter, 
addressed 

lu  a  woman's  handwriting,  contain. 
Ing,  half  guessed. 

An  odor  of  violets  faint  as  the 
Spring, 

Andcoquettiahly  sealed  wltha  small 
signeUriiig. 

But  In  Autumn,  the  season  of  som- 
bre reUeclion, 

When  a  damp  day,  at  breakfast,  be- 
gins with  dejection; 

Kar  from  London  and  Paris,  and  ill 

Away  in  the  heart  of  the  blue  Pyre- 

Whcre  a  call  from  the  doctor,  a 
stroll  to  the  bath, 

.\  ride  through  the  hlUs  on  a  hack 
like  a  lath, 

A  cigar,  a  French  novel,  a  tedious 
nii'tution, 

Are  all  a  man  llnds  for  his  day's  oc- 
cupation, 

Tlie  whole  case,  bellcvo  me.  Is  total- 
ly change<I, 

And  a  letter  may  alter  the  plans  n-e 
arranged 

Over-nlsht,  for  the  slaughter  of 
Time,  —  a  wild  beast. 

Which,  thoujrh  classiHed  yet  by  no 
uatiirallst. 

Abounds  In  'lieMC  mnuntains.  more 

And  more  mischievous,  loo,  than 

the  lyun  or  the  bear. 

III. 

1  marvel  less.  therL-f  ore,  that,  having 
aire  ad  V 

Torn  open  this  note,  with  a  hand 

Lord  AllVed  was  startled. 

Till.'  month  is  September; 
Time,  morning;   tlie  scene   at   Bl- 

gorre;  Iprsy  remember 
TiicHc  factH,  gentle  reader,  because 

1  iutuud 


J 


LUCJLE. 


To  fllDg  all  the  anities  by  at  the  end.) 
He  walked  to  the  window.      The 

morning  was  chill : 
The  brown  woods  were  crisped  in 

the  cold  on  the  hill : 
The  sole  thing  abroad  in  the  streets 

was  the  wind; 
And  the  straws  on  the  gust,  like  the 

thoughts  in  his  mind, 
Kose,  and  eddied  around  and  around, 

as  though  teasing 
Each  other.    The  prospect,  in  truth, 

was  unpleasing : 
And  Lord  Alfred,  whilst  moodily 

gazlDg  around  it. 
To  himself  more  than  once  (vexed 

in  soul)  sighed 
..."  Confound  it  I  " 

IV. 

What  the  thoughts  were  which  led 
to  this  bad  iDterjection, 

Sir,  or  Madam,  I  leave  to  your  fut- 
ure detection; 

For  whatever  they  were,  they  were 
burst  in  upon. 

As  the  door  was  burst  through,  by 
my  lord's  Cousin  John. 

Cousix  John. 
A  fool,  Alfred,  a  fool,  a  most  mot- 
ley fooll 

Lord  Alfred. 
Who? 

John. 
The  man  who  has  anything  better 

to  do; 
And  yet  so  far  forgets  himself,  so 

far  degrades 
His  position  as  Man,  to  this  worst 

of  all  trades. 
Which  even  a  well-brought-up  ape 

were  above, 
To  travel  about  with  a  woman  In 

love,  — 
Unless  she's  In  love  with  himself. 

Alfred. 

Indeed  I  why 
Are  you  there  then,  dear  Jack  ? 


John. 
Can't  you  guess  it  ? 

Alfred. 

NotL 
John. 

Because  I  hant  nothing  that's  better 
to  do. 

I  had  rather  be  bored,  my  dear  Al- 
fred, by  you, 

On  the  whole  (I  must  own),  than 
be  bored  by  myself. 

That  perverse,  Imperturbable, 
golden-haired  elf  — 

Your  Wlll-o'- the- wisp  —  that  has  led 
you  and  me 

Such  a  dance  through  these  hills  — 

Alfred. 

Who,  Matilda? 

John. 

Yes!  she, 
Of  course !  who  but  she  could  con- 
trive so  to  keep 
One's  eyes,  and  one's  feet  too,  from 

falling  asleep 
For  even  one-half  hour  of  the  long 
twenty-four  ? 

Alfred. 
What's  the  matter  ? 

John. 

Why,  she  is  —  a  matter,  the  more 

I  consider  about  It,  the  more  It  de- 
mands 

An  attention  it  does  not  deserve; 
and  expands 

Beyond  the  dimensions  which  even 
crinoline. 

When  possessed  by  a  fair  face  and 
saucy  Eighteen, 

Is  entitled  to  take  In  this  very  small 
star, 

Already  too  crowded,  as  /  think,  by 
far. 

You  read  Malthus  and  Sadler  ? 

Alfred. 

Of  course. 
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LUCILE, 


John. 

To  what  use. 
When    you    countenance,    cahnly, 

such  monstrous  abuse 
Of  one  mere  human  creature's  legit- 
imate space 
In  this  world?    Mars,  Apollo,  Viro- 

rum !  the  case 
Wholly  passes  my  patience. 

Alfred. 
My  own  is  worse  tried. 

John. 
Yours,  Alfred  ? 

Alfred. 

Read  this,  if  you  doubt,  and  decide. 

John  {reading  the  letter), 
•*/  hear  from  Bigorre  you  are  there, 

I  am  told 
You  are  going  to  marry  Miss  Darcy. 

Of  old— " 
What  is  this  ? 

Alfred. 

Read  it  on  to  the  end,  and  you'll 
know. 

John  (continues  reading). 

**  When  we  parted,  your  last  words 

recorded  a  vow  — 
What  yon  mlV  ,  .  . 
Ilang  it!  this  smells  all  over,  I 

swear, 
Of  adventures  and  violets.     Was  it 

your  hair 
You  promised  a  lock  of  ? 

Alfred. 
Read  on.    You'll  discern. 

John  {continues). 
**  Those  letters  I  ask  you^  my  lordy  to 

return.*'  .  .  . 
Humph!   .   .   .    Letters!   .   .   .    the 

matter  is  worse  than  I  guessed; 
I  have  my  misgivings  — 


And  advise. 


Alfred. 
Well,  read  out  the  rest, 


John. 
Eh?  .  .  .  Where  was  I  ?  .  .  , 

{Continues,) 
**  Miss  Darcy ^  perchance. 
Will  forego  one  brief  page  from  the 

summer  romance 
Of  her  courtship,**  ,  ,  , 

Egad!  a  romance,  for  my  part, 
I'd  forego  every  page  of,  and  not 
break  my  heart ! 

Alfred. 
Continue  I 

John  {reading), 
*^  And  spare  you  one  day  from  your 

place 
At  her  feet.**  .  .  . 
Pray  forgive  me  the  passing  grim* 
ace. 
I  wish  you  had  mt  place ! 

{Heads.) 
"  I  trust  you  will  feel 
I     desire     nothing     much.       Tour 
friend**  .  ,  . 

Bless  me  !**Lua7e"? 
The  Comtessc  de  Nevers  ? 

Alfred. 
Yes. 

John. 
What  will  you  do  ? 

Alfred. 
You  ask  me  just  what  I  would  rather 
ask  you. 

John. 
You  can't  go. 

Alfred. 
I  must. 

John. 

And  Matilda  ? 


Alfred. 


You  must  manage  I 


O,  that 


John. 
Must  I  ?  I  decline  it,  though,  flat. 
In  an  hour  the  horses  will  be  at  tho 
door. 


Aukl  MaillOa  Is  umv  In  her  habit. 

[  hare  flulabcd  my  breahrwtt,  of 

course  1  re<»'lve 
l&tDesBagv  for  '■  dtar  Ciivsin  Juhn  !' 

At  the  jen:ellci''s  Ihe  bracelet  wlilcli 

)rou  broke  lasC  nigliC; 
I  mait  call  for  tlie  mtistc. 

Alfred  is  right : 
TlM  bluk  abairl  looks  best: 

cliantce  it?    Uf  course 
I  can  Just  stop,  tn  paasinK,  t 

the  borsc. 
T&en  Beau  h&B  the  mumps, 
I  Hubert  knows  what; 

^Wni  I  see  the  ilog-doctor?  " 

Beau  •.  1  win  not. 


a  Luchon? 


Hautr 


^sb,  tush!  tbis  Id  serious. 


Jons, 


It  is. 


Very  well, 


Alprep. 
jt'oa  most  think — 

Mtezcose  wlU  you  malie,  thoq-th? 

Alfred. 

O,  U-II 

Its.  Darcy  that  ,  .  .  lend  me  your 

wits.  Jack!  ,  .  .  the  deue«: 

Cmn  you  not  stretch  your  genluH  to 

fit  a  mend's  use? 
Kscoses  are  clothes  which,  when 

asked  unawares. 
Guud  Breeding  to  naked  Necessity 

Ton  ranat  have  a  whole  wardrobe, 
DO  dotibt 

JotiN. 

My  dear  fellow! 
tilda  Is  Jealous,  you  know,  as 
Othello. 


Don't  ash  n 


Ai.irn 


I  have  not  a  chol<^o, 

iuy  ueur  JoliU. 
Desldcti,  shall  1  own  a  strange  sort 

uf  desire. 
Before  I  extinguish  forever  the  flro 
or   youth  and   romance.  In  whoHe 

shadowy  li(tht 
Hope  whispered  her  llrst  fairytales, 

to  excite 
Till!  last  spark,  till  it  rise,  uud  fade 

far  in  that  dawn 
Of  my  days  where  the  twilights  of 

life  were  first  druwn 
By  the  rosy,  reluctant  auroras   of 

In  short,  from  the  dead  Past  tlio 
gravestone  to  move ; 

Of  the  yeiirs  long  departed  forever 

One  last  look,  one  tlufti  farewell,  to 

Tl»'  Heroic  ofyouth  from  Hie  Hndca 

of  Joy. 
Ami  oucL'  more  be,  ihoujfh  l)ut  for 

an  hour,  Jack  —  a  boy  1 


I  had  better  go  bang  yourself. 
Alpkbd. 

No!  were  it  bnt 
make  sure  thol  the  Past  from 

the  Future  Is  shut, 
iiere  wortli  the  step  back.    Do 
you  think  we  should  live 
With  the  living  so  lightly,  and  learn 

to  survive 
That  wild  moment  In  which  to  the 

grave  and  its  giooui 
We  consigned  our  heart's  beat,  if 

the  doors  of  tlie  tomb 
Were  not  locked  with  a  key  whicii 

Fate  keeps  For  our  aakvl 
If  tlic  dead  contd  return,  or  the 
corp.fes  awake? 
John. 
Nunseuse  1 


Not  wholly.    Tilt-  man  who  (ccts  up 
A  UUed  gut^st  fr»m  the  hauquut,  aud 

(ImlusofThisrutK 
S«es  the  last  lamp  extluguished  wUli 

cheer Culiieiis,  g'les 
Well  contented  to  bed,  aud  oiijojs 

Its  repose. 
But  he   who   hiith   supped  at    the 

tables  or  kings, 
And  yet  starved  in  the  sight  of  lux- 
urious thiDgs; 
Who  hath  watched  the  vlni^  Iloiv, 

hjr  himself  but  half  tasted. 
Heard  Uie  music,  and  yet  mlHsed  the 

tune;   who  batli  wasted 
One  part  of  life's  grand  possibUI. 

ties;  — friend, 
That  man  will  bear  with  him,  bi^ 

Bare,  to  the  end, 
A    blighted   experience,  a  nncor 

within : 
Yon  may  cull  it  a  virtoe,  I  call  It  a 


sill. 


1  see  you  remember  the  cynical  story 
or  tlial  wicked  old  piece  of  Experi- 
ence—  a  hoary 
Lotbarln.  whom  dying,  the  priest  by 

hi-  Ikt.1 
(Knowing  well  the  unprincipled  life 

tie  had  ted, 
Aod  observing, with  no  smnll  amount 

of  surprise. 
RoBlgnatlon   and   calm   In   tlie   old 

sinner' n  eyes) 
ABked    If     he   had    nothing    that 

weigh od  ou  bis  mind  : 
■'  Well,  .  .  ,  no,"  says  Lothario,  "  I 

tbiDk  not.     I  And 
On  reviewing  my  life,  which  in  most 

things  was  plea-sant, 
1  never  neglected,  when  once  It  wiis 

present. 
An  occasion  of  pleasing  myself.  On 

the  whole. 
1  have  nnuglit  tu  rtrgrct " ;  .  .  .  and 

so,  hmltlii);.  bis  soul 
Took  Its  Dlght  from  thin  world. 


Well,  Regret  or  Kemorse, 
Which  is  best? 

Why,  Regret. 
Alkhko. 
No;  Remorse,  Jack,  of  course; 
For  lie  one  la  related,  lo  be  sure,  Lo 

the  other. 
Itegret  Is  a  spiteful  old  maid;  but 

her  brother, 
liemorse,   though   a   widower  cer- 

t^uly,  yet 
//fis  been  wed  to  young  Ptemiure. 
Dear  Jack,  hang  Regret  I 

,TOUN. 

Sre/t  you  mean,  theu,  tu  go? 

Alfrrp. 

Bn-f!  I  do. 

One  word  .  .  .  slay! 

Are  you  really  lu  luve  with  MatUda? 


u  realty  in  lev* 

AUREtl. 

Wliat;  Luelh'?  No,  by  Jove, 
Never  rtallj/. 

She's  preUy? 

A  LITRE  D. 

Dpcldedty  ao- 

At  least.  BO  she  was,  some  ten  snm- 


a  Autumn.- 


mera  Bgo. 
As  soft  and  as  sallow 

with  htilr 
Neither  blnck.  nor  vi-i  brow 

that  tluge  which  Ihu  air 


II.  but       I 

J 


^^^  TKke»  Bi 


Tkkes  Bt  eve  in  September,  when 

right  llngerB  loue 
ntrougli  B  vineyard,  rram  beams 

Ufa  flow 'Setting  buu. 
Rjts  —  the   wlittful  ^azeVo/a;    ttie 

line  foot  of  a  fairy; 
And  B  band  lit  a  fay's  wand  to  nave, 

—  Willie  and  airy; 
X  voice  sort  and  awcvt  as  a  taDe< 

Something  lu  hi-r  tliere  mas,  set  you 

iliinkiug  of  those 
StrBngc  bai-kjf  round!'  of  Kaphael . . . 

that  hvctli:  aud  il^ep 
Brief  twilight  lu  wlilch  southern 

BUDS  likll  o&lcep. 

JOHV 

f  Coquette? 

Alfiied. 
at  all.    'TwSH  her  own  fanlt. 
Not  slie ! 
I  I  bad  loved  her  the  better,  had  she  i 

less  loved  mc. 
I  The  hvart  of  a  man's  like  that  dvll' 

[  Which  requires  to  be  trampled  on,  | 
I  boldly  Indeed. 

Ere  It  gives  forth  the  fragrancp  you  ' 
wUh  to  eitruct.  | 

"Us  a  Hlmllc,  IruMl  me.  U'  not  new. 

Women  i-hati^e  so. 

Al-FRKD. 


John. 
And,  unless  mmor  errs, 
I  believe  that,  Inst  year,  the  Com- 
tesse  de  Nevcrs' 

'  O  flh»kM|iMrp!  hon  foulilil  tliou  uk 
■■Wh-ir.ln«Bniiip?" 
Ill  ih>  >t«ni'>  in  II  when  >  bard  boa  lo 

KniUah   rhjiDM   tot   •lltan™  wlUi  iunn» 

ihuinrrcDch; 
AliJ  In  IbfH  rtiyniM  of  mine,  wrtl  I  too* 


Was  Bt  Bndeu  the  rage,—  held  an 

absoliit*:  court 
Of    devoioU    adorers,    and    reaUy 

made  spurt 
Of  her  subjects. 


Jons. 
When  she  brolte  off  with  joii 
Her  engagement,  her  heart  did  not 
break  with  It? 


Pooh ! 

Pray  would  you  have  tiad  her  dress 
always  In  black. 

And  shut  herself  up  in  a  convent, 
dear  Jack? 

BesideB, 'twas  my  fault  the  engage- 
ment was  broken. 

Jo  IIS. 
Most  likely.     How  was  It? 
ALruGD. 
The  tale  Is  soon  spoken. 
She  bored  me.     1  showed   It.    She 

saw  It.    Wliat  next? 
She  reproached.     1  retorted.     Ot 

course  she  was  vexed. 
I  WHS  vexed  that  she  was  so.    Slic 

sulked.    So  did  1. 
if  1  Bski'd  her  to  shig.  she  looked 

ready  to  cry. 
I   was  contrite,   Hnbrnlssivo.      She 

softened.    I  hanleaed. 
\i  noon  1  was  baulshed.    At  eve  I 

wns  pnrdoued. 


,  Willi  ji 


■t  ri^hi.  tnncconl  to  > ircll-broiigbi- 
iiigli  fHUll;  Ihf  uDloti,  in  may  • 
ny  BrltUb-bomnifM  »nd  myFrenth 
i04ev«T  ftUBplclDualy  wedded   they 


forptBMU  fur  thji  pslr 
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She  said  I  had  no  heart.     I  said  she 

had  no  reason. 
I  swore  she  talked  nonsense.    She 

sobbed  I  talked  treason. 
In    short,  my  dear    fellow,   'twas 

time,  as  you  see, 
Things  should  come  to  a  crisis,  and 

finish.     'Twas  slie 
By  whom  to  that  crisis  the  matter 

was  brought. 
She    released    me.     I    Huge  red.     I 

lingered,  she  thought, 
With  too  sullen  an  aspect.      This 

gave  me,  of  course, 
'i'he  occasion  to  fly  in  a  rage,  mount 

my  horse, 
A  od  declare  myself  uncomprehend- 

ed.    And  so 
We  parted.     The  rest  of  the  story 

you  know. 

John. 
No,  indeed. 

Alfred. 
Well,   we    parted.    Of    course   we 

could  not 
Continue  to  meet,  as  before,  in  one 

spot. 
You    conceive    it    was    awkward? 

Even  Don  Ferdinando 
Can   do,   you  remember,   no  more 

than  he  can  do. 
I   think  that   I   acted  exceedingly 

well. 


Looking  pale.     I  am  seized  with  a 

contrite  regret; 
I  ask  to  renew  the  engagement. 

John*. 

And  she? 
Alfkei). 

Reflects,  but  declines.  We  part, 
swearing  to  he 

Friends  ever,  friends  only.  ,  AU 
that  sort  of  thing ! 

We  each  keep  our  letters  ...  a  por* 
trait ...  a  ring  .  .  . 

With  a  pledge  to  return  them  when- 
ever the  one 

Or  the  other  shall  call  for  them  back. 

John. 

Pray  go  on. 

Alfiied. 

My  story  is  fluished.     Of  course  I 

enjoin 
On  Lucile  all  those  thousand  good 

maxims  we  coin 
To  supply  the  grim  deficit  found  in 

our  davs, 
When  Love  leaves  them  bankrupt. 

1  preach.     She  obeys. 
She  goes  out  in  the  world;  takes 

to  dancing  once  more,  — 
A  pleasure  she  rarely  indulged  in 

before. 
i  I  go  back  to  my  post,  and  collect 


Considering  the  time  when  this  rup-  •  (I  Jn"^t  own 

ture  befell,  Tis  a  taste  I  had  never  be 


For  Paris  was  charming  just  then. 

It  deranged 
All  my   plans   for  the   winter.      I 

asked  to  be  changed,  — 
Wrote  for  Naples,  then  vacant, — 

obtained  it,  —  and  so 
Joined  my  new  post  at  once :  but 

scarce  reached  it,  when  lo  I 
My  first  news  from  Paris  informs 

me  Lucile 
Is   ill,   and    in    danger.      Conceive 

what  I  feel. 
I   fly  back.     I  find  her  recovered, 

but  vet 


before,  my 
dear  John) 

Anti<|ues  and  small  Elzevirs.  Heigh- 
ho!  now,  Jack, 

You  know  all. 

John  (after  a  pause). 
You  are  really  resolved  to  go  back? 

Alfked. 
Eh.  where? 

John. 

To  that  worst  of  all  places,  —  the 
past. 
You  remember  Lot's  wife  i 
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AlJ-^kRD. 

*Twas  a  promise  when  last 
We  parted.  My  honor  is  pledged  to  it. 

John. 

Well, 
Wnat  is  it  you  wish  me  to  do? 

Alfred. 

You  must  tell 
Matilda,  I  meant  to  have  called  — 

to  leave  word  — 
To  explain  —  but  the  time  was  so 

pressing  — 

•^O"'"'-  My  lord. 

Your  lordship*s  obedient !     I  really 
can't  do.  .  . 

Alfred. 

You  wish  then  to  break  off  my  mar- 
riage? 

John. 

No,  no! 
But  indeed  I  can't  see  why  yourself 

you  need  take 
These  letters. 

Alfred. 

Not  see?  would  you  have  me,  then, 

break 
A  promise  my  honor  is  pledged  to? 

John  {humming). 

''  Off,  off. 
And  away !  said  the  stranger "... 

Alfred. 
O,  good !    O,  you  scoff ! 

John. 
At  what,  my  dear  Alfred? 

Alfred. 
At  all  things ! 

John. 

Indeed? 
Alfred. 

Tea ;  I  see  that  your  heart  is  as  dry 

a.s  a  reed : 
That  the  dew  of    your    youth    is 

rubbed  off  you :  I  see 


You  have  no  feeling  left  in  you. 

even  for  me  I 
At  honor  you  jest ;  you  are  cold  as 

a  stone 
To  the  warm  voice  of  friendship. 

Belief  you  have  none ; 
You  have  lost  faith  in  all  things. 

You  carry  a  blight 
About  with  you  everywhere.    Yea, 

at  the  sight 
Of  such  callous  indifference,  who 

could  be  calm? 
I  must  leave  you  at  once,  Jack,  or 

else  the  last  balm 
That  is  left  me  In  Gllead,  you'll  turn 

into  gall. 
Heartless,  cold,  unconcerned.  .  . 

John. 

Have  you  done?    Is  that  all? 
Well,  then,  listen  to  me!     I  prc- 

.sume  when  you  made 
Up  your  mind  to  propose  to  Miss 

Darcy,  you  weighed 
All    the    drawbacks    against    the 

equivalent  gains. 
Ere  you  flnnlly  settled  the   point. 

What  remains 
But  to  stick  to  your  choice?    You 

want  moncj' :  'tis  here. 
A  settled   position :    'tis   yours.     A 

career : 
You  secure  It.     A  wife,  young,  and 

pretty  as  rich, 
Whom  all  men  will  envy  you.   Why 

must  you  Itch 
To  be  running  awaj'  on  the  eve  of 

all  this. 
To  a  woman  whom  never  for  once 

did  you  miss 
All  these  years  since  you  left  her? 

Who  knows  what  may  hap? 
This  letter — to  me  —  Is  a  palpable 

trap. 
The  woman  has  changed  since  you 

knew  her.     Perchance 
She  yet  seeks  to  renew  her  youth's 

broken  romance. 
When  women  begin  to  feel  youth 

and  their  beauty 
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Slip  from  them,  they  count  it  a  sort 
of  a  duty 

To  let  nothing  else  slip  away  unse- 
cured 

Wliich  these,  while  they  lasted, 
might  once  have  procured. 

Lucile's  coquette  to  the  end  of  her 
fingers, 

I  will  stake  my  last  farthing.  Per- 
haps the  wish  lingers 

To  recall  the  once  reckless,  indiffer- 
ent lover 

To  the  feet  he  has  left;  let  intrigue 
now  recover 

What  truth  could  not  keep.  *Twere 
a  vengeance,  no  doubt  — 

A  triumph ;  —  but  why  must  yun 
bring  it  about? 

You  are  risking  the  substance  of  all 
that  you  schemed 

To  obtain;  and  for  what?  Some 
mad  dream  you  have  dreamed ! 

Alfred. 
But  there's  nothing    to   risk.    You 

exaggerate,  Jack. 
You  mistake.    In  three  days,  at  the 

most,  1  am  back. 

John. 

Ay,  but  how?  . .  .  discontented,  un- 
settled, upset, 

Bearing  witli  you  a  comfortless 
twinge  of  regret; 

Preoccupied,  sulky,  and  likely 
enough 

To  make  your  betrothed  break  off 
all  in  a  huff. 

Three  days,  do  you  sayl  But  in 
three  days  who  knows 

What  may  liappen  ?  I  don't,  nor 
do  you,  I  suppose. 

V. 

Of  all  the  good  things  in  this  good 

worldi  around  us. 
The  one  most  abundantly  furnished 

and  found  us. 
And    which,    for    tliat    reason,    we 

least  care  about. 
And  can  best  spare  our  friends,  is 

good  counsel,  no  doubt. 


But  advice,  when  'tis  sought  from 
a  friend  (though  civility 

May  forbid  to  avow  it),  means  more 
liability 

In  the  bill  we  already  liave  drawn 
on  Remorse, 

Which  we  deem  that  a  true  friend 
Is  bound  to  indorse. 

A  mere  lecture  on  debt  ft"om  that 
friend  is  a  bore. 

Thus,  the  better  his  cousin's  advice 
was  the  more 

Alfred  Vargrave  with  augi*y  resent- 
ment opposed  it. 

And,  having  the  worst  of  the  con- 
test, he  closed  it 

With   so    firm    a    resolve   his   bad 
ground  to  maintain, 

That,   sadl}'   perceiving  resistance 
w^as  vain, 

And  arguraeiit  fruitless,  the  amiable 
Jack 

Came   to   terms,   and    assisted    his 
cousin  to  pack 

A  slender  valise  (the  one  small  con- 
descension 

Which    his    final  remonstrance    ob- 
tained), whose  dimension 

Excluded  large  outfits ;  and,  cursing 
his  stars,  he 

Shook    hand    with    his    friend    and 
returned  to  Miss  Darcy. 

VI. 

Lord  Alfred,  wlien  last  to  the  win- 
dow he  turned. 
Ere  he  looked   up   and  quitted  his 

chamber,  discerned 
Matilda    ride    by,  with    her  cheek 

beaming  bright 
In  what  Virgil  has  called  "Youth's 

purpureal  light." 
(I    like    the    expression,    and    can't 

find  a  better). 
He  signed  as  he  looked  at  her.     Did 

he  regret  lier ! 
In  her  habit  and  hat,  with  her  elad 

golden  hair,  Tair, 

As  airy  and  blithe  as  a  blithe  bird  in 
And    her    arch    rosy   lips,  and    her 

eager  blue  eyes, 
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With  their  little  impertinent  looic 
of  surprise, 

And  her  round  youthful  figure,  and 
fair  necic,  below 

The  dark  drooping  feather,  as  ra- 
diant as  suow,  — 

I  can  only  declare,  tliat  if  /  had  the 
chance 

Of  passing  three  days  in  the  exqui- 
site glance 

Of  those  eyes,  or  caressing  the  hand 
that  now  petted 

That  fine  English  mare,  I  should 
much  have  regretted 

Whatever  might  lose  me  one  little 
half-hour 

Of  a  pastime  so  pleasant,  when  once 
in  my  power. 

For,  if  one  drop  of  milk  from  the 
bright  Milky- Way 

Could  turn  into  a  woman,  'twould 
look,  I  dare  say, 

Not  more  fresh  than  Matilda  was 
looking  that  day. 


But, 


that 


VII. 

whatever    the    feeling 

prompted  the  sigh 
With  which  Alfred  Vargrave  now 

watched  her  ride  by, 
I  can  only  afllrm  that.  In  watching 

her  ride. 
As  he  turned  from  the  window,  he 

certainly  sighed. 


CANTO  n. 


Alfred   Var- 
comtesse    de 


I. 
Letter  from   Lord 
GRAVE     to     the 
Nevers. 

"  BiooRRE,  Tuesday. 

'•Your  note.  Madam,  reached  me 

to-day,  at  Bigorre, 
And  commands  (need  I  add?)  my 

obedience.    Before 
The  night  I  shall  be  at  Lurchon,  — 

where  a  line. 
If  sent  to  Duval's,  the  hotel  where 

I  dine, 


Will  find  me,  awaitlit^  your  orders. 

Receive 
My  respects, 

"Yours  sincerely, 

"  A.  Vargrave, 
**I  leave 
In  an  hour." 

n. 
In  an  hour  from  the  time  he  wrote 

this, 
Alft^d    Vargrave,    in    tracking    a 

mountain  abyss. 
Gave  the  rein  to  his  steed  and  his 

thoughts,  and  pursued. 
In  pursuing  his  course  through  the 

blue  solitude, 
The  reflections  that  journey  gave 

rise  to. 

And  here 
(Because,  without  some  such  pre- 
caution, I  fear 
You  might  fail  to  distinguish  them 

each  from  the  rest 
Of  the  world  they  belong  to ;  whose 

captives  are  drest, 
As  our  convicts,  precisely  the  same 

one  and  all, 
While  the  coat    cut  for  Peter    is 

passed  on  to  Paul) 
I  resolve,  one  by  one,  when  I  pick 

IVom  the  mass 
The  persons  I  want,  as  before  yow 

they  pass, 
To  label  them  broadly  in  plain  black 

and  w^hite 
On  the  backs  of  them.    Therefore 

whilst  yet  m  's  in  sight, 
I  first  label  my  hero. 

III. 
The  age  is  gone  o'er 

When  a  man  may  in  all  things  be  all. 
We  have  more 

Painters,  poets,  musicians,  and  art- 
ists, no  doubt, 

Than  the  great  Cinquecento  gave 
birth  to :  but  out 

Of  a  million  of    mere    dilettanti, 
when,  when 

Will  a  new  Leonardo  arise  on  our 
ken? 
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He  is  gone  with  the  age  which  be- 
gat hira.     Our  own 
Is  too  vast,  and  too  complex,  for 

one  man  alone 
To  embody  its  purpose,  and  hold  it 

shut  close 
In  the  palm  of  his  hand.    There 

were  giants  in  those 
Irreclaimable  days;    but  in   these 

days  of  ours. 
In  dividing  the  work,  we  distribute 

the  powers. 
Yet  a  dwarf  on  a  dead  giant's  shoul- 
ders sees  more 
Than    the    'live    giant's    eyesight 

availed  to  explore ; 
And  in  life's   lengtlicned  alphabet 

what  used  to  be 
To  our  sires  X  Y  Z  is  to  us  A  B  C. 
A  Vanini  is  roasted  alive  for  his 

pains. 
But  a  Bacon  comes  after  and  picks 

up  his  brains. 
A  Bruno   is  angrily  seized  by  the 

throttle 
And  hunted  about  by  thy  ghost, 

Aristotle, 
Till  a  More  or  Lavater  step  into  his 

place ; 
Then  the  world  turr.s  and  makes  an 

adni)riii<r  jrrimace. 

Once  the  men  were  so  great  and  so 

few,  tliey  appear, 
Through  a  distant  Olympian  atmos- 

pherc, 
Like  vast   Caryatids   upholding  the 

Now  tlie  men  are  so  many  and  small, 

disengage 
One  man  from  the  million  to  mark 

him,  next  moment 
The    crowd    sweeps    him    hurriedly 

out  of  your  comment ; 
And  since  we  seek  vainly  (to  j) raise 

in  our  songs) 
'Mid  our  fellows  the  size  which  to 

heroes  belongs. 
We  take  the  whole  age  for  a  hero, 

ill  want 
Of  a  better :  and  still,  in  its  favor, 

descant 


On    the    strength  and  the  beaut5 

which,  failing  to  find 
In  any  one  man,  we  ascribe  to  mi.n- 

kind. 

rv. 
Alfred  Vargrave  was  one  of  those 

men  who  achieve 
So  little,  because  of  the  much  they 

conceive. 
With  irresolute  finger  he  knocked 

at  each  one 
Of  the  doorways  of  life,  and  abided 

In  none, 
His  course,  by  each  star  that  would 

cross  it,  was  set,         [regret. 
And  whatever  he  did  he  was  sure  to 
That  target,  discussed  by  the  trav- 
ellers of  old, 
Which  to  one  appeared  argent,  to 

one  appeared  gold, 
To  him,  ever  lingering  on  Doubts 

dizzy  margent, 
Appeared    In    one    moment    both 

golden  and  argent. 
The  man  who  seeks  one  thing  in 

life,  and  but  one,  [done : 

May  hope  to  achieve  it  before  life  be 
But  he  who  seeks  all  things,  wher- 
ever he  goes, 
Only  reaps  from  the  hopes  which 

around  him  he  sows 
A  harvest  of  barren  regrets.    And 

the  worm 
That  crawls  on  in  the  dust  to  the 

definite  term 
Of  Its  creeping  existence,  and  sees 

nothing  more 
Than   the  path   it  pursues  till  its 

creeping  be  o'er 
In  Its  limited  vision,  is  happier  far 
Than  the  Half-Sage,  whose  course, 

fixed  by  no  ft-icndly  star, 
Is  by  each  star  distracted  in  turn, 

and  who  knows 
Kach  will  still  be  as  distant  wherever 

he  goes. 

v. 
Both  brilliant  and  brittle,  both  bold 

and  unstable, 
Indecisive    yet    keen,    Alfred    Va^ 

grave  seemed  able 


I  T"  dazzle,  hut  noi.  in  Ulmntne  man- 
kind. 

L-Ai  rigorous,  varlou-i,  vcreatile mind ; 
I  A  ciikracter  wavering,  fltful,  uncer- 
[  tain, 

1^8  the  Blwdow  tliat  shakes  o'er  a 

■  Tai^c,  flitting;,  but  on  It  forever  ini' 

■  pressing 

K'lThe  shape  of  some  substance  at 
K  whlcli  joii  »<t3U(l  giieeising: 

■''fThen  ;oa  said,  ''  All  is  worthloas 
T  and  weak  licri.-,"  behold ! 

I  Into  sight  on  a  sudden  there  seemed 
I  to  nnrold  [the  mau : 

\  Great  ontllnes  of  strenuous  truth  in 

Wlien  yon  said.  "  This  is  genius," 
the  outlines  grew  wan. 

And  his  life,  though  In  all  things  so 
gitt^A  and  skilled, 
L   Was,  at  best,  but  a  promise  which 
'  aothing  fuldUed, 

l;Jii  the  budding  of  yonth,  ere  nihl 

winds  CBU  deflower 
le  sbat  teave.-i  of  man's  life,  round 

the  germ  of  hia  power 
Tet  folded,  hl»  life  had  been 

Alas! 
1  that  iltb  one  occasion,  i 

ment,  there 
I  When  this  earnestness  might,  with 
I  the  liTe-sap  of  youth, 

t.IatiBty  fruitage  have  borne  in  his 
f  manhood's  fnll  growth: 

I  But  It  found  him  too  soon,  wiien  his 
I  nature  was  still 

f  The  delicate  toy  of  too  pliant  a  will, 
f  The  boisterous  wind  of  the  world  to 
I  resist.  [wisdom. 

[  Or  the  frost  of  the  world's  wintry 

He  missed 
[  Thai  occasion,  too  rathe  In  Us  ad- 


And  thus,   as  some  Prince   by  his 

subjects  deposed, 
^Vliose  strength  he,  by  seeking  to 

crush  it,  disclosed, 
In  resigning  the  power  he  lacked 

power  to  support. 
Turns  his  back  upon  courts,  with  a 

In  his  converse  this  man  for  <iclf- 
comfort  appealed 

To  a  cynic  denial  of  all  he  concealed 

In  the  Instincts  and  feelings  belled 
by  his  words. 

Words,  however,  are  things!   and 
the  roan  who  accords 

To  his  language  the  license  to  out- 
rage his  soul 

Is  controlled  by  the  words  he  dis- 
dains to  controL 

And,  therefore,  he   seemed   in   the 
deeds  of  each  day, 

The  light  code  proclaimed  on  his 
lips  to  obey; 

And,  the  slave  of  each  whim,  fol- 
lowed wllfnlly  aught 

That  perchance  fooled  liie  fancy,  or 
nattered  the  thought. 

Yel.  indeed,  deep  within  him,  the 
spirits  of  truth, 

Vast,  vague  aspirations,  the  powers 
of  his  youth.  . 

Lived  and  breathed,  and  made  moan 

— stirred  themselves  —  strove 

[Hades,  his  heart 

Into  deeds — though  deposed,  In  that 

I.Ike  those  antique  Theogunles  ru- 
ined and  burled 

Under  clefts   of   Uie  hills,   which, 
convulsing  the  world. 

Heaved.  In  earlhciuake,  their  heads 
the  rent  caverns  above, 

To  trouble  at  times  in  the  light  court 
of  Jove  [floed  owe 

Alt  Its  frivolous  gods,  with  an  nnde- 

Of  wronged  rebel  powers  that  owned 
not  their  law. 

For  his  sake,  I  am  ftln  to  believe 
that.  If  born 

lowlier   rank    (from   the 
world's  laauuid  Bt™-n 


Secured  by  the  world's  stem  reelat- 

auc*0>  where  strire, 
Strife   and   toll,  and   not  pleasure, 

gave  purpose  to  life, 
He  posslblj  might  liave  contrived  to 

Not  eminence  only,  bat  worth.    So, 

Bad  he  been  of  hU  dwd  house  the 

Hrst-boru,  each  gift 
Of  a  mind  many-ginecl  hati  gone  to 

npllft 
A  great  namu  by  a  name's  greatest 


^ 


I 


To  life's  great  realities;  part  of  uo 

And   if  ever  a  nobler  and   happier 

He  might  hope  to  become,  that  iilonc 

con  ill  be  when 
With  all  that  is  real  in  life  and  In 

What  was  real  in  hlra  shonid  have 
been  rcccncllcd: 

When  eacli  intlnence  now  from  ex- 
perience exiled 

Should  have  s«rlaed  on  his  twinjr, 
combined  with  Ids  nature. 

And  formed,  as  by  fUsIon,  a  new  liu- 


As  when  those  airy  elementa  vlcw- 
lesn  to  Kl^ht 

(The  uifaigam  of  which,  if  our  sci- 
ence l)e  right. 

The  germ  of  tills  populous  planet 
doth  fold) 

Dnlte  In  the  glass  of  the  chemist,  be- 
luihl  t 

Where  a  void  seemed  before  there  a 
aitt)slance  appears. 

From  the  fusion  of  forces  whence 
lasned  the  spheres  \ 

Bnt  the  pcnnnncnt  cause  why  Ills 
life  Allied  and  missed 

The  full  value  of  life  was, —  where 
toan  should  resist 


The  world,  wlilcli  man's  genius  la 

culled  to  command. 
He  gave  way,  leas  from  laclt  of  the 

power  lo  withstand, 
Thau  from  hicl;  of  the  resolute  will 

Those  strongholds  of  lift:  which  the 
world  strives  to  gain. 

Let  this  character  go  in  the  old- 
fashioned  way. 

With  tlie  mom  I  Uiereof  tightly  tacked 
to  it-    Siiy  — 

"  Let  ony  man  once  filiow  liio  world 
that  he  feels 

Afraid  of  its  barh,  and  'twill  ily  at 
his  heels : 

Let  him  ftarlesUy  (bee  it, 'twilt  leave 
him  alone : 

But  'Iwlll  niwn  at  his  feet  tf  he 
flings  It  a  bone." 

The  moon  of  Scptcmbi-r,  now  half 
at  the  full. 

Was  unfolding  from  daritncia  anil 
dreamland  the  litit 

Of  the  quiet  l)1iie  air,  where  the 
nnny-fHced  hills 

Watched,  well-pleased,  tbelr  fair 
slaves,  the  light,  foam-footed 
rlUs, 

Dance  and  sing  down  the  steep  mar- 
ble stairs  of  their  courts. 

And  gracefully  fashion  a  thousand 

Lord  Alfred  (hy  this  on  his  Journey 

tng  far) 
Was   pensively  pnlDng  his    Lopet 

cigar, 
And  brokenly  humming  an  old  opera 

strain. 
And  thinking,  perchance,  of  those 

castles  in  Spain 
Which  that  long  rocky  barrier  hW 

from  his  sight; 
When  suddenly,  ont  of  the  nelghboi 

log  night, 
A  horseman  emerged  from  a  fold  of 

the  hltl. 
And  so  startled  his  stee''   ^hat  wna 

winiling  at  will 
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Cp  the  thin  dizzy  strip  of  a  pathway 
which  led 

O'er  the  mountain  —  the  reins  on  its 
neck,  and  its  head 

Hanging  lazily  forward  —  that,  but 
for  a  hand 

Light  and  ready,  yet  firm,  in  familiar 
command, 

Both  rider  and  horse  might  have 
been  in  a  trice 

Hurled  horribly  over  tlie  grim  prec- 
ipice. 

iX. 

As  soon  as  the  moment's  alarm  had 

subsided, 
And  the  oatli,  with  wlilch  nothing 

can  find  unprovided 
A  thoroughbred  Englishman,  safely 

exploded, 
Lord  Alfred  unbent  (as  Apollo  his 

bow  did 
Now  and  then)  his  erectness;  and 

looking,  not  ruder 
Than  such  inroad  would  warrant, 

surveyed  the  intruder. 
Whose  arrival  so  nearly  cut  short  in 

his  glory 
My  hero,  and  hnlshed  abruptly  this 

storv*. 

X. 

The  stranger,  a  man  of  his  own  age 
or  less, 

Well  mounted,  and  simple  though 
rich  iu  his  dress. 

Wore  his  beard  and  mustache  in  the 
fashion  of  Franco. 

His  face,  which  was  pale,  gathered 
force  from  the  glance 

<?f  a  pair  of  dark,  vivid,  and  eloquent 
eyes. 

With  a  gest  of  apology , touched  with 
surprise. 

He  lifted  his  hat,  bowed  and  cour- 
teously made 

Some  excuse  In  such  well-cadenced 
French  as  betrayed, 

At  the  first  word  lie  spoke,  the  Pa- 
risian. 


XI. 

I  swear 
I  have  wandered  about  In  the  world 

everywhere ; 
From  many  strange  mouths  have 

heard  many  .strange  tongues ; 
Strained  with  many  strange  Idioms 

my  lips  and  my  lungs; 
Walked  In  many  a  lar  laud,  regret- 
ting my  ovvii ; 
In  many  a  lauguage  groaned  many 

a  groan ; 
And  have  often  had  reason  to  curse 

those  wild  fellows 
Who  built  the  high  house  at  which 

Heaven  turned  Jealous, 
Making  human  audacity  stumble  and 

stammer 
When  seized  by  the  throat  In  the 

hard  gripe  of  Grammar. 
But  the  language  of  languages  dear- 
est to  me 
Is  that  In  which  once,  0  ma  tout: 

cfieriCy 
When,  together,  we  bent  o'er  yoir 

nosegay  for  hours, 
You   explained    what   was    silently 

said  by  the  flowers, 
And,  selecting  the  sweetest  of  all, 

sent  a  flame 
Through  my  heart,  as,  in  laughing, 

you  murmured,  Je  faime. 

XII. 

The  Italians  have  voices  like  pea- 
cocks; the  Spanlsn 

Smell,  I  fancy,  of  garlic;  the  Swed- 
ish and  Danish 

Have  something  too  Kunlc,  too 
rough  and  unshod.  In 

Their  accent  for  mouths  not  descend- 
ed from  Odin ; 

German  gives  me  a  cold  In  the  head» 
sets  me  wheezing 

And  coughing ;  and  Russian  is  noth- 
ing bui;  sneezing : 

But  by  Belus  and  Babel!  I  never 
have  heard, 

And  I  never  shall  hear  (I  well  know 
it),  one  word 
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Of  that  ih'licato  idiom  of  Paris 
without 

Feeling  morally  sure,  beyond  ques- 
tion or  doubt. 

By  the  wild  way  in  which  my  heart 
inwardly  fluttered 

That  my  heart's  native  tongue  to 
my  heart  had  been  uttc»red. 

And  whene'er  I  hear  French  spoken 
as  1  appro\  e, 

I  feel  myself  quietly  falling  in  love. 

XIII. 

Lord  Alfred,  on  hearing  the  stran- 
ger, appeased 

By  a  something,  an  accent,  a  ca- 
dence, which  pleased 

His  ear  with  that  pledge  of  good 
lireeding  which  tells 

At  once  of  the  world  in  whose  fel- 
lowship dwells 

The  speaker  Unit  owns  it,  was  glad 
to  remark 

In  the  horseman  a  man  one  might 
meet  after  dark 

Witliout  fear. 
And   thus,   not   disairreeablv  Im- 
pressed, 

As  it  seemed,  with  each  other,  the 
two  men  abreast 

Rode  on  slowly  a  moment. 

XIV. 
STRAXdKK. 

I  see.  Sir,  you  arc 
A  smoker.     Allow  me ! 

Al.l<HKI>. 

Prav  take  a  ciiyar. 

SiUANCtKU. 

Many  thanks !  .  .  .  Such  cigars  are 

a  luxury  here. 
Do  you  go  to  Luchon? 

Alkkki>. 

Yes ;  and  you? 

Stiianuku. 

Yes.     I  fear, 
S'nce  our  road  is  the  sa?ne,  that  our 
lournev  must  be 


Somewhat  closer  than  is  our  ac- 
quaintance.    You  see 

How  narrow  the  path  is.  I'm 
tempted  to  ask 

Your  permission  to  finish  (no  diffi- 
cult task!) 

The  cigar  you  have  given  me  (really 
a  prize  I) 

In  your  companj'. 

Alfred. 

Charmed,  Sir,  to  And  your  road  lies 
In  the  way  of  m)'  own  inclinations ! 

Indeed 
The  dream  of  your  nation  I  find  in 

this  weed, 
In  the  distant  savannas  a  talisman 

grows 
That  makes  all  men  brothers  that 

use  it  .  .  .  wlio  knows? 
That  blazA*  which  ere  while  from  the 

B<nilevort  outbroke. 
It  has  ended  where  wisdom  begins. 

Sir,  —  in  smoke. 
Messieurs   Lopez    (whatever    your 

publicists  write) 
Have  done  more  in  their  way  human 

kind  to  unite. 
Perchance,  than  ten  Proudlious. 

StRAX(JEK. 

Yes.    Ah,  what  a  scene! 

ALFKEI). 

Humph !     Nature   is  here  too  p're- 

tentious.     Her  mien 
Is   too   haughty.     One   likes  to  be 

coaxed,  not  compelled. 
To  the  notice  such  beauty  resents 

if  withhehl. 
She  seems  to  be  saying  too  plainly, 

"  Admire  me!" 
And  I  ans\yer,  **  Yes,  madam,  I  do: 

but  vou  tire  me." 

Stuaxger. 
That  sunset,  just  now  though  .  . 

Alfred. 

A  verj'  old  trick ! 
One  would  *hink  that  the  sun  by  this 
time  must  be  sick 
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Of  blushlDg  at  what,  by  this  time, 

he  must  know 
Too  well  CO  be  shocked  by  —  this 

world. 

Stranger. 

Ah,  'tis  so 
With  us  all.    'Tis  the  simier  that 

l>est  knew  tlie  world 
At  twenty,  whose  lip  is,  at  sixty, 

most  curled 
With  disdain  of  its  follies.    You 
stay  at  Luchon? 

Alfred. 
A  day  or  two  only. 

Strang  EU. 

The  season  is  done. 

Alfred. 
Already? 

Stranger. 

'Twas  shorter  this  year   thar»  the 

last. 
Folly  soon   wears    her  shoes  out. 

She  dances  so  fast, 
We  are  all  of  us  tired. 

Alfred. 

You  know  the  place  well? 

Stranger. 

I  have  been  there  two  seasons. 

Alfred. 

Pray  who  is  the  Belle 
Of  the  Baths  at  this  momeut? 

Stranger. 

The  same  who  has  been 
The  belle  of  all  places  in  which  she 

is  seen ; 
The  belle  of  all  Paris  last  winter; 

last  spring 
The  belle  of  all  Baden. 

Alfred. 

An  uncommon  thing ! 

Stranger. 

Sir,  an  uncommon  beauty !....! 

rather  should  say. 
An  "^common  character.     Truly, 


each  day 
One  meets  women  whose  beauty  is 

equal  to  hers. 
But  none  with  the  chaim  of  Lucile 

de  Nevers. 

Alfred. 
Madame  de  Nevers? 

Stranger. 

Do  you  know  her? 

Alfred. 

I  know. 
Or,  rather,  I  knew  her — a  long  time 

ago. 
I  almost  forget  .  .  . 

Stranger. 

What  a  wit !  what  a  grace 
In  her  language!  her  movements! 

what  play  in  her  face ! 
And  yet  what  a  sadness  she  seems 

to  conceal ! 

Alfred. 
You  speak  like  a  lover. 

Stranger. 

1  speak  as  I  feel, 

But  not  like  a  lover.  What  interests 
me  so 

In  Lucile,  at  the  same  time  forbids 
me,  I  know, 

To  give  to  that  interest,  whate'er 
the  sensation, 

The  name  we  men  give  to  an  hour's 
admiration, 

A  night's  parsing  pussion,  an  ac- 
tress's eyes, 

A  dancing  gir^^  ankles,  a  tine  lady's 
sighs. 

Alfred. 

Yes,  I  quite  comprehend.     But  this 

sadness  —  this  shade 
Which  you  speak  of  ?  .  .  .  it  almost 

would  make  me  afraid 
Your    gay    countrymen,    sir,    less 

adroit  must  have  «n*own. 
Since  when,  as  a  stripling,  at  Paris. 

I  <:wn 


1  I'aund  in  Ihciu  terrible  rivals,  —  If 

Tiiey  bavu  all  lacked  the  skill  to 

console  this  regret 
(Ifrcgrut  builie  word  Islioutdnse). 

or  fuini 
This  desire  (if  desire  be  the  word) , 

which  accQiK  still 
To  endum  unappcused.    For  1  take 

it  ri>r  t'l^ulud, 
From  ail  th&i  yoa  say,  that  '.he  will 

was  not  waiit4!d, 


The  Btrrjiger  roplioil,  not  without 

Irrltatlou : 
"  I  have  heard  that  an  Eogllshinvi 

—  one  of  your  Q&tlon, 
I  presume  —  and  If  so,  I  must  beg 

yon,  indeeri, 
To  excuse  the  contempt  which  I  .  .  " 

Pray,  Sir,  proceed 

With  your   lale.      My  cumpatrlot, 

what  was  his  crime  ? 

Stwasokr. 

O,  DOthing!  His  foUy  was   not  ro 

snbUme 
&s  to  merit  that  terra.    If  I  blanieU 

him  jnst  now. 
It  was  not  for  the  sin,  but  the  ailli- 


Stbasobb. 
1  own  I  Iiate  Botany.    StlU.  ...  I 

A]thou|;h  I  myself  liave  no  passion 
for  it. 

And  do  not  understand,  yet  I  can- 
not despiao 

The  cold  man  of  science,  who  walks 
with  his  eyes 

All  alert  through  a  garden  of 
flowers,  and  strljis 

The  lilies'  gold  tongues,  and  the 

With  a  mthless  dissection:  since 
be,  I  suppose, 


Has  some  purpose  beyoniJ  the  mere 

mischief  he  does. 
Battliee.tupldaud  ratschlcvous  boy. 

th«  uproots 
Tbti  exotics,  and  tramples  the  ten- 
der young  fihoots. 
For  a  boy's  brutiil  pastiine,  aud  only 

because 
He    knows    uo    distinction    'twVxt 

heartsease  and  haws, — 
One  would  wish,   for  the  sake  oi 

euch  nursling  so  nipped, 
To  Ciitch  llie  yoniig  rascal  and  have 

him  well  whipped! 

Some  compatriot  of  mine,  do  I  then 

understand, 
Willi  a  cold  Nortjiem  heart,  aud  a 

rude  English  hand, 
llaslnjuf^d  your  Rosebudof  France? 
8tr.\sobb. 

Sir,  I  know 
But  little,  or  nothing.    Yei  some 

faces  show 
The  last  act  of  a  tragedy  In  their 

Though  the  first  scenes  be  wanting, 

it  yet  Is  not  hard 
To  divine,  more  or  less,  what  the 

plot  may  have  beeu. 
And  what  sort  of  actors  have  passe^l 

And  whenever  I  gaze  on  the  bee  ot 

With  its  penslvp  and  passlottloM 

languor,  I  fct'l 
That    some     fcelmg    hath    burnt 

there   .  .  -  burnt    out.    and 

burnt  up 
Healiband  hope.     So  you  feel  when 

yon  gaic  down  the  cnp 
Of    eitlngnished    volcanoes :    you 

judge  of  the  Are 
Once  there,  by  the  ravage  yon  see ; 

—  the  desire, 
By  the  apathy  loR  lu  Its  wake,  and 

that  sense 
Of  a  moral,  Immovable,  mate  Impo 
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Alfred. 
Homph!  ...  I  see  you  have  flo- 

ishcd,  at  last,  your  cigar. 
Cao  I  offer  another  ? 

Stranger. 
No,  thank  you.     We  are 
Kot  two  miles  from  Luchon. 

Alfred. 
You  know  the  road  well  ? 

Stranger. 
I  have  often  been  over  it. 

Here  a  pause  fell 
On  their  converse.    Still  musingly 

on,  side  by  side, 
In  the  moonlight,  the  two  men  con- 
tinued to  ride 
Down  the  dim  mountain  pathway. 

But  each,  for  the  rest 
Of  their  journey,  although  they  still 

rode  on  abreast. 
Continued  to  follow  in  silence  the 

train  [ed  his  brain ; 

Of  the  different  feelings  that  haunt- 
And  each,  as  though  roused  from  a 

deep  reverie, 
Almost    shouted,  descending    the 

mountain,  to  see 
Burst  at  once  on  the  moonlight  the 

silvery  Baths, 
The  long  lime-tree  alley,  the  dark 

gleaming  paths. 
With  the  lamps  twinkling  through 

them  —  the    quaint    wooden 

roofs  — 
The  little  white  houses. 

The  clatter  of  hoofs. 
And  the  music  of  wandering  bands, 

up  the  walls 
Of  the  steep  hanging  hill,  at  remote 

intervals 
Reached  them,  crossed  by  the  sound 

of  the  clacking  of  whips. 
And  here  and  there,  faintly,  through 

serpentine  slips 
Of  verdant  rose-gardens,  deep-shel- 
tered with  screens 
Of  airy  acacias  and  dark  evergreens. 


They  could  mark  the  white  dresses, 
and  catch  the  light  songs. 

Of  the  lovely  Parisians  that  wan- 
dered In  throngs, 

Led  by  Laughter  aud  Love  through 
the  cold  eventide 

Down  the  dream-haunted  valley,  or 
up  the  hillside. 

XVIL 

At  length,  at  the  door  of  the  inn 

rHERISSON, 

(Pray  go  there.  If  ever  you  go  to 

Luchon  I) 
The  two  horsemen,  well  pieased  to 

have  reached  It,  alighted 
And  exchanged  their  last  greetings. 
The  Frenchman  invited 
Lord  Alfred  to  dinner.  Lord  Alfred 

declined. 
He  had  letters  to  write,  and  felt 

tired.    So  he  dined 
In  his  own  rooms  that  night. 

With  an  unquiet  eye 
He  watched  his  companion  depart ; 

nor  knew  why, 
Beyond  all  accountable  reason  or 

measure. 
He  felt  in  his  breast  such  a  sovran 

displeasure. 
"The  fellow's    good-looking,"  he 

murmured  at  last, 
**  And  yet  not  a  coxcomb."    Some 

ghost  of  the  past 
Vexed  him  still. 

**  If  he  love  her,"  he    thought, 

"  let  him  win  her." 
Then  he  turned  to  the  future  —  and 

ordered  his  dinner. 

XVIH. 

0  hour  of  all  hours,  the  most  blessed 

upon  earth, 
Blessed  hour  of  our  dinners! 

The  land  of  his  birth ; 
The  face  of  his  first  love ;  tlie  bills 

thut  he  owes ; 
The  twaddle  of   friends    and   the 

venom  of  foes ; 
The  sermon  he  heard  when  tochurcb 

he  last  went ; 
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The  money  he  borrowed,  the  money 
he  spent,  — 

All  of  these  things  a  man,  I  believe, 
may  forget. 

And  not  be  the  worse  for  forget- 
ting ;  but  yet 

Never,  never,  O  never !  earth's  luck- 
iest sinner 

Hath  unpunislied  forgotten  the  hour 
of  his  dinner ! 

Indigestion,  that  conscience  of 
every  bad  stomach, 

bhall  relentlessly  gnaw  and  pursue 
him  with  some  ache 

Or  some  pain ;  and  trouble,  remorse- 
less, his  best  ease, 

As  the  Furies  once  troubled  the  sleep 
of  Orestes. 

XIX. 

We  may  live  without  poetry,  music, 

and  art; 
We  may  live  without  conscience, 

and  live  witliout  heart ; 
We  may  live  without  friends;  we 

may  live  without  books ; 
But  civilized  man  cannot  live  with- 
out cooks. 
He  may  live  without  books,  —  what 

is  knowledge  but  grieving? 
He  may  live  without  hope,  —  what 

is  hope  but  deceiving? 
He  may  live  without  love,  —  what 

is  passion  but  pining  ? 
But  where  is  the  man  that  can  live 

without  dining  ? 

XX. 

Lord  Alfred  found,  waiting  his 
coming,  a  note 

From  Lucile. 

**  Your  last  letter  has  reached  me," 
she  wrote.  [the  ball, 

*  This  evening,  alas!  I  must  go  to 

And  shall  not  be  at  home  till  too 
late  for  your  call ; 

But  to-morrow,  at  any  rate,  sana 
faute,  at  One 

Vou  will  find  me  at  home,  and  will 
find  me  alone. 

Meanwhile,  let  me  thank  you  sin- 
cerely, milord, 


For  the  honor  with  which  you  ad* 
here  to  your  word. 

Yes,  I  thank  you,  Lord  Alfred !  To- 
morrow, then. 

"L." 

XXI. 

1  find  myself  terribly  puzzled  to  tell 
The  feeling  with  which  Alfred  Var- 

grave  flung  down 
This  note,  as  he  poured  out  his  wine. 

1  must  own 
That  I  think  he  himself  could  have 

hardly  explained 
Those  feelings  exactly. 

''  Yes,  yes,"  as  he  drained 
The    glass    down,    he     muttered, 

*' Jack's  right,  after  all. 
The  coquette ! " 

"  Does  milord  mean  to  go  to  the 

ball  ?  " 
Asked  the  waiter,  who  lingered. 

'*  Perhaps.     I  don't  know. 
You  may  keep  me  a  ticket,  in  case  I 

should  go." 

XXII. 

O,  better,  no  doubt,  is  a  dinner  of 
herbs. 

When  seasoned  by  love,  which  no 
rancor  disturbs, 

And  sweetened  by  all  that  is  sweet- 
est in  life, 

Than  turbot,  bisque,  ortolans,  eaten 
in  strife ! 

But  if,  out  of  humor,  and  hungry, 
alone, 

A  man  should  sit  down  to  a  dinrer, 
each  one 

Of  the  dishes  of  which  the  cook 
chooses  to  spoil 

With  a  horrible  mixture  of  garlic 
and  oil. 

The  chances  are  ten  against  one,  I 
must  own, 

He  gets  up  as  ill-tempered  as  when 
he  sat  down. 

And  if  any  reader  this  fact  to  dis- 
pute is 

Disposed,  I  say  ..."  Allium  edal 
cicntis 

Nocentiua  I  *' 


Over  the  fruit  and  the  wine 
UndiBtDTbed  the  wasp  settled.    The 

evening  was  One. 

liord  Alfred  his  chair  by  the  window 

bad  set,  [uigarettc. 

Aa6    lao^ldly    lighted    his    smail 

I  The  window  was  open.    The  warm 

air  without 
[  Waved  the  flame  uf  the  caudlee. 
The  niothH  were  about, 
til  the  gloom  he  sat  gloomy, 

Gay  flounds  froin  below 
I  Floated  iip  like  Tuint  cchot^s  of  joyg 
I  loiiff  ago, 

I  And  ntght  deepened  apace ;  through 
I  the  dark  avenues 

I  The  lamps  twinkled  bright;  and  bv 
1  threes,  aiid  by  twos,  [at  will. 

[  The  Idlers  of  Luchon  were  Htrollltig 
Aa  Lord  Alfred  could  see  from  tlie 

cool  wlndow-slll, 
Wtiere  his  gaze,  an  he  languidly 

tunwd  it,  fell  o'er 
L  His  lat«  travelling  eompanloa,  now 
1  paaalng  before 

1  The  Ion,  at  the  wiiidow  of   which 

lie  still  HSt, 

full    toilet, — boots   varnished, 

and  anowy  cravat, 
Gayly  smoothing;  and  buttoning  a 

yellow  kid  glove, 
A»  he  tamed  down  Uie  avcuue. 

Watching  above, 
From   Ills  window,  the   stranger, 

who  Slopped  as  he  walked 
To  mix  with  thoM!  groups,  and  now 

nodded,  uow  talked. 
To  the  young  Ports  dandies,  Lord 

Alfred  discerned. 
Br  Uio  wsy  hats  were   lifted,  ond 

g1anct;s  were  turned. 
That  tills  unknown  acquaintance, 

now  bound  for  the  bull. 
Was  aperson  of  rank  or  of  fashion ; 

for  all 
Whom  he  bowed  to  In  pansinK.  or 

stopped  with  and  (Jiattcrcd, 
Wallced  on  with  a  look  which  im- 

l>licd  .  .  .  ■'!  feei  OiitttTedl" 


Lord  Alfred  still  sat  by  himself  In 

his  room, 
lie  tiad  flnlslied,  one  of  I«r  the  other, 

a  dozen 
Or  more  cigarettes.  He  liad  tliought 

of  his  cousin : 
He   had   thought   of   Matilda,   and 

thought  of  LucUe : 
He  hod  thought  about  niatiy  things : 

thought  a  great  deal 
Of  himself :  of  bis  post  life,  bis  m- 

ture,  his  present : 
He  bad  though  t  of  the  moon,  neither 

Aill  moon  nor  crescent ; 
Of  the  gay  world,  so  sadl  life,  bo 

Bwcet  and  so  sour  1 
He  hod  thought,  too,  of  glory,  and 

fortune,  and  power : 
Thought  of  love,  and  the  country, 

and  sympathy,  and 
A  poet's  asylum  In  some  distant 

Tliought  of  man  in  the  abstract,  and 

woman,  no  doubt. 
In  particular;  also  he  had  thougbl 

much  about 
ills   digestion,   his   debts,  and   hia 

dinner;  and  last. 
He  thought  that  the  night  would  be 

stupidly  passed. 
If  he  thought  any  more  of  such 

matters  at  all: 
So  he  rose,  and  resolved  to  set  out 

for  the  ball. 


I  believe,  ere  he  fluished  his  tonly 

toilet, 
That  Lord  Alfred  bad  spoiled,  and 

ttung  by  in  a  pet, 
Half  a  dozen  white  neckcloths,  and 

looked  for  the  nonce 
Twenty  times   In   the   glass,  if  he 

looked  In  it  once. 
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I  believe  that  he  split  up,  in  draw- 
ing them  on, 

Three  pair  of  pale  lavender  gloves, 
one  by  one. 

And  this  is  the  reason,  no  doubt, 
that  at  last. 

When  he  reached  the  Casino,  al- 
though he  walked  fast, 

He  heard,  as  he  hurriedly  entered 
the  door. 

The  church-clock  strike  Twelve. 

xxvii. 

The  last  waltz  was  just  o'er. 
The  chaperons  and  dancers  were  all 

in  a  flutter. 
A  crowd  blocked  the  door :  and  a 

buzz  and  a  mutter 
Went  about  in  the  room  as  a  young 

man,  whose  face 
Lord  Alfred  had  seen  ere  he  entered 

that  place, 
But  a  few  hours  ago,  through  the 

perfumed  and  warm 
Flowery  porch,   with   a  lady  that 

leaned  on  his  arm  [days. 

Like  a  queen  in  a  fable  of  old  fairy 
Left  the  ballroom. 

XXVIII. 

The  hubbub  of  comment  and  praise 
Ileached  Lord  Alfred  as  just  then 
he  entered. 

Said  a  Frenchman  beside  him, .  .  . . 
*'  That  lucky  Luvois 

lias  obtained  all  the  gifts  of  the 
gods  . . .  rank  and  wealth, 

And  good  looks,  and  then  such  in- 
exhaustible health ! 

He  that  hath  shall  have  more;  and 
this  truth,  I  surmise. 

Is  the  cause  why,  to-night,  by  the 
beautiful  eyes 

Of  la  charmante  Lucile  more  distin- 
guished than  all. 

He  so  gayly  goes  off  with  the  belle 
of  the  ball." 

*'  Is  it  true,"  asked  a  lady,  aggres- 
sively fat, 


Who,  flerce  as  a  female  Leviathan, 

sat 
By  another  that  looked  like  a  needle, 

all  steel 
And  tenuity,  —  "  Luvois  will  marry 

Lucile?" 
The  needle  seemed  jerked  by  a  viru- 
lent twitch, 
As  though  it  were  bent  upon  driv- 
ing a  stitch 
Through  somebody's  character. 

"Madam,"  replied, 
Interposing,  a  young  man  who  sat 

by  their  side, 
And  was  languidly  fanning  his  face 

with  his  hat, 
"  I  am  ready  to  bet  my  new  Tilbury 

that, 
If  Luvois  has  proposed,  the  Com- 

tesse  has  reftised." 
The  fat  and  thin  ladies  were  highly 

amused. 
"Ilefused!   .   .   .   what!     a    young 

Duke,  not  thirty,  mv  dear. 
With  at  least  half  a  million  (what 

is  it?)  a  year!" 
"  Thatmay  be,'"'  said  the  third;  "yet 

I  know  some  time  since 
Castlemar  was  refused,  though  as 

rich,  and  a  Prince. 
But  Luvois,  who  was  never  before 

In  his  life 
In  love  with  a  woman  who  was  not 

a  wife, 
Is  now  certainly  serious." 

XXIX. 

The  music  once  more 
Recommenced. 

XXX. 

Said  Lord  Alfred,  "  This  ball  is  a 

bore !  '• 
And  returned  to  the  inn,  somewhat 

worse  than  before. 

XXXI. 

There,  whilst  musing  he  leaned  the 
dark  vallev  above, 

Through  the  warm  land  w^ere  wan- 
dering the  spirits  of  love. 
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A  soft  brecne  in  the  white  wiudo 

ilrapory  stlireil; 
In  the  blo.isonied  acacia   tlie   luiie 

cricket  chtrrcd: 
Itm  etxat  of  the  roses  ftli  faliit  o'er 

the  night, 
Ami  th«  moon  on  the  maun talii  was 

dteainlug  in  Ugbt. 
Ri-pnse,  and  ;ct  raptiirul  that  pi^n- 

slve  wild  nature 
Irapresnate  with   passion   in  eocli 

breatliin^  feature! 
A      Btone's-throw      from      llicnce, 

thTOGgh  the  lar^re  llmu-trecs 

peeped,  [steeped 

In  a  ^n^den  of  roses,  a  white  ch&lct. 
In  the  moonbcnms.     The  windows 

oped  down  to  the  lawu ; 
The  casemeata  were  open;  the  cur- 
tains were  drawn ; 
Lights  strwiraed  from  the  Inside; 

and  with  them  the  sound 
Of  music  and  rans.    In  the  garden, 

around  [there  s  " 

A  U^le  with  fruits,  wine,  ien,  Ic 
UaU  a  dozen  joung  men  and  yuiiii^ 

Light,    lAQKhter,   and  voices, 

mnslL*.  all  alreanied 
Throngb  the  c|iiict-leaved  lltnes.   At 

the  window  there  seemi'd 
Forunc  moment  thcoutlioe,  familiar 

and  fair, 
Of  a  whit«  dress,  a  white  necl;,  and 

soft  dusky  hair, 
Which    Lord   Alfred     reinenihered 

...  a  nioitient  or  si> 
It  Uovered.thenpaasedluto  shadow, 

and  slow  [upftting:, 

The  soft  notes,  from  a.  tender  piano 
i'loaied  forth,  and  a'roicc  iinfor- 

gotten  thus  sung; 
•■  Ueara  song  tliat  was  bom  in  tlie 

land  of  my  birth  '. 
The  anchors  are  lifted,  the  fair 

ship  U  free, 
And  the  sbout  of  the  luariuera  floaU 

in  Its  mirth 
'Ttvizt  the  light  lu  the  sky  and 

tJie  light  on  the  su. 


■  "9 

A  tic  cliis  ship  Is  a  world.     She  1*> 
freighted  with  souls, 
She  is  lh;lghted  with  merchan- 
dise :  proudly  she  sails 
With  the  Labor  that  stores,  and 
the  Will  that  controls 
The  gold  iu  tlie  ingots,  the  silk 
In  the  bales. 
From   the  gardens   of    Pleasure, 
where  reddens  the  rose, 
And  the  scent  ol'  the  cedar  is 
fbint  on  tliu  air, 
Post  the  harbors  of  Trafflc,  sub- 
limely she  goes, 
Man's  liopea  o'er  the  world  of 
the  waters  to  bear! 
Wliero  the  cheer  fl-om  the  harbors 
of  Trallic  is  beani. 
Where  the  gardens  of  Pleasure 
fade  fast  on  the  sight. 
O'er  the  rose,  o'er  the  cedar,  there 
passes  a  bird ; 
'TIs  the   Paradise  Bird,   never 
known  to  allgiit. 
And  that  bird,  briglit  and  bold  as 
a  Poet's  desire. 
Roams  licr  own  native  licavens, 
the  reainis  of  her  hirtli. 
There  ttbe  Aoar.-i  like  a  seraph,  she 
sliines  like  a  fire. 
And   iier  plnmnge  huth   never 
been  sullied  by  earth. 
And  the  mariners  greet  her;  there's 
song  on  each  lip, 
For  tliat  bird  of  good  omen,  and 
joy  ill  each  eye. 
And  tile  siiip  and  the  bird,  and  the 
bird  and  the  slilp. 
Together  go  forthover  ocean 
and  sky. 
'  Fast,  fast  fades  tlie  laud  I  far  the 
rose-gardt-ns  flee, 
And  far  licet  the  hnrlwrs.     In 
region!!  unknown 
The  ship  is  alone  on  a  desert  of 

And  the  bird  in  a  desert  of  sky 
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lu  those  rejji^ioiis  unknown,  o*er 
that  desert  of  air, 
Down  tliat  desert  of  waters  — 
tremendous  in  wrath  — 
The  storm-wind  Euroclydon  leaps 
from  his  lair, 
And  cleaves,  through  the  waves 
of  the  ocean,  his  path. 

And  the  bird  in  the  cloud,  and  the 
ship  on  the  wave. 
Overtaken,  are  beaten  about  by 
wild  gales : 
And  the  mariners  all  rush  their 
cargo  to  save, 
Of  the  gold  in  the  ingots,  the 
silk  in  tlie  bales. 

Lo !  a  wonder,  which  never  before 
hath  been  heard, 
For  it  never  before  hath  been 
given  to  sight; 
On  the  ship  hatli  descended  the 
Paradise  l?ird, 
The  Paradise  Bird,  never  known 
to  allglit ! 

The     bird    wliich    the    mariners 
blessed,  when  each  lip 
Had  a  song  for  the  omen  tluit 
gladdened  each  eye ; 
The  briglit  bird  for  shelter  hath 
flown  to  tlie  ship 
From  the  wrath  on  the  sea  and 
the  wrath  in  the  sky. 

But  the  mariners  heed  not  the  bird 
any  more. 
They  are  felling  the  masts,  — 
they  are  cutting  the  sails ; 
Some  are  working,  some  weeping, 
and  s(mie  wrangling  o'er 
Their  gold  in  the  ingots,  their 
siik  in  the  bales. 

*'  Souls  of  men  are  on  board  ;  wealth 
of  man  in  the  hold: 
And  the  storm-whul  Kuroclydon 
sweeps  to  Iiis  i)rey ; 
And  who  heeds  the  bird?     *  Save 
tlie  silk  and  the  gohl ! ' 
And  the  bird  from  lier  shelter 
the  gust  sweeps  awaj' ! 


tt 


"Poor  Paradise  Bird!  on  her  lone 
flight  ouce  more 
Ba^k  again  in  the  wake  of  the 
wind  she  Is  driven,  — 
To  i)e  'whelmed  in  the  storm,  or 
above  it  to  soar, 
And,  if  rescued  from  ocean,  to 
vanish  in  heaven ! 

"  And  the  ship  rides  the  waters,  and 
weathers  the  gales : 
From  the  haven  she  nears  the 
rejoicing  is  heard. 
All  hands  are  at  work  on  the  in- 
gots, tlie  bales, 
Save  a  child,  sitting  lonely,  who 
misses  —  the  Bird ! " 


CANTO   III. 


I. 


^yITII  stout  iron  shoes  be  my  Pega- 
sus shod ! 
For  my  road  is  a  rough  one :  flint, 

stubble,  and  clod. 
Blue    clay,    and    black    quagmire, 

brambles  no  few, 
And  I  gallop  up-hill,  now. 

There's  terror  that's  true 
In  that  tale  of  a  youth  who,  one 

night  at  a  revel. 
Amidst  music  and  mirth  lured  and 

wiled  by  some  devil. 
Followed  ever  one  mask  through 

the  mad  masquerade, 
Till,  pursued  to  some  chamber  de- 
serted ('tis  said), 
lie    unmasked,    with    a   kiss,    the 

strange  lady,  and  stood 
Face  to  face  with  a  Thing  not  of 

llesh  nor  of  blood. 
In  this  Mas(iue   of  the   Passions, 

called  Life,  there  's  no  human 
Emotion,  thougli  masked,  or  in  man 

or  in  woman, 
But,  when  faced  ami  unmasked,  it 

will  leave  us  at  last 
Struck  by  some  supcrnatunil  aspect 

aghast. 


for  truth  Is  appsldng  and  I'lilrich, 

By  this  world's  nrtiflcial  Ifttnp- 
Uf;ht9,  and  vte  si:reca 

From  oar  sight  tlie  otrsnge  vision 
tllBt  troubles  our  Itfe. 

AUs !    wliT  is   (ieuiuB    ron;r«r  at 

Wltli  llie  worlU,  which,  despite  the 
world's  self,  It  ennobles? 

Wby  ii  it  that  Ueaios  perpltxes  and 
troubU'Ji  [to  renew? 

And  olIbDda  the  cOcte  UTe  It  comes 

TlH  tbe  terror  of  truth !  'lis  tliat 
Genius  is  trucl 


icile   de   Nerers  (if  her  riddle  I 
read} 

a  womna  of  genius:   wliosi; 
ftcnius.  Indeed, 
HFIUi  her  life  was  at  war.     Once, 
-.  ill  thnt  life 
M  chMtce  had  been  hers  to  escape 
_.  from  this  strife 

In  betvelf:  flndiiig  peace  in  the  life 

of  another 
from  the  paasiooatc  wants  she,  lu 
bers,  failed  lo  smother. 
It  the  cliaueo  fell  loo  booh  when 

tlie  crude  restless  powei- 
Uch  had  been  to  lier  natnru  so 

fatal  n  dower, 
ly  wearied  the  mau  it  yet  Imunied 
and  ibmllcd; 

snt,  onco   lost,  hod 
■r  recnllcd. 
f  et  it  left  ber  heart  sore :  and,  to 
shelter  her  heart 
n  approach,  she  tlien  sought,  in 
that  delicate  nrt  , 

'   concealment,    those    ibousiuid 

adroit  strategics 
[  tbinliitno  wit,  which  rqiel  while 
tlicy  please. 
It  weapUD.  at  once,  and  a  shii'ld,  to 
conceal 

defend   all   that   women   con 
eanioslly  fi-cL 
I,  atrlTlng  licr  InsHiicts  to  IMu 


She  felt  frigbtened,  at  times,  by  her 

very  success : 
She   pined    for   the    hill-tops,   the 

clouds,  and  the  stars ; 
Golden  wires  may  tpuoy  u:i  as  much 

as  steel  liHra 
It  they  keep  us  behind  prison-win- 

dowii :  Impassioned 
Her  heart  rose  and  burst  the  light 

cage  she  ba<l  fashioned 
Out  of  glittering  tillles  around  it. 

Unknown 
To  herself,  all  her  Instincts,  without 

hesitation,  [tlon. 

Embraced  the  Ideii  of.  self'immole- 
The  strong  spirit  in   her.  had  her 

life  been  hut  blended 
With  some  man's  whose  heart  liad 

lier  own  comprehended. 
Alt  Its  wealth  at  his'  feet  noidd 

have  lavishly  thrown. 
For  him  she  had   struggled    aiid 

striven  alone;  [transfused 
For  him  had  aspired ;  in  him  hod 
All  the  gladness  and  grace  of  ber 

nature:  and  used 
For  him  only  the  spells  of  Its  deli- 
cote  power : 
Like    the    ministering    fblry    that 

brings  from  ber  bower 
To  some  mage   all   the  treasures, 

whose  use  the  fond  elf, 
More  enriched   by  her  love,  disre- 
gards for  hcraclf. 
But,   standing  apart,  a:!  she  ever 

had  done. 
And  her  genlns,   which  needed  a 

vent,  finding  nouc 
lu  the  broad  fields  of  action  thrown 

wide  to  man's  power. 
She  uncouBcluuKly  made  it  her  bul- 
wark and  'j)wcr, 
j\Jid  bnltt  In  It  her  refuge,  whence 

lightly  she  hurled 
Her  contem;it  at  the  fashions  and 

forms  of  the  world. 
And  the  permanent  cause  why  she 

now  missed  and  fuited 
Thai   flrni   hold   upon   life   she   su 

keenly  assailed, 


Was,  In  &11  those  dlurutil  occasions 

that  placu 
Bay — the  world  and  the  woman 

opposed  face  to  fitce, 
Where  the  noman  must  yield,  Bhe, 

refutilnglo  stir, 
OffeDded  the  world,  whlcb  Id  turn 

wouuded  her. 
As    hefore.    lu   the    cld-fashionud 

manner,  I  111  [to  wit. 

To  this  character,  also,  Its  moral: 
8b;  —  the   world  la   a  nettle;   dis- 
turb It,  Itstingsi 
Grasp  It  ftriuly,  it  stln;^  not     Ou 

one  of  two  things, 
If  you  would  not  bu  stung.  It  be- 

hoovei  jou  to  settle : 
Avoid  It  or  crush  It.    81tc  crashed 

not  the  Detile; 
For  she  could  not;  nor  would  shu 

avoid  It:  she  tried 
With  the  weak  hand  of  woman  to 

thrust  U  aside, 
And  It  stung  her.     A  womuu  Is  too 

slight  a  thing 
To  trample  the  world  without  feel- 
ing Its  sting. 

One  lodges  but  simply  at  Lucho.i; 

;ct,  thanks 
To  the  season  that  changes  forever 

the  banks 
Of  the  blossoming  mountains,  and 

shifts  the  light  cloud 
O'er   the    valley,    and    li  us  lies    or 

rouses  the  loud 
Wind  that  w^ls  lu  the  pines,  or 

creeps  murmuring  down 
The  dark  evergreen  slopes  to  the 

slumbering  town, 
And  the  torrent  thnt  falls,  faintly 

heard  from  afar. 
And   the  bluebells  that  purple  tlio 

dapple-gray  scaur. 
One  sees  with  each  month  of  the 

many-faced  year 
A  thousand  sweet  changes  of  beauty 

The   chUct  where  dwelt  tba  Com- 
tcsse  de  Nevers 


Itc-KtL-il  half  iiji  the  ))ase  of  a  mouii- 

taiuoriirs,  [the  roail. 

In  a  garden  of  roses,  revealed  to 
Yet  withdrawn  from  its uolsei  'tnab 

a  peaceful  abode. 
And  the  walls,  and  the  roofs,  with 

their  gaiiles  like  hooda 
Which  the  monks  wear,  were  built 

of  sweet  resin oua  woods. 
Tlie  sunlight  of  noon,  as  Lord  Al- 

IWmI  ascended 
The  steep  gaMen  paths,  every  odor 

had  blended 
Of  the  ardent  carnations,  and  faint 

heliotropes, 
With  the  balms  Qoatcd  down  lyom 

tite  dark  wooded  slopes : 
A  light  breeze  at  the  windows  was 

playing  about. 
Aud  the  white  curtains  floated,  now 

The  house  was  all  hushed  when  he 

rang  at  the  door. 
Which  was  opened  to  him  in  a  mo- 

By  an  old  nodding  negrcss,  whose 

sable  head  shincd 
In  the  BUu  like  a  cocoa-nut  poUshisi 

In  IikI, 

'Neath    the    snowy  foulard  which 
about  It  was  wound. 

Lord    Alfred    sprang    forward  t» 

once,  with  a  bound. 
He  rcmemljcrcd  the  uursii  of  LutUe. 

Tiie  old  dame. 
Whose  teeth  and  whose  e'jv^  uscil 

to  beam  wlivn  he  came. 
With  a   boy's   eager  step,   iu   Uic 

blithe  days  of  yore. 
To  pass,  unannounced,  her  yoniig 

mistress's  door. 
The  old  woman  had  fondled  Lucllc 

on  her  knee 
When  she  left,  as  an  Infant,  for 

lu  IndUi,  the  tomb  of  a  mother,  un- 

To  pine,  a  p;ilo  Bowcrct,  In  greU 
Paris  town. 
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Stio  had  soothed  the  child's  noba  on 

Uer  breast,  nheu  she  ri'ud 
Tbe  letter  that  told  lier  her  father 

was  dead, 
An  asluttr. ahrewd  adventurer,  ttUo, 

like  Ulya»es, 
Mad  studied  lueu.  oitics,  laws,  warn, 

auO  the  abysses 
or  statecraft,  with  varyiiiKrortuiies, 

wus  he. 
IIetia<lwaudercd  the  world  thruugli, 

by  land  and  by  sea. 
And  knew  It  In  must  of 

Strung  will, 
Sabtte  tact,  and  soft 

given  hliu  skill 
To  conciliate  Fortune,  and  courage 

Ber    dUplcaaurc.        Thrice    ship- 

wrucked,  and  cast  by  the  wave 

On  his  on-n  quick   resources,  they 

rarulj  had  fidlcd 
lUs  command:    often    baffled,    he 

ever  prevailed. 
In  bla   combat  wltti    fate ;   to-day 

ll(lll«red  and  fed 
By  monarchs,  lo-niorrow  lu  search 

of  mere  bread. 

"Tb*    offspring   of    times    trouble- 

lutnutcii,  be  came         [name. 

Of  ■  famllj  mined,  yet  noble  in 

Ha  lost  eight  of   bis    fortune   at 

twenty  In  France : 
And  balf  Rtatesman.  half  ^loldler, 
and  wholly  Free-lance, 
wandered  in  search  of  it,  over 
the  world, 
ilo  India. 

nt   scarce   had  the    uomnd 
unfurled 
fSls  wandering  tent  ut  My»iore,  In 
the  smile 

*b  (whose  court  ho  con- 
._  .lied  for  awhile, 
whose  conncll  hi?  prompted  and 
governed  by  stcaltli) ; 
1,  Indeed,  hud  be  wedded  an 
Indian  of  weaitli, 
Wbodied  giving  birth  to  this  duogb- 
tcr,  before 
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He  was  borne  to  the  torn!)  of  lih 
viite  at  Mysore. 

His  fortune,  which  fell  to  his  or- 
phan, perchance, 

Had  secured  ber  a  home  with  his 
sister  in  France. 

A  lone  woman,  the  last  of  the  race 
lefL    LucUe 

Nfllher  felt,  nor  affected,  the  wish 
to  conceal 

The  half-Eastern  blood,  which  ap- 
peared to  bequeath 

(Revealed  now  and  then, though  but 
rarely,  beneath 

That  outward  repose  Uiut  concealed 
It  In  her) 

A  something  half  wild  toherslrange 
character. 

The  uurse  with  the  orphan,  awhile 
broken-hearted, 

At  the  door  of  a  convent  in  Paris 
had  parted. 

But  later,  once  more,  with  her  mis- 
tress she  tarried. 

When  the  girl,  by  that  grim  maiden 
aunt,  had  been  ninrrled 

To  a  dreary  old  Count,  who  had 
sullenly  died. 

With  no  claim  on  her  tears, —  she 
had  wept  as  a  bride. 

Ssld  Lord  Alfred,  "Your mistress 
expects  me." 

Tbe  crone 


O'er  the  soft  atmosphere  of  this 
temple  of  grace 

Itesteil  silence  and  perfume.  No 
sound  reached  the  place. 

In  the  white  curtains  wavered  the 
delicate  shade 

Of  the  hcavinu  acacias,  throngh 
which  the  breeze  played. 

O'er  the  smooth  wooden  floor,  pol- 
ished dark  as  a  gla^. 

Fragrant  white  India  matting  al 
lowed  you  tu  pass. 
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In  light  olive  baskets,  by  window 
and  door, 

Some  hung  from  the  ceiling,  some 
crowding  tae  floor. 

Rich  wild-flowers  plucked  by  Luclle 
from  the  hill, 

Seemed  the  room  with  their  pas- 
sionate presence  to  All : 

Blue  aconite,  hid  in  white  roses,  re- 
posed ; 

The  deep  belladonna  its  vermeil 
disclosed ; 

And  the  frail  saponaire,  and  the 
tender  bluebell, 

And  the  purple  valerian,  —  each 
child  of  the  fell 

And  the  solitude  flourished,  fed  fair 
from  the  source 

Of  waters  the  huntsman  scarce 
heeds  in  his  course. 

Where  the  chamois  and  izard,  with 
delicate  hoof. 

Pause  or  flit  through  the  pinnacled 
silence  aloof. 

VI. 

Here  you  felt  by  tlie  sense  of  its 
beauty  reposed. 

That  you  stood  in  a  shrine  of  sweet 
thoughts.     Half  unclosed 

In  the  light  slept  the  flowers :  all 
was  pure  and  at  rest ; 

AUpeaceflil;  all  modest;  all  seemed 
self-possessed, 

And  aw^are  of  the  silence.  No  ves- 
tige or  trace 

Of  a  young  wouian's  coquetry  trou- 
bled the  place. 

He  stood  by  the  window.  A  cloud 
passed  the  sun. 

A  light  breeze  uplifted  the  leaves, 
one  by  one. 

Just  then  Lucile  entered  the  room, 
Undiscerncd 

By  Lord  Alfred,  whose  face  to  the 
window  was  turned. 

In  a  strange  revery. 

The  time  was,  when  Liicile,  | 

In  beholding  that  man,  could  "ct . 
help  but  reveal  ' 


The  rapture.the  fear  which  wrenched 

out  every  nerve 
In  the  heart  of  the  girl  from  the 

woman's  reserve. 
And  now  —  she  gazed  at  him,  calm, 

smiling,  —  perchance 
Indlflereut. 

VII. 

Indifferently  turning  his  glance, 

Alfred  Vargrave  encountered  that 
gaze  unaware. 

O'er  a  bodice  snow-white  streamed 
her  soft  dusky  hair ; 

A  rose-bud  half  blown  in  her  hand ; 
in  her  eyes 

A  half-pensive  smile. 

A  sharp  cry  of  surprise 

Escaped  from  his  lips :   some  un- 
known agitation. 

An  invincible  trouble,  a  strange  pal- 
pitation. 

Confused  liis  ingenious  and  frivo- 
lous wit; 

Overtook,  aiid  entangled,  and  para- 
lyzed it. 

That  wit  so  complacent  and  docile, 
that  ever 

Lightly  came   at   the  call  of    the 
lightest  endeavor, 

Heady  coined,  and  availably  current 
as  gold, 

Which,  secure  of  its  value,  so  flu- 
ently rolled 

In  free  circulation  'Vom  hand  on  to 
hand 

For  the  usage  of  all,  at  a  moment's 
command ; 

For  once  it  rebelled,  it  was  mute 
and  unstirred. 

And  he  looked   at  Luclle  without 
speaking  a  word. 

VIII. 

Perhaps  what  so  troubled  him  was, 

that  the  face 
On  wliose  features  he  gazed  had  no 

more  than  a  trace 
Of  <^he  face  liis  remembrance  had 

Imaged  for  years. 
1  es  *  the  face  he  remembered  was 

fiided  with  tears : 


Grlet  h»J  rsmlRhed  llip  flgiiri-.  and 
dlmiDed  tliL-  ilurk  eyes. 

And  starved  tbe  i>nle  lips,  too  nc- 
<iaalnted  wlili  sigb- 

And  that  tender,  aud  gracloue.  and 

fond  coyucHrriV 

Of  a  vrciman  who  kuows  hor  least 

ribbou  to  be 
Sometblng  dear  to  the  lips  tbal  ho 

warmly  caretia 
Ever;  sacred  detail  of  bcr  exquisite 

In  the  careless  toilet  of  Lucile, — 

then  too  sad 
To  care  aught   to   htr  cUangeahle 

bt-auty  to  add,  — 
Lord  Alfred  had  never  admired  be- 
fore! 
il  poor  Laclle.  In  tliosu  weak 
days  of  yore, 
'■  Had  neglected  herself,  never  hecd- 
'  Ing,  nor  thinkbig 

I  IWUlA  Uie  blosaam  and  bloom  of 
her  Iwauty  were  ahrinking) 
It  sorrow  can  beautify  only  the 

}  Not  the  fucu^uf  a  womau;  and 

can  but  Impart 
I  Its  endearment  lo  one  that  has  suf- 

l^red.  Ill  truth 
I   Orlef  htttbbeautyforgrlcr;  butgay 

yoath  loviit  gay  youth. 


(  The  woiDan  that  now  met,  unshrink- 
ing, his  gaze, 
led  to  bask  In  the  silent  but 
eiiinptuous  haze 
L  Of  that  soft  sccrind  summer,  more 
I  ripe  than  the  llrat. 

(  Which  returns  when  Itie  bud  to  the  | 
blossom  hath  burst 
Id  despite  of  the  titormlcst  April. 

Had  acquired  that  mttt<:lilcss  uncon- 

■clous  appi-al 
To  tbe  taoma(;e  which   none  but  a 
churl  would  withhold  — 

sing  aud  exquisite  grace 
■I  bold. 


Ever   prt'sent  —  which  jual   a   few 

women  poascss. 
FmmnheaUhfulrcpoBe.nudli'turbed 

by  the  stress 
Of  umiitlet emotions,  licrsofc  olieek 

hiLd  drawn 
A  fhishuiMs  as  pure  ns  the  twiliiiiit 

Her  flgure.  though  sllBht,  had  re- 
vived everywhere 

Tlio  InxuriouBproportlons  of  youtli; 
and  her  liair  — 

Once  shorn  as  an  oOtriug'  to  pas- 
sionate love  — 

Now  floated  or  rested   redundant 

Uer  airy  pure  forehead  and  throat; 

gathered  loose 
Under  which,   hj  one  violet  knot, 

the  profuse 
Mllk-wlilte  Iblds  of  a  cool  modest 

gtti-ment  reposed, 
Rippled  faint  by  the  breast  they  tuti. 

hid,  lialf  disclosed. 
And  her  simple   attire   thuB  lu  all 

things  revealed 
The  fine  art  which   so  artfully  all 

thiugs  concealed. 

Lord  Alfred,  who  never  conceive^ 

that  Lucile 
Could  have  looked  so  enchanting, 

felt  templed  ki  kneel 
At  her  feet,  and  licr  pardon  with 

passion  Implore ; 
But   the  calm  smile  that  met  him 

sufficed  to  restore 
The  pride  and  the  bitterness  needed 


"Madam." — thus  he  began  with  u 
voice  reasisured,  — 

"  You  see  that  your  latest  command 
has  secured 

My  immediate  obedience,  —  presum- 
ing I  luiiy 

Consider  my  freedom  restored  from 
this  day."  — 
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"  I  bad  thought,"  said  Lucile,  with 
a  smile  gay  yet  sad, 

'*  That  your  freedom  from  me  not  a 
fetter  has  had. 

Indeed !  ...  in  my  cliaius  have  you 
rested  till  now  ? 

I   had   not  so  flattered   myself,   I 
avow ! " 

'*  For  Heaven's  salvc,  Madam,"  Lord 
Alfred  replied, 

"  Do  not  jest!  has  the  moment  no 
sadness  ?  "  he  sighed. 

*"Tis  an  ancient  tradition,"  she  an- 
swered, "  a  talc 

Often  told,  —  a  position  too  sure  to 
prevail 

In  the  end  of  all  legends  of  love.  If 
we  wrote, 

When  we  flrst  love,  foreseeing  that 
hour  yet  remote, 

Wherein  of  necessity  each  would 
recall 

From  the   other  the   poor  foolish 
records  of  all 

Those  emotions,  whose  pain,  when 
rccortle<l,  seemed  bliss. 

Should  we  write  as  we  wrote  ?  But 
one  thinks  not  of  this  I 

At  Twenty  (who  does  not  at  Twen- 
ty ?)  we  write 

Believing  eternal  the  frail  vows  we 
pliglit ; 

And  we  smile  with  a  confldent  pity, 
above  [love : 

The  vulgar  results  of  all  poor  human 

For  we  deem,  with  that  vanity  com- 
mon to  youth. 

Because  what  we  feel  in  our  bosoms, 
in  truth. 

Is  novel  to  us — that  'tis  novel  to 
earth. 

And   will  prove   the   exception,  in 
durance  and  worth, 

To  the  great  law  to  which  all  on 
earth  must  incline. 

The  error  was  noble,  the  vanity  fine ! 

Shall  we  blame  it  because  we  sur- 
vive it  ?  ah,  no; 

'Twas  the  youth  of  our  youth,  my 
lord,  is  it  not  so  ?  " 


He  remcm- 


XII. 

Lord  Alfred  was  mute, 
bered  her  yet 

A  child.  — the  weak  sport  of  each 
moment's  regret,         [of  life, 

Blindly  yielding  herself  to  theerrors 

The  deceptions  of  youth,  and  borne 
down  by  the  strife 

And  the   tumult  of    passion;    the 
tremulous  toy 

Of  each  transient  emotion  of  grief 
or  of  joy. 

But  to   watch  her  pronounce    the 
death-warrant  of  all 

The    illusions    of    life, —lift,    un- 
flinching, the  pall 

From  the  bier  of  the  dead  Past,  — 
that  woman  so  fair. 

And  so  young,  yet  her  own  self-sur- 
vivor; who  there 

Traced   her   life's    epitaph   with    a 
finger  so  (rold  ! 

'Twas  a  picture  that  pained  his  self- 
love  to  behold. 

He  himself  knew — none  better  — 
the  things  to  be  said 

Upon   subjects   like   this.     Yet    he 
bowed  down  his  head  : 

And  as  thus,  w  ith  a  trouble  he  couhl 
not  command. 

He  paused,  crumpling  the  letters  he 
held  in  his  hand, 

"You  know  me  enough,"  she  con- 
tinued, "or  what 

I  wouhl  say  is,  you  yet  recollect  (do 
you  not,  [to  know 

Lord  .Alfred  V)  enough  of  niy  nature. 

That  these  pledges  of  what  was  per- 
haps long  ago 

A  foolish  artection,  I  do  not  recall 

From  those   motives  of    prudence 
which  a(!tuat<*  all 

Or  most  women   when   their  Ioa^' 
ceases.     Indeed, 

If  you  have  such  a  doubt,  to  dispel 
it  I  need 

But  remind  you  that  ten  years  these 
letters  have  rested 

l.'nreelaimed  in  your  hands."    A  re* 
proach  seemed  suggested 


I  By  these  worils.    To  [iiecl  It,  l^rd 
1  Alfrt'il  lookifd  up.  . 

I  (His  gmzc  hail  been  Qxcd  on  a  blue 

I  With  a  look  or  prorixiuil  coniiois- 

I  ararshlp.  — a  smllu 

wOI  slDsiilar  iDhireat  aud  care,  all 

I  dlswhllu.) 

Ifl«  Igokokl  up,  and  looked  loiic  hi 

the  laco  of  Luclle,        [reveal 

1  mark  If  ttiat  tacr  liy  a  sltni  wodlil 

:  tfa«  thought  of  Mlsa  Darcy  the 

leaftt  Jeuluiis  pain. 
B  looked  kconl;  and  long,  yet  he 
looked  there  in  vain. 
"  Ton   are    tfenerous,  Madam,"  lie 
,      maniiured  at  lust, 
I  And  into  his  voice  a  light  iruuy 
I  piutsed. 

F  He  liart  looked  for  reproaches,  aud 
I  fully  arriinged 

IjliH   forces.     But   straightway   tlje 
I  enemy  elianj^cd 

■The  position. 

"  Come  i  "  gayly  Lucile  lulerpused, 
rWlih  ft  smile  whose  diviBely  doeji 
^  Bn>cctnebi8  disclosed 

IScmw  <IepLh  In  her  nature  hu  never 

fWliSlc  she  teudei'ly  laid   her  light 
hand  on  Lis  own, 
"  Do  nottlihik  1  abu»e  tliu  occasion. 

Wcgaiu 
justice,  judsincnl,  with  years,  or 
^  else  years  are  In  vaiu. 

ICrooi  me  not  a  slugle  rL-prooch  can 
you  hear. 
[  luivc  wlniied  to  inysiilf,  —  to  the 
world. —  uay,  I  fbar 
ITo  you  chlctly.    The  woman  who 
lovpa  shonld.  indct-il. 
e  Uie  (Hend  nf  the  nian  that  she 
loves.    Slw  sKould  heed 
it  her  Bein«h  and  ativn  mistaken 

but  hl«  inl«rc8t  whose  fate  her  own 
Interest  Inspires; 
^And,  rather  than  seek  lo  alliirt^,  for 
her  sake. 


^f^ .^7 

His  lire  down  the  turbulent,  fanciful 

wake  Lnrl 

Of  impuhslble  destinies,  use  all  her 
Tliat  his  place  In  the  world  find  its 

place  iu  her  heurL 
I,  Bins:  —  I  [Htreelved  not  this  truth 

till  too  Ute : 
t  tomienu.'d    your   youth,  I  luivo 

durkeueil  your  fate. 
Forgive  me  the  ill  I  have  done  foi 

the  sake 
Of  I'n  long  eipiatloiJ  I  " 

Lord  Alfred,  awake. 
Seemed  to  wander  front  dream  on 

to  dream.     In  that  sent 
Where  he  sat  us  a  criudnal,  ready  to 

Ills  accuser,  he  fouudhlinselt  turned 

by  some  change, 
As  sorprlsing  aud  all  unexpected  as 

strange. 
To  the  Judge  from  whose  mercy  In- 
dulgence was  sought. 
All  the  world's  foolish  pride  In  tliat 

moment  was  nau'ilit ; 
He  felt  all  his  plntielble  theories 

posed;  [disclosed 

And,  thrilled  hy  thi?  beauty  of  nature 
Iu  the  pathos  ofnlt  he  had  witnessed. 

Ills  head 
He  bowed,  and  faint  worils  sclf- 

reproachfully  siud, 
As  he  lifted  her  hnnd  to  his  ilps. 

'Tnns  a  hand 
White,    delicate,    illmpled,    warm, 

languid,  and  bhind. 
The  hand  of  a  wumun  Is  often,  in 

Somewhat  roucli,  somewhat  red, 
Bomewhsl graceless,  iu  truth; 

Does  its  beauty  r<^<lne,  aa  Us  [>uliseB 
grow  calm, 

Or  as  Sorrow  has  crossed  the  life- 
line  In  the  palm? 

The  luore  that  lie  looked,  that  he 

listened,  the  more 
He  discovered i-erfectionsunuotlccd 

before. 


Less  fialk'iit  lliaooiii^e,  less  poetic:, 
pcrclinnce, 

Thin  ivomsn  wu<»  Ihui  liad  ■urdved 
tlie  roRiaiioc 

Tlutt  hilt  iniulc  Iiiin  Its  licro,  ntid 
breatlied  hlin  Ita  sigha, 

Seemed  laon.-  clianulug  a  thousaniJ 
times  o'er  to  liis  eyes. 

TogftlitT  tlicy  tallteil  of  llie  years 
aiace  when  last 

They  parted,  coiitntstlng  tlie  pres- 
ent, the  past. 

Tet  no  meiQury  iiiarreci  their  light 

Questioned  much,  with  the  Interest 

a  sister  might  fi'el, 
or  Lord  Alfred's  n<.w  life,  —of  Miss 

Darcy,  — her  (ace. 
Her    temper,    accomplishments,  ~ 

pausing  to  trace 
'Ilie    advantage    derived    from    n 

hymen  no  ill. 
or    herself,     she    recounted    wllli 

liiironr  and  wit 
ficr   Joamcjs,   her   dolly  employ- 

iiinntH.  the  lands 
8lie  li:i'l  "een,  and  the  books  shu 

liad  ^[^a(l.  and  the  hands 
8  hi-  hod  Hliakrn. 

ill  alt  that  nhe  nalii  there  appeared 
Au  ointabte  Irony.    laughing,  'he 

reared  [loueh 

The  temple  of  reaunn,  with  ever  a 
Of  light  9C«m  at  her  work,  revealed 

only  so  niuch 
Ah  theti!  grains.  In    the    tliyrsiH 

that  Bacehanals  bear, 
Thmngh  the  hliMim.<:  of  a  garlaiul 

the  point  or  a  spear. 
But  above,  and  lieiieath.and  beyond 

all  of  thin. 
To  thai  Roul  wiiose  expcrlenec  liad 

paralyiei)  hllss, 
A    benignant    Indaimnce,    to    all 

tilings  restgued,  [mind. 

A  justice,  aswpetness,  a  mecknesBof 
Gave  a  lumiiiou:)  Ixjauly.  as  tender 

and  falut 
And  serene  as  the  halo  encircling  a 

aalut. 


L'PobserveU  by  LunI  Alfred  the 

tteeCcd  by. 
To  each  novel  sensation  spoiitane'. 

He  abaudoQed  hlmxplf  with  that 
ardor  so  strange 

Which  belongs  to  a  mind  grown  ac- 
customed to  change. 

He  sought,  Willi  well-practiBod  and 
delicate  art. 

To  surprise  from  I.ncile  the  true 
state  of  her  heart; 

But  his  eObrls  were  vain,  and  the 

More  ailroit  th»n  the  man,  baOled 

every  emleavor.  • 

When  lie  deemed  he  had   touched 

on  some  choril  In  her  being. 
At  the  loiicli  it  dissolved  and  wim 

gone.    Ever  fleeing 
As  ever  hr  near  it  advanced,  when 

he  thought 
To  have  seized,  and  proceeded  to 

analyze  anght 
Of  the  morBl  enisteuce,  Jhe  absolute 

Light  as  vnpor  the  phantom  escaped 

his  control. 


Prom  the  hall,  on  a  sndden.  a  sh.iii> 

ring  was  heard, 
In  the paf^sage  without  aqulcl[foo^ 

step  there  stirred. 
At  the  door  kuocked  the  Degress. 

and  thrust  In  her  head, 
"  The  Duke  de  Luvols  had  just  en' 

lered,"  she  said, 
■■And  insisted"  — 
'■The  Duki?1  "  cried  Lucile  (as  shi- 

The    Duke's  step,  approaching,  a 

light  echo  woke). 
"  Ray  I  do  not  receive  till  the  e< 

ing.    Explain," 
As  she  glanccit  at  Lord  AllVed.  sho 

added  again. 
"  I  liave  business  of  private  Impor 
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There  came 
O'er  Lord  Alfred   at   once,  at   the 

sound  of  that  name. 
An  invincible   sense  of   vexation. 

lie  turned  [discerned 

To  Lucile,  and  he  fancied  he  faintly 
On   her  face  an  indetlniU*  look  of 

confusion. 
<  'fl  his  mind  instantaneously  flashed 

the  conclusion, 
That  his  presence  had  caused  it. 

He  said,  with  a  sneer 
Which  he  could  not  repress,  '*  Lot 

not  fjie  interfere 
Witli  the  claims  on  your  time,  lady ! 

when  vou  are  free 
From  more  pleasant  en^ajurenients, 

allow  nie  to  f>ee 
And  to  wait  on  yon  later." 

The  words  were  not  said 
Ere  he  wished  to  recall  them.     He 

bitterly  read 
The  mistake  he  liad  made  in  Luci'e's 

flashing  eye. 
Inclining  her  head,  as  in  haughty 

reply, 
More  reproachftd   perchance    than 

all  uttered  rebuke. 
She  said  merely,  resuming  her  seat, 

"  Tell  the  Duke 
He  may  enter." 

And  vexed  with  his  own  words 

and  hers, 
Alfred  Vargrave  bowed  low  to  Lu- 
cile de  Nevers, 
Passed   the  casement  and  entered 

the  garden.     Before 
His    shadow   was    fled    the    I^uke 

stood  at  the  door. 

XVIII. 

When  left  to  his  thoughts  In   the 

garden  alone, 
Alfred  Vargrave   stood,  strange  to 

himself.     With  dull  tone 
Of  importance,   through  cities  of 

rose  and  carnation. 
Went  the  bee  on  his  business  from 

station  to  station. 
The  minute  mirth  of  summer  was 

shrill  all  around ; 


Its  incessant  small  voices  like  stings 

seemed  to  sound 
On  his  sore  angry  sense.    He  stood 

grieving  the  hot 
Solid    sun   with    his   shadow,    noi 

stirred  from  the  spot. 
The  last  look  of  Lucile  still  bewil- 
dered, perplexed. 
And  reproaclied  him.     The  Duke's 

visit  goaded  and  vexed. 
He   had  not  yet  given  the  letters. 

Again 
He  must  visit  Lucile.     He  resolved 

to  remain 
Whe-ii  he  was  till  the  Duke  went. 

In  short,  he  would  stay, 
Were  It  only  to  know   when  the 

Duke  went  away. 
But  just  as  he  fonwed  this  resolve, 

he  perceived 
Approaching  towards  him,  between 

the  thiek-leaved 
And  luxuriant  laurels,  Lucile  and 

the  Duke. 
Thus   surprised,   his   first  thought 

was  to  seek  for  some  nook 
Whence  he  might,  unobserved,  from 

the  garden  retreat. 
They  had  not  yet  seen  him.     The 

sound  of  tluiir  feet 
And  their  voices  had   warned  him 

In  lime.     They  wei'e  walking 
Towards  him.     The  Duke  (a  true 

Frenchman)  was  talking 
With  the  act  Ion  of  Talma.     lie  saw 

at  a  glance 
That  they  Ijarred  the  sole  path  to 

the  gateway.     No  chancre 
Of  escape  save  in  instant  conceal- 
ment!    Deep-dipped 
In  thick    foliage,    an    arbor  stood 

near.     In  he  slipped. 
Saved  froui  sight,  as   in   front  of 

that  amimsh  they  passed. 
Still  conversing.     Beneath  a  labur- 
num at  hist 
They  paused,  and  sat  down  on  a 

bench  in  llie  shade. 
So  close  that  he  could  not  but  hear 

what  thev  said. 
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XIX. 

L  re  ILK. 

Duke,  I  scarcely  conceive. .  .  . 

LUVOI8. 

Ah,  for<ifive !  .  .  .  I  desired 
So  deeply  to  see  you  to-day.     You 

retired 
So  early  last  night  from  the  ball  .  .  . 

tliis  whole  week 
1  have  seen  you  pale,  silant,  pre- 
occupied .  .  .  speak. 
Speak,  Lucile,  and  for^jrive  uie !  .  .  . 

I  know  til  at  I  am 
A  rash  fool  —  l)ut  I  love  you !  I  love 

you,  Madame, 
More  than  lauijuaiuro  can  say !     Do 

not  deem,  <)  liUcilc, 
That  tlie    love   1   no   longer    have 

strengtli  to  conceal 
Is  a  passing  caprice  I  It  is  strange 

to  my  nature. 
It  has  mane  me,  unknown  to  myself, 

a  new  creature. 
I  nnplore  you  to  sanction  and  save 

tlie  new  lile 
Whicli  I  luv  at  vour  fi'ct  with  tliis 

prayer--  Be  my  wife; 
Stoop,  and  raise  me  ! 
Lord  Alfred  could  scarcelv  restrain 
The   sudden,  acule  pang  of   anger 

and  pain 
With  which  he  liad  heard  this.  *  As 

though  to  some  wind 
The  leaves  of  the  hu>hed  windless 

laurels  behind 
The  two  thus  in  converse  were  sml- 

denly  stirred. 
The  sound  half  l)et  rayed  him.    They 

started.     He  heard 
The  low  voice   of    liUcile;  l)Ut   so 

faint  was  its  tone 
That  her  answer  escaprd  him. 

Liivois  1  lurried  on. 
As   though    in    remonstrance   with 

what  had  been  spoken. 
"Nay,  I  know  it.  Lucih' !  l)Ut  your 

heart  was  not  broken 
By  the  trial  in  which  all  its  llbres 

were  proved. 


Love,  perchance,  you  mistrust,  yet 

vou  need  to  be  loved. 
You  mistake  your  own  feelings.     I 

fear  you  mist^ike 
What  so  ill  I  interpret,  those  feel- 
ings which  make 
Words  like  these  vague  and  feeble. 

What^Mcr  vour  heart 
May  have  suttered  of  yore,  this  can 

only  impart  [feel. 

A  pity  profound  to  the  love  which  I 
Hush!  hush!  I  know  all.     Tell  me 

nothing.  Lucile." 
"  Y'ou  know  all,  Duke !  "  she  said  ; 

*'  well  then,  know  that,  in  trutiu 
I  have  learned  from  the  rude  lesson 

taught  to  my  youth 
From  mv  own  heart  to  shelter  mv 

life ;  to  mistrust 
The  heart  of  another.    We  are  what 

we  must. 
And  not  what  we  would  be.   I  know 

that  one  hour 
Assures  not  another.     The  will  and 

the  power 
Are  diverse." 
*'  O  madam  I  "  he  answered,  "  vou 

fence 
With  a  feeling  yon  know  to  be  tnie 

and  iiiten.se. 
*Tis  not  mtj  life,  Lucile,  that  I  plead 

for  aloiK; : 
If  vour  nature  I  know,  'tis  no  less 

for  your  own. 
That  nature  will  prey  on  itself:  It 

wa.s  made 
To  influence  others.     Consider,"  he 

said 
'•  That  genius  craves  power, —  what 

scope  f(»r  it  here? 
(iifts  less  noble  to  Mk*'  give  command 

of  that  spliere 
In   which   genius    in   power.     Such 

irifts  you  despist;? 
But  vou  do  not  disdain  what  such 

gifts  realize ! 
I  x-t!er  you,   Lady,  a  name  not  un- 
known  - 
A  fortune  which  worthless,  without" 

you,  is  grown  — 
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All  my  life  at  your  feet  I  lay  down  — 
at  your  feet 


XXI. 


He  entered 


A  heart  which  for  you,  and  you  ;  rnnotlced ;  Lucile  never  stirred :  so 

concentred 
And  wholly  absorlyed  in  her  thoughts 
she  appeared. 


only,  can  beat. 

Lucile. 

That  heart,  Duke,  that  life  —  I  re- 
spect both.    The  name 

And  position  you  offer,  and  all  that 
you  claim 

In  behalf  of  their  nobler  employ- 
ment, I  feel 


Her  back  to  tlie  window  was  turned. 

As  he  neared 
The  sofa,  her  face  from  the  glass 

was  reflected. 
Her  dark  eyes  were  flxed   on   the 

ground.     Pale,  dejected. 


lu^ub,  X  i».*,t  I  grounu.     I'nie.  aejectea. 

To  deser^-e  what,  In  turn,  I  now  ask  !  And  lost  in  i)rofound  meditation  she 


you — 


Luvois. 
Luciie ! 


Lucile. 
I  ask  you  to  leave  me  — 

Luvois. 

You  do  not  reject? 

Lucile. 

I  ask  you  to  leave  me  the  time  to  re- 
flect. 

Luvois. 
You  ask  me?  — 

Lucile. 

—  The  time  to  reflect. 

Luvois. 

Say  —  One  word ! 
May  I  hope? 

The  reply  of  Lucile  was  not  heard 
iJy  Lord  Alfred ;   for  just  then  she 

rose,  and  moved  on. 
The  Duke  bowed  his  lips  o'er  her 
hand,  and  was  gone. 

XX. 

l^ot  a  sound  save  the  birds  in  the 

bushes.    And  when 
Alfred  Vargrave  reeled  forth  to  the 

sunlight  again. 
He  just  saw  the  white  robe  of  the 

woman  recede 
As  she  entered  the  house. 

Scarcely  conscious  indeed 
Of  his  steps,  he  too  followed,  and 

entered. 


seenic<l. 
Softly,  silently,  over  her  drooped 

shoulders  streamed 
The  afternoon  sunlight.     The  cry 

of  alarm 
And  surprise  which  escaped  her,  as 

now  on  her  arm 
Alfred  Vargrave  let  fall  a  hand  icily 

cold  [told 

.\nd  clanmiy  as  death,  all  too  cruelly 
How   far  he    had    been    from    her 

thoughts. 

XXIL 

All  his  cheek 
Was  disturbed  with  the  eflbrt  it  cost 

him  to  speak. 
**  It  M'as  not  my  fault.     I  have  heard 

all,"  he  said. 
"Now   the  letters— and   farewell, 

Lucile !     When  you  wed 
Mav  —  " 
The  sentence  broke  short,  like  a 

weapon  that  snaps 
When  the  weight  of  a  man  is  upon  it. 

"  Perhaps," 
Said  Lucile  ( lier  sole  answer  revealed 

in  the  flush 
Of  qui<*k  color  which  up  to  her  brows 

seemed  to  rush 
In  reply  to  those  few  broken  words), 

'*  this  farewell 
Is  our  last,  Alfred  Vargrave,  in  life. 

Who  can  tell? 
Let  us  part  without  bitterness.  Here 

are  your  letters. 
Be  fissured  I  retain  you  no  mora  in 

my  fetters  I  "  — 
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She  laughed,  as  she  said  this,  a 
little  sad  laugh, 

And  stretched  out  her  hand  with 
the  letters.    And  half 

Wroth  to  feel  his  wrath  rise,  and 
unable  to  trust 

His  own  powers  of  restraint,  in  his 
bosom  he  thrust 

The  packet  she  gave,  with  a  short 
angr}^  sigh, 

Bowed  his  head,  and  departed  with- 
out a  reply. 

XXIII. 

And  Lucile   was  alone.     And  the 

men  of  the  world 
Were  gone  baclc  to  the  world.    And 

the  world's  self  was  furled 
Far  away  from  the  heart  of  the 

woman.     Iler  hand 
Drooped,    and    from    it,   unloosed 

from  tlieir  frail  silken  band, 
Fell  those  early  love-letters,  strewn, 

scattered,  and  shed 
At  her  feet — life's  lost  blossoms! 

Dejected,  her  head 
On  her  bosom  was  bowed.   Her  gaze 

vaguely  strayed  o'er 
Those  strewn  records  of  passionate 

moments  no  more. 
From  each  page  to  her  sight  leapt 

some  word  tliat  belied 
The  composure  with  which  she  that 

daj'  had  denied 
Kvery  claim  on  lier  heart  to  those 

poor  perished  years. 
'I  hey  avenged  tliemselves  now,  and 

she  bur^5t  into  tears. 


CANTO   IV. 

I. 

Letter  from  CorsiN  John  to  Cousin- 
Alfred. 

*•  Hiqorre,  Thursday. 
*•  Time  up,  you  rascal !   Come  back, 

or  be  hanged. 
Matilda  grows  peevish.   Her  mother 

harangued 


For  a  whole  hour  this  morning aboui 

you.     The  deuce  I 
What  on  earth  can  I  say  to  you?  — 

Notliing's  of  use. 
And  the  blame  of  the  whole  of  your 

shocking  behavior 
Falls  on  vie,  sir!     Come  back,  — do 

you  hear?  —  or  I  leave  your 
Afl'airs,    and    adjure    you    forever. 

Come  back 
To  your    anxious  betrothed;    ana 

perplexed 

*'  Cousin  Jack.'* 

II. 

Alfred  needed,  in  truth,  no  entrea- 
ties from  Jolm 

To  increase  his  impatience  to  fly 
from  Luchon. 

All  the  place  was  now  fraught  with 
sensations  of  pain 

Which,  whilst  in  it,  he  strove  to 
escape  from  in  vain. 

A  wild  instinct  warned  him  to  fly 
from  a  place 

Where  he  felt  that  some  fatal  event, 
swift  of  pace. 

Was  approaching  his  life.  In  de- 
spite his  endeavor 

To  tliink  of  Matilda,  her  image  for- 
ever 

Was  etti[<''e(l  from  his  fancy  by  that 
ot  Lucile. 

From  the  ground  which  ho  stood 
on  he  felt  himself  reel. 

Scared,  alarmed  l)y  tlio.se  feelings 
to  which,  on  the  day 

Just  before,  all  his  heart  had  so 
soon  given  way. 

When  he  caught,  with  a  strange 
sense  of  fear,  for  assistance. 

At  what  was,  till  then,  the  great 
fact  in  existence, 

'Twas  a  phantom  he  grasped. 

III. 

Having  sent  for  his  guide, 
He  ordered  his  horse,   and  deter- 
mined to  ride 
Back  forthwith  to  Bigorre. 
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Then,  thcfrnicks  who  well  knew 
Every  haunt  of  those  hills,  said  tlic 

Avild  lake  of  ()o 
Lay  a  league   from  Luchon:   and 

suggested  a  track 
By   the    lake    to    Bigorre,   which, 

tran^ versing  the  back 
Of  the  mountain,  avoided  a  circuit 

betAveen 
Two  long  valleys;    and   thinking, 

**  Perciiance  change  of  scene 
May  create  change    of    thought," 

Alflreil  Vargrave  agreed. 
Mounted  horse,  and   set  forth   to 

Bigorre  at  full  speed. 

IV. 

His  guide  rode  beside  him. 

The  king  of  the  guides ! 
The  gallant  Bernard!   ever  boldly 

he  rides, 
Ever  gayly  he  sings  I     For  to  him, 

from  of  old, 
The  hills  have  confided  their  secrets, 

and  told 
Where  the  white  partridge  lies,  and 

the  cock  o*  the  wooiis ; 
Where  the  izard  flits  flue  through 

tlie  cold  solitudes ; 
Where  the  Iwar  lurks  perdu;  and 

the  lynx  on  his  prey 
At   nightfall    <lescends,  when   the 

mountains  are  gray ; 
Where  the  sassafras  blooms,  and 

the  bhielK'll  is  born. 
And  the  wiUl  rhododendron    first 

reddens  at  morn ; 
Where  tlie  source  of  the  waters  is 

fine  as  a  thread ; 
How  the  storm  on  the  wild  Mahi- 

detta  is  spread ; 
Where  the  thunder  is  hoarded,  the 

snow  lie  asleep, 
Whence  the  torrents  are  fed,  and 

the  cataracts  lejip ; 
And,  familiarly  known  in  the  ham- 
lets, the  vales 
Have  whispered    tr)   liini   all  their 

tliousand  love-tales ; 
Ke  has  lauglunl  with  the  girls,  he 

has  leaped  with  tht;  boys; 


Ever  bill  lie,  evtT  l)()id,  ever  boon, 

^e  enjoys 
An  existence'  untroubled  bv  envy  or 

strife. 
While  he  feeds  on  the  dews  aud  the 

juices  of  lite. 
And  so  lightly  he  sings,  and  so  gayly 

lie  rides. 
For  Beux.vkd   lk   Sai'tkik  is  the 

king  of  all  guides  I 
v. 
But  Bernard  found,  that  day.  neither 

song  nor  love-tale. 
Nor  adveuturc,   nor  laugliter,   nor 

legend  avail 
To  arouse  from  Ids  deep  and  pro- 
found reverie 
II im  tlmt  silent  beside  him  rode  fast 

as  could  1)0. 

VI. 

.Vscending  the  mountain  they  slack- 

en<*d  their  pace. 
And  the  marvi-llous  prospect  each 

mcnnent  clianged  face. 
Tlie  breezy  and  pure  insi)irations  of 

morn 
Breathed  about  tliem.     The  scarped 

ravagt'd  mountAins,  all  woni 
By  the  torrents,  whose  (bourse  they 

watched  faintlv  meander. 
Wen*  alive  with  the  diamonded  shy 

salamander. 
They  paused  o'er  tlie  i)osom  of  pur- 
ple al>ysses. 
And   wound    through   a  region  of 

green  wildernoses; 
The  waters  went  wirl)ling  above  and 

around. 
The  forests  hung  heaped  in  their 

shadows  ])ro found. 
Here  the  Larboust,  and  there  Aven- 

tin,  CastcUon, 
Which  the  l)ennm  of  Tempest,  dc- 

scj'iiding  upon, 
Had  wasted  with  lire,  and  tlur  peace- 

nil  Cazeaux 
They  marked;  and  far  down  in  rne 

sunshine  below. 
Half  dipped  in  a  valley  of  airiest 

blue. 
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The  white  happy  liomes  of  the  vil- 
hige  of  Oo, 

Where  the  age  is  yet  golden. 

And  Iiigh  overhead 

The  wrecks  of  tlie  combat  of  Titans 
were  spread. 

Red  granite  and  quartz,  in  the  alche- 
mic sun, 

Fused   tlieir  splendors  of  crimson 
and  crystal  in  one ; 

Anu  deep  in  tlic  moss  gleamed  the 
delicate  shells. 

And  the  dew  lingered  fresh  in  tlie 
heavy  liarebells ; 

The  large  violet  burned ;  the  cam- 
panula blue ; 


*Mid  the  clouds  beyond  which 
spreads  the  infinite  world 

Of  man*s  last  aspirations,  unfath- 
omed,  untrod, 

Save  by  Even  and  l^lorn,  and  the 
angels  of  God. 

VII. 

Meanwhile,  as  they  journeyed,  that 
serpentine  road. 

Now  abruptly  rever.*4ed,  unexpect- 
edly showed 

A  gay  cavalcade  some  few  feet  lu 
advance. 

Alfred  Vargrave's  heart  beat;   for 

he  saw  at  a  glance 
I  The  sliglit  form  of  Lucile  in  the 


And  Autumn's  own  flower,  the  saf- " 
fron,  peered  through 

The  red -berried  brambles  and  thick 
sassafras ; 

And  fnigrant  with  thyme  was  tlie 
delicate  grass; 

And  higli  up,  and  higher,  and  high- 
est of  all. 

The  secular  phantom  of  snow ! 

O'er  the  wall 

Of  a  gray  sunlessglengapingdrowsy 
below, 

That  aerial  spectre,  revealed  in  the 
glow 

Of  the  great  golden  dawn,  hovers 
faint  on  the  eye. 

And  appears  to  grow  in,  and  grow 
out  of,  the  sky, 

And  plays  with  the  fancy,  and  baf- 
fles the  sight. 

Only  reached  by  the  vast  rosy  ripple 
of  liirht. 

And  the  cool  star  of  eve,  the  Impe- 
rial Thing,  [king 

Half  unreal,  like  some  mythological 

That  dominates  all  in  a  fable  of  old. 

Takes  command  of  a  valley  as  fair    Had  gathered  its  numbers. 

to  behold  Lucile  was  as  pale 


midst.     His  next  look 

Showed  him,  joyously  ambling  be- 
side her.  the  Duke. 

The  rest  of  the  troop  which  had 
thus  cauglit  his  ken 

He  knew  not,  nor  noticed  them, 
(women  and  men). 

They  were  laughing  and  talking  to- 
gether.    Soon  after 

His  sudden  appearance  suspended 
their  laughter. 

VIII. 

'*You  here!  ...   I    imagined   you 

far  on  your  way 
To    Bigorre ! "    ...    said    Lucile. 
"  What  lias  caused  you  to  stay  ?  " 
"I  am  on  my  way  to  Bigorre."  he 

replied, 
"But,  since  my  way  would  seem  to 

be  yours,  let  me  ride 
For  one  moment  beside  you."    Aud 

then,  with  a  stoop. 
At  her  ear,  ..."  and  forgive  me !  *' 

IX. 

By  tliis  time  the  troop 


As  aught  in  old  fables;  and,   seen 

or  unseen, 
Dwells  aloof  over  all,  in  the  vast 

and  serene 
Sacred  sky,  where  the  footsteps  of 

spirits  are  furled 


As   the  cloud  'neatli  their  feet,  on 

its  way  to  the  vale. 
The    Duke    had    observed   it,    nor 

quitted  her  side, 
For  even  one  moment,  the  whole  of 

the  ride. 
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Alxred  smiled,  as  he  thought,  ''he 

is  jealous  of  her ! " 
And  Uie  thought  of  this  jealousy 

added  a  spur 
To  his  firm  resolution  aud  effort  to 

please. 
He   tidked  much;   was  wittj^  and 

quite  at  his  ease. 

X. 

After  noontide,  the  clouds,  which 
had  traversed  the  east 

Half  the  day,  gathered  closer,  and 
rose  aud  increased. 

The  air  changed  and   chilled.    As 
though  out  of  tlie  ground. 

There  ran  up  the  trees  a  confUscd 
hissing  sound, 

And  the  wiud   rose.      The  guides 
sniffed,  like  cliamois,  the  air. 

And  looked  at  each  otlier,  and  lialt- 
ed,  and  there 

Unbuckled  the  cloaks  from  the  sad- 
dles.   The  white 

Aspens  rustled,  and  turned  up  their 
frail  leaves  in  fright. 

All  announced  tlie  approacli  of  the 
tempest. 

Ere  long, 

Thickdarknessdesceiided  tlie  moun- 
tains among ; 

And  a  vivid,  vindictive,  and  serpen- 
tine flash 

Gored  the   darkness,  and  shore   it 
across  witli  a  gasli. 

The  rain  fell  in  large  heavy  drops. 
And  anon 

Broke  the  tliunder. 
The  horses  took  fright,  every  one. 

The  Duke's  in   a  moment  was  fur 
out  of  sight. 

The    guides  whoopetl.     Tlie    banrl 
was  ol)liged  to  alight ; 

And,  dispersed  up  the  perilous  path- 
way, walked  blind 

To  the  darkness  before  from   the 
darkness  behind. 

XI. 

And  the  Storm   is  abroad  in    tlie 
mountains ! 

He  tills 


The  crouched  hollows  and  all  the 

oracular  hills 
With  dread   voices  of    power.     A 

roused  million  or  more 
Of  wild  echoes  reluctautly  rise  from 

their  hoar 
Immemorial  ambush,  and  roll  in  the 

wake 
Of  the  cloud,  whose  reflection  leaves 

vivid  the  lake. 
And  the  wind,  tliat  wild  robber,  for 

plunder  descends 
From   invisible    lands,    o'er    tho.se 

black  mountuin  ends; 
lie  howls  as  he  houuds  down  hi.« 

prey ;  and  his  lash 
Tears  the  hair  of  the  timorous  wan 

mountain-ash, 
That  clings  to  the  rocks,  with  her 

garments  all  torn. 
Like  a  woman  in  fear ;  tlien  he  blows 

his  hoarse  hi)ru, 
And   is  ott",  the  fierce  guide  of  de- 
struction and  terror, 
Up   the  desolate    heights,  'mid  an 

intricate  error 
Of  mountain  and  mist. 


XII. 

There  is  war  in  the  skies! 
Lol    the   black-winged   legions    of 

tempest  arise 
O'er  those  sharp   splinteri'd   rocks 

that  are  gleaming  below 
In  the  soft  light,  so  fair  and  so  fatal, 

as  thouijh 
Some  seraph  burned  through  them, 

the  thnnder-bolt  searching 
Which  the  black  cloud  unbosomed 

just  now.     Lo!  the  lurch  in  i; 
And  shivering  ]»ine-trecs,  like  i)lian- 

toms,  that  seem 
To  waver  abo^'c,  in  the  dark ;  and 

yon  stream. 
How  it  hurries  and  roars,  on  its  way 

to  the  white 
Aud  paralyzed  lake  there,  appalled 

at  tiie  sight 
Of  the  things  seen  in  heaven  I 
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XIII. 

Through  the  darkness  and  awe 

That    had    gathered    around    hhn, 
Lord  Alfred  now  saw, 

Kevealed  hi  the  llerce  and  evanish- 
ing glare 

Of    the    lightning    that  momently 
pulsed  through  the  air, 

A  woman  alone  on  a  shelf  of  the 
hill. 

With  her  cheek  coldl)'  propped  on 
her  hand,  —  and  as  still 

As  the  rock  that  she  sat  on,  which 
beetled  above 

The  black  lake  beneath  her. 

All  terror,  all  love. 

Added  speed  to  the  instinct  with 
which  he  rushed  on. 

For  one  moment  the  blue  lightning 
swathed  the  wh(de  st<)ne 

In  its  lurid  embrace:  like  the  sleek 
dazzling  snake 

That  encircles  a  sorceress,  clianned 
for  her  sake 

And  lulled  by  her  loveliness ;  fawn- 
ing, it  played 

And  caressingly  twined  round  the 
feet  an(i  tlie  head 

Of  the  woman  who   sat  there,  un- 
daunted and  calm 

As  the  soul  of  that  solitude,  listing 
the  psalm 

Of  the  plrmgent  and  laboring  temp- 
est roll  slow 

From  the  caldron  of  midnight  and 
vapor  below. 

Next  moment  from  bastion  to  bas- 
tion, all  round. 

Of    the     siege-circled    mountains, 
there  tumbled  the  sound 

Of  the  battering  thunder's  iudeflnite 
peal, 

K\\(\  Lord  Alfred  had  sprung  to  the 
feet  of  Lucile. 

XIV. 

She  started.     Once  more,  with  its 

flickering  wand, 
The  lightning  approached  her.    In 

terror,  her  hand 


Alfred  Vargrave  had  seized  within 
his ;  and  he  felt 

The  light  lingers  that  coldly  and 
lingeringly  dwelt 

In  the  grasp  of  his  own,  tremble 
faintly. 

"  See !   see ! 

Where  the  whirlwind  hath  stricken 
and  strangled  yon  tree  I " 

She  exclaimed,  .  .  .  *'  like  the  pas- 
sion that  brings  on  Its  breatii. 

To  the  being  it  embraces,  destruc- 
tion and  death ! 

Alfred  Vargrave,  the  lightning  is 
round  you !  '* 

*•  Lucile! 

I  hear— I  see— naught  but  your- 
self.    I  can  feel 

Nothing  here  but  your  presence. 
My  pride  lights  in  vain 

With  the  truth  that  leaps  from  me. 
We  two  meet  again 

'Neath  yon  te'*rible  heaven  tnat  is 
watcliing  above 

To  avenge  if  I  lie  when  I  swear 
tliat  I  love,  — 

And  beneath  yonder  terrible  heaven, 
at  your  feet,  [entreat 

I  humble  my  head  and  my  heart.    I 

Your  pardon,  Lucile,  for  the  past,  — 
1  implore 

For  the  future  your  mercy,  —  im- 
plore it  with  more 

Of  passion  than  prayer  ever 
breathed.     By  the  power 

Which  invisibly  touches  us  both  in 
this  hour. 

By  the  rights  I  have  o'er  you,  Lu- 
cile, I  demand'*  — 

"  The  rights  1  "  .  .  .  said  Lucile,  and 
drew  from  liim  her  hand. 

"  Yes,  the  rights  !  fi)r  what  greater 
to  man  may  belong 

Than  the  right  to  repair  in  tlie  fu- 
ture the  wrong 

To  the  past?  and  the  wrong  I  have 
done  you,  of  yore. 

Math  bequeathed  to  me  all  the  sao 
right  to  restore, 
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To  retrieve,  to  amondl     I,  who  in- 1  Ere  out  brows  had  btou  diuiined  in 

jured  your  life,  |  tlie  dust  of  llie  world, 

Urge  the  right  to  repair  it,  Lucil? !  !  When  our  souls  thcfir  white  wings 


Be  my  wife, 
My  guide,  my  good  angol,  my  all 

upon  eartli, 
And  accept,  for  tlie  sake  of  what 

yet  may  give  wortli 
To  my  life,  its  contrition !  ** 

XV. 

He  paused,  for  there  came 

O'er  the  clieelc  of  Lucile  a  swift 
flusli  like  the  llaine 

That  illumined  at  moments  the  dark- 
ness o'erhead. 

Witli  a  voice  faint  and  marred  by 
emotion,  she  said, 

••  And  your  pledge  to  another  ?  '* 

XVI. 

'*  Hush,  hush  !  "  he  exclaimed, 

M}*  honor  will  live  where  my  love 
lives,  unshamcd. 

'Twere  poor  honor,  indeed,  to  an- 
other to  give 

That  life  of  which  you  keep  the 
heart.     Could  1  live 

In  the  light  of  those  young  eyes, 
suppressing  a  lie  ? 

Alas,  no !  ynur  hand  holds  my  whole 
dcstinv. 

I  can  never  recall  what  my  l:ps  have 
avowed ; 

In  your  h)ve  lies  whatever  can  ren- 
der me  j)roud. 

For  the  great  crime  of  al'  ny  exist- 
ence hath  been 

To  have  known  von  in  laln.  And 
the  duty  best  seen. 

And  most  hallowed,  —  the  duty  most 
sacred  and  sweet, 

Is  that  which  hath  led  me,  Lucile, 
to  your  feet. 

O  speak !  and  restore  me  the  bless- 
inir  1  lost 

Wlien  I  lost  you,  —  my  pearl  of  all 
pearls  beyond  cost ! 

And  restore  to  your  own  life  its 
youth,  and  restore 

The  vision,  the  nipture,  the  passion 
of  yore ! 


yet  exulting,  unfurled! 

For  your  ii^sii^  rest  no  more  on  the 
unquiet  man. 

The  wild  stu:*  of  whose  course  its 
pale  orbii  outran, 

Whom  tlie  formless  indefinite  ftituro 
of  youth. 

With  its  lying  allurements,  distract- 
ed.    Intrutii 

I  have  wearily  wandered  the  world, 
and  1  feel 

That  the  least  of  your  lovely  re- 
gards, O  Lucile, 

Is  worth  all  the  world  can  afford, 
and  the  dream 

Which,  though  followed  forever, 
forever  doth  seem 

As  fleeting,  aud  distant,  and  dim,  as 
oi*  vore 

When  it  Ijrooded  in  twilight,  at 
dawn,  on  the  shore 

Of  life's  untraverscil  ocean !  I  know 
the  sole  path 

To  repose,  whieh  my  desolate  des- 
linv  hath. 

Is  the  path  by  wiio^^e  course  to  your 
feet  I  return. 

Aud  who  else,  ()  Lucile,  will  so  truly 
disjceiii, 

And  so  deeply  revere,  all  the  pas- 
sionate strength, 

The  sublimity  in  you,  as  he  whom 
at  length 

These  have  saved  from  himself,  for 
the  truth  thev  reveal 

To  his  worship  ?  "  ' 

XVII. 

She  spoke  not;  but  Alfred  could 

feel 
The  light  hand  and  ann,  that  upon 

him  repos<'d. 
Thrill  and   tremble.      Those    dark 

ej'es  of  hers  were  half  closed; 
But,  under  their  languid  mysterious 

fringe, 
A  passionate  softness  was  beaming 

One  tinge 
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'Jf  faint  Inward  fire  flushed  trans- 
parently tliroiijrli 

The  delicate,  pallid,  and  pure  olive 
line 

Of  the  cheek,  half  averted  and 
drooped.     The  rich  bosom 

Heaved,  as  when  in  the  heart  of  a 
ruffled  rose-blossom 

A  bee  is  imprisoned  and  struggles. 


xviir. 

Meanwhile 
The  snn,  in  his  setting,  sent  up  the 

last  smile 
Of  hi.<j  power  to  baffle  the  storm. 

And,  behold ! 
O'er  the  mountains  embattled,  his 

armies,  all  gold. 
Rose  and  rested :  while  far  up  the 

dim  airy  crags. 
Its  artillery  silenced,  its  banners  in 

rags, 
The  rear  of  the  tempest  its  sullen  | 

retreat 
Drew  olfslowly,  receding  in  silence, 

gathering  afar, 
Had     already    sent    forward    one 

bright,  signal  star. 
The  curls  of  her  soft  and  luxuriant 

hair, 
From   the   dark   riding-hat,   which 

Lucile  used  to  wear. 
Had  escaped ;  and  Lord  Alfred  now 

covered  with  kisses 
The  redolent  warmth  of  tliose  hmg 

falling  tresses. 
Neither    he,   nor  Lucile,   felt    the 

rain,  whieli  not  yet 
Had    ceased   falling  around  them ; 

when,     splaslied,    drenched, 

and  wet, 
The  Due  de  Luvois  dowu  the  rough 

mountain  course 
Approached  them   as    fast   as   the 

road,  and  his  horse. 


Of  the  storm-haunted  mountain  M* 

master  had  thrown ; 
But  the  Duke,  who  was  agile,  liad 

leaped  to  a  stone, 
And  the  horse,  being  bred  to  W\f 

instinct  which  Alls 
The  breast  of  the  wild  mountainec 

in  these  hills, 
Had  scrambled  again  to  his  feet; 

and  now  master 
Aud  horse    i)ore    about  them   the 

signs  of  disaster. 
As   they  heavily  footed   their  way 

through  the  mist, 
The  horse  with  his   shoulder,  the 

Duke  w  ith  his  wri^t. 
Bruised  aud  bleeding. 


XIX. 
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If  ever  your  feet,  like  my  own, 
reader,    have    traversed    these 
mountains  alone, 
Have  you  felt  your  identity  shrink 
^  and  contract 

In  the  presence  of  nature's  immen- 
sities?    Say, 
Have  you  hung  o'er  the  torrent,  be- 
dewed with  its  si)ray. 
And,   leaving    the   rock-way,   con- 
torted and  rolled. 
Like  a  huge  conchant  Typhon,  fold 

heaped  over  fold. 
Tracked  the  summits,  from  which 

every  step  that  you  tread 
KoUs  the  loo.se  ston(»s,  with  thun- 
der below,  to  the  bed 
Of  invisible  waters,  whose  mystical 

sound 
Fills  with   awful  suggestions   the 

dizzy  profound? 
And,    laboring    onwards,    at    last 

through  a  break 
In  the  walls  of  the  world,  burst  at 
onc(^  on  the  lake  ? 
Which  was  limping,  would  sutl'er. ;  If    you    have,    this    description    I 

The  beast  had  just  now  \  migiit  have  withheld. 

Lost  his  footing,  and  over  the  per- 1  You  remember  how  strangely  yocr 
ilous  brow  I  bosom  has  swelled 
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At  the  vision  revealed.  On  the 
overworked  soil 

Of  this  planet,  enjoyment  is  sliarp- 
ened  by  toil ; 

And  one  seems,  by  the  pain  of  as- 
cending tlie  lieight, 

To  have  conquered  a  claim  to  tliat 
wonderful  siglit. 

XX. 

Hail,  virginal  daughter  of  cold  Es- 

pingo ! 
Uail,  Naiad,   whose    reahn    is  the 

cloud  and  tlie  huow  ; 
For  o'er    thee    the    angels    have 

whitened  their  wings, 
And  the  thirst  of  the   seraphs   is 

quenched  at  the  springs. 
What  hand  hath,  in  heaven,  upheld 

thiue  expanse? 
When  the  breath  of  creation  first 

fashioned  fair  France, 
Did  the  Spirit  of  111,  in  his  down- 
throw appatiHig, 
Bruise  the  world,  and  thus  hollow 

thy  bsisin  while  falling? 
Ere  tlie  mammoth  was   bom  hatli 

some  monster  unnamed 
The  base  of  thy  mountainous  pedes- 
tal framed? 
And  later,  when  Tower  to  Beauty 

was  wed. 
Did  some  delicate  fairy  embroider 

thy  bed 
With  the  fra;rile  valerian  and  wild 

columbine? 

XXI. 

But  thy  secret  thou  keepest,  and  I 

will  keep  mine ; 
For  once  gazing  on  thee,  it  flashed 

on  my  soul. 
All  that  secret !   I  saw  in  a  vision 

the  whole 
Vast  design  of  the  ages ;  what  was 

and  shall  be ! 
Hands  unseen  raised  the'  veil  of  a 

great  mystery 
For  one  moment.      I  saw,  and  I 

heard ;  and  my  heart 
Bor«  witness  within  me  to  infinite 

art. 


In  infinite  pov/er  proving  iillnite 

love ; 
Caught    the    great    choral    chant. 

marked    the    dread    pageant 

move  — 
The  divine  Whence  and  Whitlicr  of 

life  I     But,  O  daughter 
Of  Oo,  not  more  safe  in  the  deep 

silent  water 
Is  thy  secret,  than  mine  in  my  heart. 

KvLMi  so. 
What  I  then  saw  and  heard,  the 

worhl  never  shall  know. 

XXII. 

The  dinuK'ss  of  eve  o'er  the  valleys 
had  closed, 

The  rain  had  ceased  falling,  the 
mountains  reposed. 

The  stiirs  had  enkindled  in  luminous 
courses 

Their  slow-sliding  lamps,  when,  re- 
mounting their  horses. 

The  riders  ret ra versed  that  mighty 
serration 

Of  rock-work.  Thus  left  to  its  own 
desolation, 

The  lake,  from  whose  glimmering 

limits  the  last 
I  Transient  pomp  of  the  pageants  of 
sunset  liad  ])assed. 

Drew  into  its  bosom  the  darkness, 
and  only  [lonely 

Admitted  within  it  one  imaire,  —  a 

And  tremulous  phantom  of  flicker- 
ing light 

That  followed  the  mystical  moon 
through  the  night. 

XXIII. 

It  was  late  when  o*er  Luchon  at 
last  they  descended. 

To  her  clifdet,  in  sHence,  Lord  Al- 
fred attended 

Lucile.  As  they  parted  she  whis- 
pered him  low, 

'*  You  have  made  to  me,  Alfred,  ar. 
oft'er  I  know 

All  the  worth  of,  believe  me.  I  can- 
not reply 

Without  time  for  reflection.  Good 
night !  —  not  good  by." 
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**Alas!  'tis  the  very  same  answer 

you  made 
To  the  Due  de  Luvois  but  a  day 

since,"  he  said. 
'*No,  Alfred!  the  very  same,  no," 

she  replied. 
Her  voice  shook.    '*  If  you  love  me, 

obey  me. 
Abide  my  answer,  to-morrow." 

XXIV. 

Alas,  Cousin  Jack  I 
You    Cassandra    in    breeclies    and 

boots !  turn  your  back 
To  the  ruins   of  Troy.     Prophet, 

seek  not  for  glory 
Amongst  thine  own  people. 

I  follow  my  story. 


CANTO   V. 
I. 

Up  !  —  forth     again,      Pegasus !  — 

•*  Many's  the  slip," 
Hath  the  proverb  well  said,  '*  *twixt 

the  cup  and  the  lip !  " 
How  blest  sliould  we  be,   have  I 

often  conceived, 
Had  we  really  achieved   what  we 

nearly  achieved ! 
We  but  catch  at  the  skirts  of  the 

thing  we  would  i)e, 
And  fall  back  on  the  lap  of  a  false 

destiny. 
So  It  will  be,  so  has  been,  sinc«  this 

world  i)egan ! 
And  the  happiest,  noblest,  and  best 

part  of  man 
Is  the  part  wiiich   ho   never  hath 

fully  played  out: 
For  the  llrst  and  last  word  in  life's 

volume  is  —  Doubt. 
The  face  the  most  fair  to  our  vision 

allowed 
Is  the  face  we  encounter  and  lose  in 

the  cro\vd. 
Tlie  thought  that  most  thrills  our 

existence  is  one 
Which,  before  we  can  frame  It  in 

language,  is  gone. 


0  Horace !  tlie  rustic  still  rests  by 

the  river, 

But  the  river  flows  on,  and  flows 
past  him  forever ! 

Who  can  sit  down,  and  say,  .... 
-  Wliatl  wiUbe,  I  wlU"? 

Who  stand  up,  and  affirm  .... 
"  Wliat  I  was,  I  am  still"? 

Who  is  it  that  must  not,  if  ques- 
tioned, say,  .  .  .  "What 

1  would  liave  remained,  or  become, 

I  am  not"? 
We  are  ever  behind,  or  beyond,  or 

beside  [hide 

Our  intrinsic  existence.    Forever  at 
And  seek  with  our  souls.    Not  in 

Hades  alone 
Doth  Sisyphus  roll,  ever  frustrate, 

the  stone, 
Do  the  DanaYds  ply,  ever  vainly,  the 

sieve.  [izens  give. 

Tasks  as  Aitile  does  earth  to  its  den- 
Yet  there's  none  so  unhappy,  but 

what  he  hath  been 
Just  about  to  be  happy,  at  some 

time,  I  ween ; 
And  none  so  beguiled  and  defrauded 

by  chance, 
But  what  once,  in  his  life,   some 

minute  circumstance 
Would  have  fully  sufficed  to  secure 

hi  in  the  bliss 
Which,  missing  it  then,  he  forever 

must  miss; 
And  to  most  of  us,  ere  we  go  down 

to  the  grave, 
Life,  relenting,   accords   the  good 

gift  we  would  have ; 
But,  as  though  by  some  stange  im- 
perfection in  fate, 
The  good  gift,  when  it  comes,  comes 

a  moment  too  late. 
The  Future's  great  veil  our  breath 

fitfully  flaps, 
And  behind  It  broods  ever  the  migh- 
ty Perhaps. 
Yet !  there's  many  a  slip  'twlxt  the 

cup  and  the  lip ; 
But  while  o't*r  tlie  brim  of  life's 

beaker  I  dip 


LUCILE. 


51 


Though  the  cop  ni.iy  next  moment 

be  shattered,  the  wine 
Spilt,  one  deep  health  Fll  pledge, 

and  that  health  shall  l)e  thiuc, 
O  being  of  beauty  and  bliss !  seen 

and  known 
In  the  deeps  of  my  soul,  and  pos- 
sessed there  alone ! 
My  days  know  thee  not ;   and  my 

lips  name  thee  never. 
Thy  place  in  m}'  poor  life  is  vacant 

forever. 
We  have  met :  we  have  parted.   No 

more  Is  reconled 
In  my  aimals  ou  earth.    This  alone 

was  ufl'orded 
To  the  man  whom  men  knew  me,  or 

deem  me,  to  iA  . 
But,  far  down,  in  tin:  ilepth  of  my 

life's  mystery 
.Like  the  siren  that  under  the  deep 

ocean  dwells, 
Whom  the  wind  as  It  wails,  and  the 

wave  as  it  swells, 
Cannot  stir  in  the  calm  of  her  coral- 
line halls, 
Mid  the  world's  adamantine  and 

dim  pedestals; 
At  whose  feet  sit  the  sylphs  and  sea 

fairies ;  for  whom 
The  almondlnc  glimmers,  the  soft 

samphires  bloom)  — 
Thou  abldest  and  reignest  forever, 

O  Queen 
Of  that  better  world   which  thou 

swayest  unseen ! 
My  one  perfect   mistress!   my  all 

things  in  all ! 
Thee  by  no  vulgar  name  known  to 

men  do  I  call : 
For  the  seraphs  liave  named  thee  to 

me  in  my  sleep,  [keep. 

And  that  name  Is  a  secret  I  sacredly 
But,  whiTcver  this  nature  of  mine 

is  most  fair. 
And  its  thoughts  are  the  purest  — 

beloved,  thou  art  there ! 
And  whatever  is  noblest  In  aught 

that  I  do,  [too. 

Is  done  to  exalt  aud  lu  worship  thee 


The  workl  gave  thee  not  to  nu ,  no, 

and  the  world 
Cannot  take  thee  away   from    me 

now.     I  have  furled 
The  wings  of  my  spirit  about  thy 

bright  head ; 
At  thy  fi'ct  are  my  soul's  immortal 

itles  spread. 
Thou  mightest   have  been  to    me 

nuich.    Thou  art  more. 
Aud  in  silence  I  woi^ihip,  in  dark- 
ness adore. 
If  life  be  not  that  which  without  uh 

we  llnd  — 
Chance,      accident,     merely  —  but 

rather  the  mind, 
And  the  soul  which,  within  us,  sur- 

vlveth  these  things. 
If  our  real  existence  have  truly  its 

springs 
Less  In  that  which  we  do  than  in 

that  which  we  feel, 
Not  in  vain  do  I  worship,  not  hope- 
less 1  kneel ! 
For  then,  though  I  name  thee  not 

mistress  or  wife. 
Thou  art  mine  —  and  mine  oulv,  — 

O  life  of  my  life ! 
And  though  many's  the  slip  'iwixt 

the  cup  and  the  lip. 
Yet  while  o'er  the  brim  of  life's 

beaker  1  dip. 
While  there's  life  on  the  lip,  whi^e 

there's  warmth  in  the  wine. 
One  deep  h'?alth   I'll    pledge,   and 

that  health  shall  be  thine ! 

II. 
This  world,  on   whose    peaceable 

breast  we  repose 
Unconvulsed  by  alarm,   once  con 

fused  In  the  throes 
Of  a  tumult  divine,  sea  and  land, 

moist  and  dry. 
And  in  flery  fusion  commixed  eartU 

and  sky. 
Time  cooled  it,  and  calmed  it,  and 

taught  it  to  go 
The  round  of  its  orbit  in  peace,  long 

affo. 
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The  wind  chaugetli  and  whirloth 
continually : 

All  the  rivers  run  down  and  run  into 
the  sea : 

The  wind  whirleth  about,  and  is 
presently  stilled : 

SW  the  rivers  run  down,  yet  the  sea 
is  not  filled : 

The  sun  goeth  forth  from  his  cham- 
bers :  the  sun 

Arlseth,  and  lo!  he  descendeth 
anon. 

All  returns  to  Its  place.  Use  and 
Habit  are  powers 

Far  stronger  than  Passion,  in  this 
world  of  ours. 

The  great  laws  of  life  readjust  their 
infraction, 

And  to  every  emotion  appoint  a  re- 
action. 

III. 

Alfred  Vargrave  had  time,  after 
leaving  Lucile, 

To  review  the  rash  step  he  had 
tiiken,  and  feel 

What  the  world  would  have  called 
•*  hi»  erroneous  positi<tu.'' 

Thought  obtruded  its  claim,  and 
enforced  recognition : 

Like  a  creditor  who,  when  the  gloss 
is  worn  out 

On  the   coat  which  we  once  wore  | 
with  pleasure,  no  doubt. 

Sends  us  in  his  account  for  the  gar- 
ment we  bought. 

Every  spendthrift  to  passion  is 
debtor  to  thought. 

IV. 

He  felt  ill  at  ease  with  himself.  He 
could  feel 

Little  doubt  what  the  answer  would 
be  from  Lucile. 

Her  eyes,  when  they  parted,  —  her 
voice,  when  they  met. 

Still  enraptured  his  heart,  which 
they  haunted.     And  yet. 

Though,  exulting,  he  deemed  him- 
self loved,  where  he  loved. 

Through  his  mind  a  vague  self-ac- 
cusation there  moved. 


O'er  his  fancy,  when  fancy  was  fair- 
est, would  rise 
The  infantine  face  of  Matilda,  with 

eyes 
So  sad,  so   reproachflil,  so  cruelly 

kind. 
That  his   heart  failed  within  him. 

In  vain  did  he  find 
A  thousand  just  reasons  for  what 

he  had  done : 
The  vision  that  troubled  him  would 

not  be  gone. 
In  vain  did  he  say  to  himself,  and 

with  truth, 
•'  Matilda  has  beauty,  and  fortune, 

and  youth; 
And  her  heart  is  too  young  to  have 

deeply  involved 
All  its  hopes  in  the  tie  which  must 

now  be  dissolved. 
'Twerc  a  false  sense  of  honor  in  me 

to  .suppress 
The  sad  truth  which  I  owe  it  to  her 

to  confess. 
And  W'hat  reason  have  I  to  presume 

this  poor  life 
Of  my  own,  with  its  languid  and 

frivolous  strife. 
And  without  wiiat  alone  might  en~ 

dear  it  to  her. 
Were  a  boon  all  so  precious,  indeed, 

to  confer, 
Its  withdrawal  can  wrong  her  ? 

"  It  is  not  as  though 
I  were  bound  to  some  poor  village 

maiden,  I  know, 
Unto  whose  simple  heart  mine  were 

all  upon  earth. 
Or  to  whose   simple   fortunes  my 

own  could  gi*'e  wv)rth. 
Matilda,   in   all   the  world's    gifts, 

will  not  miss 
Aught  that  I  could  procure  her. 

'Tis  best  as  it  is !  " 


In   vain    did    he    say  to    himself, 

•*  When  I  came 
To  this  fatal  spot,  I  had  nothing  t« 

blame 
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Vx    reproach    myself    for,   in    the 
thoughts  of  my  heart. 


A  va^jiie  sense  of  awe  of  Jier  nature. 
Behind 


I  could  not  foresee  that  its  pulses  ;  All  the  beauty  ol  heart,  and  the 
would  start  j^races  of  mind. 

Into  such  straufj^e  emotion  on  seeing  i  Which  he  saw  and  rcvrred  in  her, 
once  more  '  somcthiu;^  unknown 

A  woman  1  left  with  indifference  be-  And  unset-n  in  that  nature  still 
fore.  '  tronbled  liis  own.         [prized 

I  bolitived,  aud  with  honest  couvic-  !  He  felt  that  Lucile  penetrated  and 


tion  believed, 
In   my  love   for   Matilda.     I  never 

conceived 
That  another    could    shake  it.      I 

deemed  I  had  done 
With  the  wild  heart  of  youth,  and 

looked  hopefully  on 
To  the  soberer  manhood,  the  wor- 
thier life, 
Which  I  sought  in  the  love  that  I 

vowed  to  my  wife. 
Poor    child!    slie    shall    learn    the 

whole  tnith.    She  shall  know 
What  I  knew  not  myself  but  a  few 

days  ago. 
The  world  will  console  her,  —  her 

pride  will  support,  — 
Her  youth  will  renew  it^  emotions. 

In  short, 
There  is  nothing  in  me  that  Matilda 

will  miss 
When  once  We  have  parted.     'Tis 

best  as  It  is  !  " 

VI. 

But  in  vain  did  lie  reason  and  ar- 
gue.    Alas ! 

He  yet  felt  unconvinced  that  7<r</.s 
best  as  it  was. 

Out  of  reach  of  all  reasou,  forever 

would  rise  :  Of  the  letter  whicli  reache<l  hfni  at 

That  infantine  face  of  Matilda,  with  !  last  from  Lncile. 

eyes  At  the  sight  of  tlic  ver>'  first  word 

So  *ad,  so  reproachful,  so  cruelly  that  lie  read, 

kind.  That  letter  dropped  down  from  his 

That  they  harrowed  his  heart  and  hand  like  the  dead 

distracted  his  mind.  '  Leaf  in  autunni,  that,  falling,  leaves 

VII.  nakeil  and  bare 

And  then,   when   he   turned    from  |  A  desolate  tree  in  a  wide  wintry  air. 


Whatever   was    ntjlilesl    and    best, 

though  disguised. 
In  himself;  but  he  did  not  feel  sure 

that  he  knew. 
Or  completely  possessed,  what,  half 

hidi.'in  from  view, 
Remaineil  .jfty  and  lonely  in  her. 

Then,  her  life. 
So   untamed,  anc*   so   free!    would 

she  yield  as  a  wife, 
Independen(*e,    long  claimed    as  a 

woman?     Her  name, 
So  linked  by  the   world  with  that 

spurious  fame 
Which   the    beautv   and   wit  of    a 

woman  assert, 
In  some  measure,  alas  !  to  her  own 

loss  and  hurt 
In  the  seriotis   thouffhts  of  a  man! 

....  This  reflection 
0*er  the  love  which  he  fi'lt  enst  » 

shade  of  dejection. 
From  which  he  forever  ctseaped  to 

the  thought 
Doubt  could  reach  not.  ..."  I  love 

her,  and  all  else  is  naught !  " 

viu. 
His    hand    trembled    strauijelv    in 


break] nyr  the  seal 


'?-> 


these  thoughts  to  Lneile, 


He  jiassed  his  liand  hurriedly  over 


Though  his  heart  ro>e  enraptured,  |  his  eyes,  [prise 

he  could  not  but  feel  >  Bewildered,  incredulous.  .Vngrysur- 
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And  dismay,  in  one  sharp  moan, 
broke  from  hiui.     Anon 

lie  picked  up  the  page,  and  read 
rapidly  on. 

IX. 

The,  CoMTKssK  i>K  Nkvku.'^  tn  Lord 
Alfred  Vargkavk. 

"  No,  Alfred ! 

*'  If  over  the  present,  when  last 
We  two  met,  rose  tlie  glamour  and 

mist  of  the  past, 
It  hath  now  rolled  away,  and  our 

two  paths  are  plain. 
And  tliose  two  paths  divide  us. 

'*  That  hand  wliich  again 
Mine  one  moment  has  clasped  as 

the  hand  of  a  brother, 
That    hand    and    your    honor    are 

pledi;e<l  to  another ! 
Forgive.  Alfred  Vargrave,  forgive 

me,  if  yet 
For  that   monu'nt    (now  past!)    I 

have  iiiude  you  forget 
What  was  (''.le  to  your:. elf  and  that 

other  one.     Yes, 
Mine  tlu'  fault,  and  be  mine  the  re- 
pentance!    Not  less 
In  now  owning  this  fault,  Alfred, 

let  me  own,  too, 
I  foresaw  not  the  sorrow  involved 

in  it, 

''True, 
That  meeting,  wliicli  liath  been  so 

fatal,  1  sought, 
I  alone!     But  (»,  deem  not  it  was 

witli  the  thonirht 


Suffered    torture    intense.     It    was 

cruel  to  rtnd 
That  so  nnich  of  tlie  life  of  my  life, 

half  unknown 
\  To  myself,  had  been   silently  set- 
tled on  one 
Upon  whom  but  to  think  u  won  hi 

soon  be  a  crime. 
Then  I  said  to  myself,  *  From  the 

thraldom  which  time 
Hath  not  weakened  there  rests  but 

one  hope  of  escape. 
That  image  which  Fancy  seems  evei 

to  shape 
From  the  solitude   left  round  the 

ruins  of  vore 
Is  a  phantom.     The  Being  I  loved 

is  no  more. 
What  I  hear  in  tlie  silence,  and  see 
in  the  lone  [of  my  own 

Void  of  life,  is  the  young  hero  born 
Perished  youth  :  and  his  image,  se- 
rene and  sublime. 
In  my  heart   rests  unconscious  ol 

change  and  of  time. 
Could  I   see  it  but  once  more,  as 

time  and  as  change 
Have  made  it,  a  thing  unfamiliai 

and  strange. 
See,  indeed,  that  the  Being  I  lovec' 

in  my  youth 
Is  no  more,  and  what  rests  now  i: 

only,  in  truth. 
The  hard   pupil    of    life   and    th 

world  :  then,  O,  then, 
I  should  wake  from  a  dream,  am 
my  life  be  again 
Of  your  heart  ta  regain,  or  the  pa  ^t  j  ReconciJed  to  the  worll;  and,  re- 

to  rewaken.  i  leased  from  regret. 

No!   believe   me.  it   was   with  the  :  Take  the  lot  fate   accords   to   my 

llrui  and  unsliaken  ,  choice.' 

Conviction,  at  leasi,  tha'  our  meet-  *' So  we-m<'t. 

iug  would  be  [ly  to  me    But  the  danger  I  did  not  foresee  ha- 

Without  pciril  to  //'///,  altliough  hap-  occurred  : 

The  salvation  of  all  my  existence.     ;  The  danger,  alas,  to  yourself!     I 

"  I  own,  .  have  erred. 

When  the  rumor  ilrst  reached  me,  '  But  happy  for  both  that  this  error 

which  lightlv  made  known  hath  been 

To  the  world  your  engagement,  ray    Discovered  as  soon  as  the  danger 
heart  aiid  my  mind  was  seen ! 
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We  meet,  Alfred  Vargrave,  no  more. 

I,  indeed, 
Shall  be  far  from  Luchou  when  this 

letter  you  read. 


Of  honor,  but  also  (to   render  it 

worse) 
Disappointed  affection. 
'  "  Yes,  Alfred:  vou  start? 


My  course  Is  decided;   my  path  I ,  But  think  I   if  tlie  world  was   too 
discern:  much  in  your  heart, 

Doubt  is  OTcr;  my  future  is  fixed  i  And   too   little   in   mine,  when  wc 
now,  !  parted  ten  years 

'•Return,  ,  Ere   this   last    fatal   nieetinff,    that 

1)  return  to  the  young  living  love  I  ,  time  (ay,  and  tears!) 

Whence,  alas  !  Have  but  deepened  the  old  demar- 


If,   one    moment,    you    wandered, 

think  onlv  it  was 
More  deeply  to  bury  the  past  love. 

*'And.  oh! 
Believe,   Alfred   Vargrave,  that  I, 

where  I  jro 
On  my  far  distant  pathway  through 

life,  shall  rejoice  [voi(!e 

To  treasure  in  memorv  all  that  vour 


cations  wliich  tli<*n 
Placed   our  natures  asuntler;   and 

we  two  again. 
As  we  then  were,  would  still  have 

been  strangely  at  strife. 
In  that  self-independence  which  is 

to  njv  life 
Its   necessity  now,  as  it  once  was 

its  pride, 


Has  avowed  to  me,  all  in  wliich  Had  our  course  through  the  world 
others  have  clothed  !  been  henceforth  sid(^  by  side, 

To  my  fancy  Willi  beauty  and  worth  i  I  should  have  revolted  forever,  and 
your  betrothed !  j  shockt-d, 

In  the  fair  morning  light,  in   the    Your  respect  for  the  world's  plausi- 


orient  dew 
Of  that  young  life,  now  yours,  can 

you  fall  to  renew 
All  the  nol)le  and  pure  aspirations, 

the  truth. 
The   freshness,  the  faith,  of  your 

own  earnest  vouth? 


bilities,  mocked. 

Without  meaning  to  do  so,  and  out- 
raged, all  those 

Social  creeds  which  you  live  by. 

"Oh!  do  not  suppose 

That  I  blame  you.     Perhaps   it  is 


you  that  are  right. 
Yes !  yon  will  be  happy.     I.  too,  in  i  Best,  then,  all  as  it  is  ! 

the  bliss  !       **  Deem  these  words  life's  Good- 

I  foresee  for  you.  I  sliall  be  happy. '  night 


And  this 
Proves  me  worthy  your  friendship. 

And  so  —  let  it  prove 
That  I  cannot  —  1  do  not  —  respond 

to  your  love. 


To  the  Iiope  of  a  moment :  no  more ! 

If  there  fell 
Any   tear    on    this    page,   'twas    a 

friend'.s. 

"  So  farewell 


Yes,  indeed!   be   convinced  that  I    To   the  past — and  to  you,  Alfred 
couUl  not  (no,  no. 


Never,  never!)  have  rendered  yen 
happy.     And  so, 

Rest  assured  that,  if  false  to  the 
vows  you  have  plighted. 

You  would  have  endured,  when  the 
first  brief,  excited 

Emotion  was  o'er,  not  alone  the  re- 
morse 


Vargrave 


"  lil'CII.K." 


X. 


So  ended  that  letter. 

The  room  seemed  to  reel 

Round  and  round  in  the  ndst  that 
was  seoreliiug  his  eyes 

With   a  fiery  dew.     Grief,    resent- 
ment, surprise. 
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Half  clicked  liini :  each  word  he  had   Free  ere  loiiir,  free  as  air  to  revoke 

read,  as  it  smote  ;  that  fare  well, 

Down  some  hope,  rose  and  fi:rasped  I  And  to  sanction  his  own  hopes?  he 


liud  but  to  tell 
The  trnth  to  Matilda,  and  she  were 

the  first 
To  release  liini :  he  had  but  to  wait 

at  the  worst. 
Matilda's  relations  would  probably 

snatcli 


like  a  liand  at  his  throat. 
To  stifle  and  strangle  him. 

Gasping  already 
For  relief  from  himself,  with  a  foot- 
step unsteady. 
He  passed  from  his  chamber.     He 

felt  both  oppressed 
And  excl'xd.     The  letter  he  thrust    Any  pretext,  with  pleasure,  to  break 

in  his  breast,  ofl'a  maich 

And,  in  search  of  fresh  air  and  of   In  which  tliey  had  yielded,  alone  :it 

solitude  pjissed  the  wliim 

The  long  lime-trees  of  Luchon.    His    Of  their  spoiled  child,  a  languid  ap- 

footsteps  at  last  pro\  al  to  him. 

Reached  a  bare  narrow  heath  by  the  "  She  herself,  careless  child  !  was  her 

skirts  of  a  wood  :  love  for  him  aught 

It  was  sombre  and  silent,  and  suited  ,  Save  the  first  joyous  fancy  succeed- 


his  mood. 
By  a  mineral  spring,  long  unused, 

now  nnknowti. 
Stood   a   small   mined    abbey.     He 

rea(!hed  it,  sat  down 
On   a  fragment  of  stone,  'mid  the 

wild  weed  and  thistle. 
And  read  over  again  that  perplexing 

epistle. 

XI. 

In  re-reading  t  hat  letter,  there  rolled 

from  his  mind 
The  raw  mist  of  resentment  which 

first  made  him  blind 
To  the  pathos  breathed  through  it. 

Tears  rose  in  his  eyes. 
And  a  hope  sweet  and  strange  in  his 

heart  seemed  to  rise. 
The  truth  which  he  saw  not  the  first 

time  he  read 


ing  the  thought 
She  last  gave  to  her  doll?  was  she 

able  to  feel 
Such  a  love  as  the  love  he  divined  in 

Liicile? 
He  would  .seek  her,  obtain  his  re- 
lease, and,  oh  I  then. 
He  had  but  to  fly  to  Lucile.  and  agaii 
Claim  fhe  love  which  his  heart  wonhl 

be  free  to  conmiand. 
But  to  press  on  Lucile  any  claim  to 

her  hand, 
( )r  even  to  seek,  or  to  see  her,  before 
He  could  .*iav.  *'  I  am  free !  free,  Lu- 

cile,  to  implore 
That  great  blessing  on  life  you  alone 

can  confer," 
'Twere  dishonor  in  him,  'twould  be 

insult  to  her. 
Thus  still  with  the  letter  outspread 

on  his  knee  \s^y ' 

Thatletter,  he  now  saw,  — that  each  !  I'*'  followed  so  fondly  his  own  rev- 


word  betrayed 
The  love  which  the  writer  had  souirlit 

to  conceal. 
His  love  was  received  not.  he  could 

not  but  feel. 
For  one  rea.son  alone,  —  that  his  love 


That  he  felt  not  the  angry  regard  ot 

a  man 
Fixed  upon  him ;   he  saw  not  a  face 

stern  and  ^van 
Turned  towarils  him:  he  hennl  not 

a  footstep  that  pa'<sed 


was  not  fr«'e.  j  And  repassed  the  lone  spot  where  he 

True  !  free  yet  he  was  not :  but  «-onld  j  stood,  t  ill  at  last 

]ie  not  be  I  A  hoarse  voice  aroused  him. 
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He  looked  up  and  saw, 
On  the  bare  heath  before  him,  the 
Due  de  Luvois. 

XII. 

W^ith  ag^essive  ironical  tones,  and 
aloolc  [the  Duke 

Of  concentrated  insolent  cliallenge, 

A-ddressed  to  Lord  Alfred  some 
sneering  allusion 

To  '*  the  doubtless  sublime  reveries 
his  intrusion 

Had,  he  feared,  interrupted.  Mi- 
lord would  do  better. 

He  fancied,  however,  to  fold  up  a 
letter 

The  writing  of  which  was  too  well 
known,  in  fact,  i 

His  remark  as  he  passed  to  have 
failed  to  attract " 

XIXI. 

It  was  obvious  to  Alfred  the  French- 
man was  bent 

Upon  picking  a  (|uarrel !  and  doubt- 
less 'twas  tneant 

From  him  to  provoke  it  by  sneers 
such  as  tliese. 

A  moment  sufficed  his  quick  instinct 
to  seize 

The  position,  lie  felt  that  he  could 
not  expose 

His  own  name,  or  Lucile's,  or  Ma- 
tilda's, to  those 

Idle  tongues  that  would  bring  down 
upon  him  the  ban 

Of  the  world,  if  he  now  were  to  fight 
with  this  man. 

And  indeed,  when  he  looked  In  the 
Duke's  haggard  face. 

He  was  pained  by  the  change  tliere 
he  could  not  but  trace. 

And  he  almost  felt  pity. 

He  therefore  put  by 

Each  remark  from  the  Duke  with 
some  careless  reply, 

And  coldly,  but  courteously,  waving 
away 

The  ill-humor  the  Duke  scented  re- 
solved to  display, 

Bose,  and  turned,  with  a  stern  salu- 
tation, aside. 


XIV. 

Then  the  Duke  put  himself  in  the 
path,  made  one  stride 

In   advance,   raised   a   hand,   fixed 
upon  him  his  eyes, 

And  said  .  .  . 
'•  Hold,  Lord  Alfred !     Away  with 
disguise ! 

I  will  own  that  I  sought  you  a  mo- 
ment ago. 

To  fix  on  you  a  quarrel.    I  still  can 
do  so 

Upon   any  excuse.     I   prefer  to  be 
frank.  [rank 

I   admit  not  a  rival  in  fortune  or 

To  the  hand  of  a  woman,  whatever 
be  hers 

Or  her  suitor's.  I  love  the  Co  intesse 
de  Nevers. 

I  believed,  ere  you  crossed  me,  and 
still  have  the  right 

To  believe,  that  she  would  have  been 
mine.     To  Iier  sijrht 

You  return,  and  the  woman  is  sud- 
denly changed. 

You  step  In  between  us :  her  heart 
is  estranged. 

You !    who   are   now   betrothed   to 
another,  I  know : 

You !    whose    name   with    Lucile's 
nearly  ten  years  ago 

Was    coupled    by   ties   which    you 
broke  :  you  !  the  man 

I    reproached   on   the  day  our  ac- 
quaintance t)egau  : 

You !  that  h'ft  her  so  lightly,  —  I  can- 
not belk  ve 

That  you  love,  as  I  love,  lier^  nor 
can  I  conceive 

You,  Indeed  have   the  right  so   to 
love  her. 

"Milord 

1  win  not  thus  tamely  concede,  at 
your  word. 

What,  a  few  days  ago,  I  believed  to 
be  mine ! 

I  shall  yet  persevere :  I  shall  yet  be. 
In  fine, 

A  rival  you  dare  not  despise.     It  Is 
plain 


.-s 
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That  to  settle  this  contest  there  can 

but  remain 
One  way —  need  I  say  what  it  is?" 

XV. 

Not  unmoved 

With  regretful  respect  for  the  earn- 
estness proved 

By  the  speech  he  had  heard,  Alfred 
Vargrave  replied 

In  words  which  he  trusted  might 
yet  turn  aside 

The  quarrel  from  which  he  felt 
bound  to  abstain, 

And,  with  stately  urbanity,  strove 
to  explain 

To  the  Dulic  tliat  he  too  (a  fair 
rival  at  worst!) 

Had  not  been  accepted. 

XVI. 

"  Accepted !  say  first 
Are  you  free  to  have  offered?  " 

Lord  Alfred  was  mute. 

XVII. 

"Ah,  you  dare  not  reply!"  cried 
the  Duke.     ♦*  Why  dispute, 

Why  palter  with  me?  You  are  si- 
lent !  and  why? 

Because,  in  your  conscience,  you 
cannot  (ieny 

'Twas  from  vanity  wanton  and 
cruel  withal, 

And  the  wish  an  ascendency  lost  to 
recall. 

That  you  stepped  in  between  me 
and  her.     If,  milord. 

You  be  really  sincere,  I  ask  only 
one  word. 

Say  at  once  you  renounce  her.  At 
once,  on  n\y  part, 

I  will  ask  vour  loririveness  with  all 
truth  of  Iwart, 

And  there  can  be  no  quarrel  be- 
tween us.     Saj'  on ! " 

Lord  Alfred  grew  galled  and  impa- 
tient.   This  tone 

Roused  a  strong  irritation  he  could 
not  repress. 


The  power,  to  make  terms  and  con- 
ditions with  me. 
I  refuse  to  reply." 

XVIII. 

As  diviners  may  see 
Fates  they  cannot  avert  in   some 

figure  occult. 
He  foresaw  in  a  moment  each  evil 

result 
Of  the  quarrel  now  imminent. 

There,  face  to  face, 
'Mid  the  ruins  and  t  ombs  of  a  long- 
perished  race. 
With,  for  witness,  tlie  stern  Autumn 

Sky  overhead. 
And  beneath  them,  unnoticed,  the 

graves,  and  the  dead, 
Those  two  men  had  met,  as  It  were 

on  the  ridge  [bridge 

Of  that  perilous,  narrow,  Invisible 
Dividing  the  Past  from  the  Future, 

so  small 
That,  if  one  should  pass  over,  the 

other  must  fall. 

XIX. 

On  the  ear,  at  that  moment,   the 

sound  of  a  hoof. 
Urged  with  speed,  sharply  smote; 

and  from  under  the  roof 
Of  the   forest  in  view,  where  the 

skirts  of  it  verged 
On  the  heath  where  they  stood,  at 

full  gallop  emerged 
A  horseman. 

A  guide  ho  appeared,  by  the  sash 
Of  red  silk  r<)un<l  tlic  waist,  and  the 

Ion;;  leathern  la^li 
With    the    short    wooden    handle, 

slung  crosswi-^e  behind 
The  short  jacket ;  the  loose  canvas 

trouser,  confined 
By  the  l<»ng    boots;    the   woollen 

capote ;  and  the  rein, 
A  mere  hempen  cord  on  a  curb. 

Up  the  plain 
He  wheeled  his  horse,  white  with 

the  foam  on  his  fiank. 


"You  have  not  the  right,  sir,"  he  I  Leaped  the  rl\'ulet  lightly,  turned 
said,  "  and  <\\\  less  !  sharp  from  the  bank. 
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And,  approach in^  the  Duke,  raised 
]iis  woollen  capote, 

Bowed  low  in  Uk;  selle,  and  deliv- 
ered a  note. 


XX. 


The 


The  two    stood    astonished. 

Duke,  with  a  gest 
Of  apolo^,  tumeil,  stretcheil  his 

hand,  and  possessed 
Himself    of    the    letter,    changed 

color,  antl  tore 
The  page  open,  and  read.  J 

Ere  a  moment  was  o'er  i 
His  whole  aspect  changed.    A  light  I 

rose  to  his  eyes. 
And  a  smile  to  his  lips.  While  with 

startled  surprise 
Lord  AlfhKi  yet  watched  him,  he 

turned  on  his  heel, 
And  said  gayly,   "  A  pressing  re- 
quest from  Lucile  I 
Too  are  quite  right,  Lord  Alfred ; 

fair  rivals  at  worst, 
Our  relative  place  may  perchance 

be  reversed. 
You  are  not  accepted  —  nor  free  to 

propose ! 
I,  perchance,  am  accepted  already ; 

who  knows? 
I  had  warned  you,  milord,  I  should 

still  persevere. 
This  letter  —  but  stay !  you  can  read 

it  —  look  here !  " 

XXI. 

It  was  now  AlfVed's  turn  to  feel 
roused  and  enraged. 

But  Lucile  to  himself  was  not 
pledged  or  engaged 

By  aught  that  could  sanction  re- 
sentment.    He  said 

Not  a  word,  but  turned  round,  took 
the  letter,  and  read  .  .  . 

The  COMTRSSE  PE  Nkvers  to  the 
Due  i»K  Liivois. 

"Baint  Saviour. 
"Your  letter,  which  followed  me 

here,  makes  nir  stay 
Till  I  see  you  again.     WitJj  no  mo- 
ment's delay 


I  entreat,  1  conjure  you,  by  all  that 

you  feel 
Or  profess,  to  come  to  me  directh  . 

•*  Lucile." 

XXII. 

"Your  letter."    He  then  had  been 

writing  to  her! 
Coldly    shrugging    his    shoulders, 

Lord  Alfred  said,  "Sir, 
Do  not  let  nu*  detain  vou  !  " 

• 

The  Duke  smiled  and  bowed  i 

Placed  the  note  in  his  bosom;  ad- 
dressed, half  aloud, 

A  few  wortis  to  the  messenger :  .  .  . 
•*  Say  your  (U>spatch 

Will  be  answered  ere  nightfall ; " 
then  glanced  at  his  watch. 

And  turned  back  to  the  Baths. 

XMII. 

Alfred  Vargrave  stood  still. 
Torn,  distracted  in  heart,  and  di- 
vided in  will.  [to  him. 
He  turned  to  Lucile's  farewell  letter 
And   read  over  her  words;   rising 

tears  made  them  dim; 
^^  Doubt  is  ovi-r :  mtj  future  is  Jixed 

nniP,'*  they  said, 
*'  My  cour.se  is  dcriih r/."   Her  course? 

what!  to  wed 
With    this    ins<ilent    rival!      With 

that  thought  there  shot 
Through  his  heart  an  acute  jealous 

anguish.     But  not 
P^ven  thus  could  his  clear  worldly 

sense  (piitc  excuse 
Those  strange  words  to  the  Duke 

She  was  fne  to  refuse 
Himself,  free  the  Duke  to  accept. 

it  was  true : 
Kven  then,  though,  this  eager  and 

strange  rendezvous 
How  imprudent  I     To  some  unfrc- 

quenttMl  lone  inn, 
And   so   late    (for  tlie    night  was 

about  to  begin )  — 
She,    companionless    there! — had 

she  bidilen  that  man? 
A   fear,  vague,  and   fonnless,  and 

horrible,  ran 
Through  his  heart. 
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XXIV. 

At  that  moment  he  looked  up,  and 

saw, 
Biding  fast  through  the  forest,  the 

Due  de  Luvois. 
Who  waved  his  hand  to  him,  and 

sped  out  of  sight. 
The  day  was  descending.     He  felt 

'twould  be  night 
Ere  the  man  reached  Saint  Saviour. 

XXV. 

He  walked  on,  but  not 
Back  toward  Luchou  :  he  walked  on, 

but  knew  not  in  what 
Direction,  nor  yet  with  what  object, 

indeed, 
He  was  walking ;  but  still  he  walked 

on  without  heed. 

XXVI. 

The    day   had    been    sullen;    but, 

towards  his  decline. 
The  sun  sent  a  stream  of  wild  light 

up  the  pine. 
Darkly  denting  the  red    light    re- 
vealed at  his  back, 
The  old  ruined  abbey  rose  roofless  ! 

and  black.  | 

The  spring  that  yet  oozed  through  i 

the  moss-paveu  floor  \ 

Had   suggested,   no  doubt,  to   the  | 

monks  there,  of  yore,  | 

The  site  of  that  refuge  where,  back 

to  its  Go(i 
How   many  a  heart,   now  at  rest 

'neath  the  sod. 
Had  borne  from  the  world  all  the 

same  wild  unrest 
That  now  preyed  on  his  own ! 

XXVII. 

By  the  thoughts  in  his  breast 
With  varying  impulse  divided  and  ; 

torn. 
He  traversed  the  scant  heath,  and 

reached  the  forlorn 
Autumn  woodland,  in  which  but  a 

short  while  ago 
He  had  seen  the  Duke  rapidly  enter ; 

and  so 


He  too  entered.     The  light  waued 

around  him,  and  passed 
Into  darkness.     The  wrathful,  red 
Occident  cast  [hind. 

One  glare  of  vindictive  inquiry  be- 
As  the  last  light  of  day  from  the 

high  wood  declined. 
And  the  great  forest  sighed  its  fare- 
well to  the  beam. 
And   far  ofl*   on  the   stillness   the 

voice  of  the  stream 
Fell  faintly. 

XXVIII. 

O  Nature,  how  fair  is  thy  face. 
And  how  light  is  thy  heart,  and  how 

friendless  thy  grace ! 
Thou  false  mistress  of  man !  thou 

dost  sport  with  him  lightly 
In  his  hours  of  ease  and  enjoyment ; 

and  brightly 
Dost  thou  smile  to  his  smile ;  to  hi;;. 

joys  thou  inclinest, 
But  his  sorrows,  thou  knowest  them 

not,  nor  divinest. 
While  he  woos.  thou  art  wanton; 

thou  lettcst  him  love  thee; 
But  thou  art  not  his  friend,  for  his 

grief  cannot  m  )ve  thee ; 
And  at  last,  when  he  sickens  and 

dies,  what  dost  thou? 
All  as  gay  are  thy  garments,  as  care- 
less thv  brow. 
And  thou  laughest  and  toyest  with 

anv  new  comer. 
Not  a  tear  more  for  winter,  a  srnile 

less  for  summer! 
Hast  thou  never  an  anguish  to  heave 

the  heart  under 
That  fair  breast  of   thine,  O  thou 

feminine  wonder! 
For  all  tln)se  —  the  young,  aud  the 

fair,  and  the  strong, 
Who  have  1ov(m1  thoi'.  and  lived  with 

tliee  gayly  and  long. 
And   who   now   on   thy  bosom   lie 

dead?   an«l  their  deeds 
And  their  days  are   forgotten!  O, 

hast  ihou  no  weeds 
Anil  not  one  year  of  mouruing,— 

one  out  of  the  manv 
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That  deck  thy  new  bridals  forever, — 
nor  any 

Ucgrets  for  thy  lost  loves,  concealed 
fr9m  the  new, 

O  thou  widow  of  earth's  genera- 
tions?   Goto! 

If  the  sea  and  the  night  wind  kuon* 
aoght  of  these  thin«:8, 

They  do  not  reveal  it  We  are  not 
thy  kings. 


CANTO  vr. 

I. 
••  Thf  huntsman  has  ridden  too  far 

on  the  chase. 
And  eldrlch,  and  eerie,  and  stransre 

is  the  place !  [gone  by. 

The  castle   betokens   a  date   lonjif 
He    cro.sses    the    court^yard,   with 

curious  eye : 
He  wanders  from  cliamber  to  cham- 
ber, and  yet 
From   strangeness   to   strangeness 

his  footsteps  are  set; 
And  the  whole  place  grows  wilder 

and  wilder,  and  less 
I#ike  aught  seen  before.     Each   in 

obsolete  dress, 
Strange  portraits  regard  him  witli 

looks  of  surprise. 
Strange  forms  from  the  arrus  sUirt 

forth  to  his  eyes; 
Strange  epigraphs,  blazoned,  hnni 

out  of  tlie  wall ; 
The  spell  of  a  wizard  is  over  it  all. 
In    her    chamber    enchanted,     the 

Princess  is  sleeping 
The  sleep  which  for  centuries  slio 

has  been  keeping. 
If  she  smile  In  her  sleep,  ;t  must  bt* 

to  some  lover 
Whose   lost  golden  locks  the  Vnvx 

grasses  now  cover : 
If  she  moan  in  her  dream,  it  must 

be  to  deplore 
Some  grief  which  the  world  cares 

to  hear  of  no  more. 
But  how  fair  is  her  forelunul,  how 

calm  seems  her  clieok ! 


And  how  sweet  must  tliat  voice  l)e, 
if  once  she  would  speak. 

He   looks   and   he   loves   her;    but 
knows  he  (not  lie  I)       [tery? 

The  clew  to  unravel  this  old  mys- 

And  he  stoops  to  those  shut  lips. 
The  shapes  on  the  wall. 

The  mute  men  in  annor  around  him 
and  all 

The  weird  tigurcs  frown,  as  thougli 
striving  to  say, 

'  IhiU  !  intnde  not  thf  Past,  reckhn!* 
ch  ild  (tf  To-day  ! 

And  (fire  not,  0  madman!  the  heart 
in  thy  hreast 

Tit   a  phmitoni,    the   soul   of  xahose 
sense  in  jHtssrssed 

By  an  Aye  not  thine  own  !' 

"  But  unconscious  is  he. 

And  he  heeds  not  the  warning,  he 
cares  nr>t  to  see 

Aught  bat  otip  form  before  him! 

'•Hash,  wild  words  are  o'er 

And   the  vision   is   vanished   from 
sight  evermore  I 

And   the   irray  morning  sees,  as  it 
drearily  moves 

O'ei  a  land  long  deserted,  a  mad- 
man that  roves 

Tiirough  a  ruin  and  se«ks  to  recap- 
ture a  dream. 

Lost  to  life  Mntl  its  uses,  witlidrawu 
!  from  the  seliemc 

Of  man's  waking  existence,  he  wan- 
ders apart." 

And  this  is  an  old  fairy-tale  of  tlir 
'  heart. 

It  is  told  in  all  lands,  in  a  ditt'erent 
tongue ; 
!  Told  witli  tears  b)'  the  old.  heard 
witli  smiles  bv  the  vounir. 

.And   the   tale   to   each   heart   anto 
whicli  it  is  known 

Has  a  dltt*«'rent  sense.     It  has  puz- 
zled mv  own. 

• 

II. 
Eugtne  tie  Luvois  was  a  man  who, 

in  part 
From   strong   physical  health,  and 

that  viiror  of  heart 
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Which  physical  health  gives,  and 
partly,  perchance. 

From  a  generous  vanity  native  to 
France. 

With  the  heart  of  a  hunter,  whaf*- 
ever  the  quarry,  [tarry 

Pursued  it.  too  hotly  impatient  to 

<  )r  turn,  till  he  took  it.  His  trophies 
were  trifles : 

itut  trilier  lie  was  not.  When  rose- 
leaves  it  rifles, 

No  less  than  when  oak-trees  it 
ruius,  the  wind 

Its  pleasure  pursues  with  impetu- 
ous mind. 

Both  Eujj^ne  de  Luvois  and  Lord 
Alfred  had  been 

Men  of  pleasure :  but  men's  pleas- 
ant vices,  which,  seen 

Floatinir  faint,  in  the  sunshine  of 
Alfred's  soft  mood, 

Seemed  amiable  foibles,  by  Luvois 
pursued 

With  iuipctuous  passion,  seemed 
semi-Satanic. 

Half  pleased  you  see  brooks  play 
witli  pebbles;  in  panic 

You  watch  them  whirled  down  by 
the  torrent. 

In  truth. 
To  the  sacred  political  creed  t)f  his 

youth  [denied 

The  century  which  he  was  born  to 
All  realization.  Its  generous  pride 
To  degenerate  protest  on  all  thiugs 

was  sunk ; 
Its  principles  each   to  a  prejudice 

shrunk. 
Down   the   path  of  a  life  that  led 

nowhere  he  trod, 
Where  his  whims  were  his  jruides, 

and  his  will  was  his  god, 
And  his  pastime  his  purposi'. 

From  boyhood  possessed  . 
Of  inheritetl  wealth,  he  had  learned 

to  invest 
Both  his  wealth  and  those  jm^sions 

wealth  frees  from  the  (rage      i 
Which  penury  locks,  in  each  vice  of 

an  age.  \ 


All   the  virtues  of   which,  by   the 
cre(*(l  he  revered, 

Were  to  him  illegitimate. 

Thus,  he  appeared 

To  the  world  what  the  world  chose 
to  have  him  appear,  — 

The  frivolous  tyrant  of  Fashion,  a 
mere 

Reformer  in  coats,  cards,  and  car- 
riages I     Still 

'Twas  this  vigor  of  nature,  anl  ten- 
sion of  will. 

That  found  for  me  flrst  time  —  per 
chance  for  the  hist  — 

In  Lucile  what  they  lacked  yet  to 
free  from  the  Past, 

Force,  ami  faith,  in  the  Future. 

And  so,  in  his  mind. 

To  the  anguish  of  losing  the  woman 
was  joined  [tin  at  ion. 

The  terror  of  missiui;  his  life's  des- 

AVhich  in  her  had  its  mystical  rep- 
resentation. 

III. 
And  truly,  the  thought  of  it,  scaring 

him.  passed 
O'er  his  heart,  while  he  now  through 

the  twilight  rode  fadt. 
As  a  shade  from  the  wing  of  some 

great  bird  obscene 
In  a  wild  silent  laud  may  be  sud- 
denly seen, 
Darkening  over  the  sands,  where  it 

startles  and  scares 
Some  traveller  strayed  in  the  waste 

unawares, 
So   that  thought  more    than  once 

darkened  over  his  heart 
For  a  moment,  and  rapidly  seemed 

to  depart. 
Fast  and  ftirious  he  rode   through 

the  thickets  which  ro.se 
Up   the   shagiry   hillside;    and   the 

(juarrelling  crows 
(^hinged  above  him,  and  clustering 

down  the  dim  air 
I)roi>ped  into  the  dark  woods.     By 

flts  here  and  there 
Shepherd  llres  faintly  gleamed  from 

the  valleys.     ()  liow 
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He  envied  the  wings  of  each  wild 

birdf  as  now  [ascent 

He  urged  tlie  steed  over  the  dizzy 
Of  the  mountains!     Behind  liini  a 

murmur  was  sent 
From  tlic  torrent, — Before  him  a 

sound  from  the  tracts 
Of  the  woodlands  tliat  waved  o'er 

the  w^ild  cataracts. 
And  the  loose  earth  and  loose  stones 

rolled  momently  down 
From  the  hoofs   of   his  steed  to 

abysses  unknown. 
The  red  day  had  fallen  bencatli  the 

black  woods, 
And  the  Powers  of  the  niglit  through 

the  vast  solitudes 
Walked  abroad  and  conversed  with 

each  other.    The  trees 
Were  in  sound  and  in  motion,  and 

muttered  like  seas 
lu  Elfland.    The  road  tliroui^h  the 

forest  was  hollowed. 
On  he  .sped  through  the  darkness, 

as  though  he  were  followed 
Fast,  fast  by  the  ErI  kiuir! 

The  wild  wizard-work 
Of  the  forest  at  last  opened  sharp, 

o*er  the  fork 
Of  a  savage  ravine,  and  l>ehind  the 

black  stems 
Of  the  last  trees,  whose  leaves  in 

the  light  gleamed  like  gems. 
Broke  the  broad  moon  above   the 

voluminous  [Tartarus ! 

Rock-chaos, — the   Ilecati'   of   that 
With   his  horse  reeking  white,  he 

at  last  rea<!hed  the  door 
Of  a  small  monntniu   inn,  on   the 

brow  of  a  lioar 
Cragg)'  promontory,  o'er  a  tlssure 

as  grim, 
Through  which,  ever  roaring,  there 

leaped  o'er  the  limb 
Of  the  rent  rock  a  torrent  of  water, 

from  sight, 
Into  pools   that  were  feeding   the 

roots  of  the  night. 
A    balcony  hung    o'er    the  water. 

Above 


In  a  gllmmerinu:  casement  a  shade 

seemed  to  move. 
At  the   door  the   old  n  egress  was 

nodding  her  head 
As  he   reached   it.     '•  My  mistress 

awaits  you."  she  said. 
And  up  the  rude  stairway  of  creak- 
ing i)ine  rafter 
He  foUoweil  lier  >ilfnt.     A  few  mo* 

meiits  atlor. 
llis  heart  almost  stinnuMl  him,  his 

head  seeiiUMl  to  n'cl. 
For  a    door   closed  —  Luvois   was 

alone  with  Lnoile. 

IV. 

In  a  gray  travelling  dress,  her  dark 

hair  unconlinod 
Streaming  o'er  it,  and  tossed  now 

and  then  bv  the  wind 
From   the   hittice,  that  waved   the 

dull  flame  in  a  spire 
From  a  brass  lamp  before  her,  —  a 

faint  hectic  lire 
On  her  cheek,  to  her  eyes  lent  the 

lustic  of  fever. 
They  seemed   to  have  wept    them- 
selves wider  than  ever, 
Tliose  dark  eyes,  —  so  dark  and  so 

deep ! 

"You  relent? 
And  your  plans  have  been  changed 

by  the  letter  I  sent?" 
There  his  voice  .sank,  borne  down 

by  a  strong  inward  strife. 

LrciLK. 

Your  letter!    yes,   Duke.      For    it 

threatens  man's  life, — 
Woman's  honor. 

Ltvois. 
The  last,  madam,  noil 

Lt'l'II.K. 

Both.    I  glance 
At  your  own  words ;  blush,  son  of 

the  knightliood  of  France, 
As  I  read  them !     You  say  in  this 

letter  .  .  . 
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Why  now  you  refuse  me ;  'tis  {in  it 

not  80?) 
For  the  man  who  has  trifled  before^ 

wantonly. 
And  now  trifles  again  icith  the  heart 

you  dent/ 
To  myself.     But  he  shall  not!    By 

man's  last  wild  law, 
I  xmll  seize  on  the  right  (the  right, 

Due  de  Luvois!) 
To  avenge  for  you,  woman,  the  past, 

and  to  give 
To    the  future    its  freedom.     TJint 

man  shall  not  live 
To  make  you  as  wretched  as  you  have 

made  me  !  " 

Lrvois. 
iVell,  madam,  in  those  words  what 

word  do  voii  sec 
rhatthrcatcns  the  honor  of  woman  V 

LlXILE. 

Sec  I  .  .  .  what, 
'^hat  word,  do  you   ask  ?     Every 

word!  wouUl  von  not, 
rfad  I  taken  your  hand  thus,  liavc 

felt  that  your  name 
Was  soiled  and  dishonored  by  more 

than  mere  sliame 
if  tlie  woman  lliat  bore  it  Iiad  first 

been  the  eause 
Of  tlic  crime  wliich  in  tliese  words 

is  menaced  ?     You  pause  I 
AVoman's  lionor,  you  ask  ?  Is  tliere, 

sir,  no  dislionor 
*n  the  smile  of  a  woman,  when  men, 

^jjaziuiT  on  her, 
Clin  sinnlder,    and   say,    "In    that 

smile  is  a  ijrave  ?  " 
Xo  I  vou  can  have  no  cause,  Duke, 

for  no  rijrht  you  have 
In  the  contest  you  menace.     That 

contest  but  draws 
Kvery  riirht  into  ruin.     I5y  all  hu- 
man laws 
Of  man's  heart  I   forbid  it,  by  all 

sanctities 
Of  man's  social  honor ! 

The  Duke  drooped  his  eyes. 
*'  I  obey  you,"  he  said,    "  but  let 

woman  beware 


How  she  i)?ays  fast  and  loose   tlui.<« 
with  human  despair. 

And    the    storm    in    man's     heart. 
Madam,  yours  was  the  ri^lit^ 

When  you  saw^  that  I  hoped,  to  ex- 
tinguish hope  quite, 

But  you  should  from  the  first  have 
done  this,  for  I  feel 

That  you  knew  from  the  first  that  I 
loved  you." 

Lucile 

This   sudden   reproach   seemed    tt> 
startle. 

She  raisetl 
A  slow,  wistful  regard  to  his  feat- 
ures, and  gazed 
On  them   silent   awhile.     His   own 

looks  were  downcast 
Through  her  heart,  whence  its  first 
i  wild  alarm  was  now  passed, 

;  Pity  crept,  and  perchance  o'er  her 

conscience  a  tear. 
Falling  softly,  awoke  it. 

However  severe. 
Were  they  unjust,  these  sudden  up- 

l)raidinirs,  to  her  ? 
Had  she  liirhtlv  misccmstrued  this 

man's  character. 
Which  had  seemed,  even  when  most 

impassioned  it  seemed. 
Too   self-conscious   to   lose   all  in 

love  ?     Had  slie  deemed 
Tliat  this  airy,  gay,  insolent  man  of 

the  world. 
So  proud   of    the  i)lace  the  world 

gave  him.  held  furled 
In  his  bosom  no  passion  which  once 

shaken  wide  [lofty  pride  ? 
^Hghttug,  till  it  snapped,  that  erect 
Were  those  elements  in  him,  which 

once  roused  to  strife. 
Overthrow    a    whole    nature,    and 

change  a  whole  life? 
Tliere   are   two  kinds  of  strength. 

One,  the  strength  of  the  river 
Which  through  continents  pushes 

its  pathway  forever 
To  fling  its  fond  heart  in  the  sea; 

1  f  it  lose  [its  use. 

This,  the  aim  of  its  life,  it  is  lost  to 
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It  goes  mad,  is  diffused  into  deluge, 

and  dies. 
The  other,  the  strength  of  the  sea ; 

which  supplies 
Itsdeeplife  from  mysterious  sources, 

and  draws 
The  river's  life  into  its  own  life,  by 

laws 
Which  it  heeds  not    The  difference 

in  each  case  Is  this  : 
The  river  is  lost,  if  the  ocean  it 

miss; 
If  the  sea  miss  the  river,  what  mat- 
ter ?    The  sea 
Is  the  sea  still,  forever.     Its  deep 

heart  will  be 
Self-sufficing,  unconscious  of  loss 

as  of  yore; 
Its  sources  are  infinite ;  still  to  the 

shore,  [sJiy* 

With  no  diminution  of  pride,  it  will 
-"  I  am  here ;  I,  the  sea !  stand  aside, 

and  make  way  I " 
Was  his  love,  then,  the  love  of  the 

river  ?  and  she, 
Had  she  taken  tliat  love  for  the  love 

of  the  sea  ? 

V. 

At  that  thought,  from  her  aspect 

whatever  had  been 
3tem  or  haujrhty  departed ;    and, 

humbled  in  mien. 
She  approached  him,  and  brokenly 

murmured,  as  though 
To  herself  more  than  him,  **  Was  I 

wTong  ?  is  it  so  ? 
Hear  me,  Duke  I  you  must  feel  that, 

whatever  you  deem 
Your  right  to  reproach  me  in  this, 

your  esteem 
I  may  claim  on  one  ground,  —  I  at 

least  am  sincere. 
You  say  that  to  me  from  the  first  it 

was  clear 
That  you  loved  mo.     But  what   if 

this  knowledge  were  known 
At  a  moment  in  life  when  I  felt 

most  alone, 
and  least  able  to  be  so  ?  A  moment, 

in  fact, 


When  I  strove  from  one  haunting 

regret  to  retract 
And  emancipate  life,  and  once  more 

to  fulfil 
Woman's    destinies,    duties,     and 

hopes  ?  would  you  still 
So  bitterly  blame  me,  Eugene  d« 

Luvois, 
If  I  hoped  to  see  all  this,  or  deemed 

that  I  saw 
For  a  moment  the  promise  of  this. 

in  the  plighted 
Affection  of    one  who,   iu  nature, 

united 
So  much  that  from  others  affection 

might  claim 
If  only  affection   were  free  ?    Do 

}*ou  blame 
The    hope    of    that    moment  ?      I 

tlcemed  my  heart  free 
From  all,  saving  sorrow.    I  deemed 

that  in  me 
There  was  yet  strength  to  mould  it 

once  more  to  my  will, 
To  uplift  it  once  more  to  my  hope. 

Do  you  still 
Blame  me,  Duke,  that  I  did  not  then 

bid  you  refrain 
From    hope  ?    alas !     I    too    then 

hoped ! " 

Luvois. 

O.  again. 
Yet  again,  say  that   thrice-bless6d 

word !  say,  Lucile, 
That  you  then  deigned  to  hope  — 

Lucile. 
Yes !  to  hope  I  could  feel. 
And  could  give  to  you,  that  without 

which,  all  else  given 
VT'ere  but  to  deceive,  and  to  injure 

you  even :  — 
A    heart    free    from    thoughts    oi 

another.     Say,  then, 
Do  you  blame  that  one  hope  ? 

Luvois. 

O  Lucile ! 

'*  Say  again," 
She    resumed,  gazing   down,  and 
with  faltering  tone, 
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"  Do  you  blame  me  that,  when  I  at 

last  had  to  own 
To  my  heart  that  the  hope  it  had 

cherished  was  o'er, 
And  forever,  I   said   to  you  then, 

*  Hope  no  more?' 
I  myself  hoped  no  more !  " 

Willi  but  ill-suppressed  wrath 
The    Duke    answered  ..."  What, 

then !  ho  rccrosses  your  path 
This  man,  and  you  have  but  to  see 

him,  despite 
Of  his  troth   to  another,   to   take 

back  tliat  light 
Worthless  heart  to  your  own,  which 

he  wronged  years  ago  !  " 
Lucile  faintly,  brokenly  murmured, 

..."  No !  no ! 
Tis  not  that— but  alas!— but    I 

cannot  conceal 
That  I  have  not  forgotten  the  past 

—  but  I  feel  [on  your  part.  — 
That  I  cannot  accept  all  these  gifts 
In    return  for  what ...  ah,  Duke, 

what  is  it?  ...  a  heart 
Which  is  only  a  ruin !  " 

With  words  warm  and  wild, 
"  Though  a  ruin  it  be,  trust  nie  yet 

to  rebuild 
And    restore    it,"     Luvois    cried; 

"  though  ruined  it  be. 
Since  so  dear  is  that  ruin,  ah,  yield 

it  to  me !  " 
He    approached    her.     Slie  shrank 

back.    The  grief  in  her  eyes 
Answered,  "  No !  "  [rise 

An  emotion  more  tierce  seemed  to 
And  to  break  into  flame,  as  though 

flred  by  tlie  liglit 
Of  that  look,  in  his  heart.     He  ex- 
claimed, *'  Am  I  right? 
Vou  reject  me  I  accept  him?** 

"  I  have  not  done  so," 
She   said   ttrmly.     He   hoarsely  re- 
sumed, "  Not  yet,  —  no ! 
But  can  you  with  accents  as  Arm 

promise  me 
That  you  will  not  accept  him?  '* 

"Accept?    Is  he  free? 
Free  to  ofTer?  "  she  said. 


"  You  evade  me,  Lucile," 
He  replied;  ah,  you  will  not  avow 

what  j'ou  feel ! 
He  might  make  himself  free?     O, 

you  blush,  —  turn  away! 
Dare  you  openly  look  In  my  face. 

lady,  say! 
While  you  deign   to  reply  to  one 

question  Irom  me? 
I  may  hope  nut,  you  tell  me:  but 

tell  nie,  may  he? 
What!    silent?      1   alter  my  ques- 
tion.    If  quite 
Freed  in  faith  from  this  troth,  might 

he  hope  then?" 

"  He  might." 
She  said  softly. 

VI. 

Those  two  whispered  words,  In 

his  breast, 
As  he  heard  them,  in  one  madden- 
ing moment  releast 
All  that's  evil  and  fierce  in  man's 

nature,  to  crush 
And  extinguish   In  man  all  that's 

good.     In  the  rush 
Of  wild  joalousy,  all  the  fierce  pas- 
sions that  waste 
And  darken  and  devastate  intellect, 

chased  [wild  animal 

From  its  realm  human  reason.   The 
In  the  bosom  of  man  was  set  free. 

And  of  all 
Human  passions  the  fiercest,  fierce 

jealousy,  fierce 
As  the  fire,  and  more  wild  than  the 

whirlwind,  to  pierce 
And   to    rend,    mshed   upon    him-, 

fierce  jealousy,  swelled 
By  all  passions  bred  from  it,  and 

ever  impelled 
To  involve  all   things  else  in  the 

anguish  within  It, 
And  on  others  inflict  Its  own  pangs! 

At  that  minute 
What  passed  throuirh  his  mind,  who 

shall  say?  who  ma}'  tell 
The  dark  thouirhts  of  man's  heart, 

which  the  red  glare  of  hell 
Can  Illumine  alone? 
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He  stared  wildly  around 

That  lone  place,  so  lonely !  That  si- 
lence !  no  sound 

Reached  that  room,  through  the  dark 
evening  air,  save  tiie  drear 

Drip  and  roar  of  the  cataract  cease- 
less and  near ! 

It  was  midnight  all  round  on  the 
weird  silent  weather ; 

Deep  midnight  in  him  I  They  two, 
—  lone  and  together, 

Himself,  and  that  woman  defence- 
less before  him  I 

The  triumph  and  bliss  of  his  rival 
flashed  o'er  him. 

The  abyss  of  his  own  black  despair 
seemed  to  ope 

At  his  feet,  with  that  awful  exclu- 
sion of  hope 

Which  Dante  read  over  the  city  of 
doom. 

All  the  Tarquin  passed  into  his  soul 
in  the  gloom. 

And,  uttering  words  he  dared  never 
recall. 

Words  of  insult  and  menace,  he 
thundered  down  all 

Thebrewed  storm-cloudwithinhim : 
its  flashes  scorched  blind 

Ills  own  senses.  His  spirit  was 
driven  on  the  wind 

Of  a  reckless  emotion  beyond  his 
control ; 

A  torrent  seemed  loosened  within 
him.     His  soul 

Surged  up  from  that  caldron  of 
passion  that  hissed 

And  seethed  in  his  heart. 

VII. 

He  had  thrown,  and  had  missed 
liis  last  stake. 

VIII. 

For,  transfigured,  she  rose  from 

the  place 
Where  he  rested  o'erawed :  a  saint's 

scorn  on  her  face ; 
Sach  a  drca^l  cade  retro  was  written 

in  light 
On  her  forehead,  the  fiend  would 

himself,  at  that  sight, 


Have  sunk  back  abashed  to  perdi* 

tion.     I  know 
If  Lucrctia  at  Tarquin  but  once  had 

looked  so, 
She    had    needed  no  dagger  next 


morning. 


She  rose 
like  that 


And  swept  to  the  floor, 

phantom  the  snows 
Feel  at  nightfall  sweep  o'er  them, 

when  daylight  is  gone. 
And  Caucasus  is  with  the  moon  all 

alone. 
There  she  paused ;  and,  as  though 

from  immeasurable, 
Insurpassablc    distance,   she    mur- 
mured — 

"Farewell! 
We,  alas !  have  mistaken  each  other. 

Once  more  [o'er. 

Illusion,  to-night,  in  my  lifetime  is 
Due  de  Luvols,  adieu ! " 

From  the  heart-breaklnggloom 
Of   that  vacaut,   reproachful,  and 

desolate  room, 
Hefeltshewasgone, — gon^foreverl 

IX. 

No  word. 

The  sharpest  that  ever  was  edgecl 
by  a  sword. 

Could   have   pierced   to  his    heart 
with  such  keen  accusation 

As  the  silence,  the  sudden  profound 
isolation. 

In  which  he  remained. 

*'  O,  return ;  1  repent  1 " 

He  exclaimed ;  but  no  sound  through 
the  stillness  was  sent, 

Save  the  roar  of  the  water,  in  an- 
swer to  him, 

And  tiie  beetle  that,  sleeping,  yet 
hummed  her  night-hymn : 

An  indistinct  anthem,  that  troubled 
the  air 

With  a  searching,  and  wistful,  and 
questioning  prayer. 

'♦Return,"  sunir  the  wandering  In- 
sect.   The  rosr 

Of    the    waters    replied,    "Never- 
more I  nevermore !  ** 


68 


LUCILE. 


He  walked  to  the  wiDclow.     The 

spray  on  his  brow 
Was  flung  cold  from  the  whirlpools 

of  water  bi*low ; 
The  frail  wooden  balcony  shook  in 

the  sound 
Of    the  torrent.      The    mountains 

gloomed  sullenly  round. 
A   candle  one   ray  from  a  closed 

casement  flung. 
O'er  the  dim  balustrade  all  bewil- 
dered he  hung, 
Vaguely  watching  the  broken  and 

shimmering  blink 
Of  the  stars  on  the  veering  and 

vitreous  brink 
Of    that  snake-like  prone  column 

of  water;  and  listing 
Aloof  o'er  the  languors  of  air  the 

persisting 
Sharp  horn  of  the  gray  gnat.    Be- 
fore he  relinquished 
His  unconscious  employment,  that 

light  was  extinguished. 
Wheels,  at  last,  from  the  inn  door 

aroused  him.     He  ran 
Down  the  stairs;  reached  the  door 

—  just  to  see  her  depart. 
Down  the  mountain  the    carriage 

was  speeding. 

X. 

His  heart 
Pealed  the  knell  of  its  last  hope. 

He  rushed  on;  but  whither 
He  knew   not  —  on.  into   the   dark 

cloudy  weather  — 
The    midnight  — the    mountains  — 

on,  over  the  shelf 
Of  the  precipice  — on,  still — away 

from  himself ! 
Till,   exhausted,  he  sank  'mid  the 

dead  leaves  and  moss 
At  the   mouth  of  the   forest.      A 

glimmering  cross 
Of  gray  stone  stood  for  prayer  by 

the  wood  side.    He  sank 
Prayerless,  powerless,  down  at  its 

base,  'mid  the  dank 
Weeds  and  grasses;   his  face   hid 

amongst  them.     He  knew 


That  the  night  had  divided  his  whole 

life  in  two. 
Behind  him  a  Past  that  was  ove' 

forever ;  [deavoi 

Before  him  a  Future  devoid  of  en- 
And  purpose.     He  felt  a  remorse 

for  the  one, 
Of  the  other  a  fear.  What  remained 

to  be  done? 
Whither  now  should  he  turn?    Turn 

again,  as  before. 
To  his  old  easy,  careless  existence 

of  yore  [ter  or  worse 

He  could  not.     He  felt  that  for  bet- 
A  change  had  passed  o'er  him ;  an 

angry  remorse 
Of  his  own  frantic  failure  and  erroi 

had  marred 
Such  a  refuge  forever.    The  future 

seemed  barred 
By  the  corpse  of  a  dead  hope  o'er 

which  he  must  tread 
To  attain  it.  Life's  wilderness  round 

him  was  spreail. 
What  clew  there  to  cling  by? 

He  clung  by  a  name 
To  a  dyna«5ty  fallen  forever.  He  came 
Of   an    old    princely    house,    true 

through  chan;j:e  to  the  race 
And  the  sword  of  Saint  Louis,  —  a 

faith  'twere  disgrace 
To  reliucjuish,  and  folly  to  live  for. 

Nor  less 
Was    his    ancient    religion    (once 

pot<?nt  to  bless 
Or  to  ban ;  and  the  crozler  his  ances- 
tors kneeled 
To  adore,  when  they  fought  for  the 

Cross,  in  hard  Held, 
With  the  Crescent)   become  ere  it 

reached  him,  tradition ; 
A  mere  faded  badge  of  a  social  posi- 
tion ;  [about, 
A  thing  to  retain  and  .say  nothing 
Lest,  if  used,  it  should  draw  degra- 
dation from  doubt. 
Thus,  the  first  time  he  sought  them, 

the  creeds  of  his  youth 
Wholly  failed  the  strong  needs  of  his 

manhood,  in  truth  \ 
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And  beyond  them,  lahat  region  of 

reftige?  what  field 
For  employmeDt,  this  civilized  age, 

did  it  yield, 
In  that  civilized  land?  or  to  thought? 

or  to  action  ? 
Blind  deliriums,  bewildered  and  end- 
less distraction  I 
Not  even  a  desert,  not  even  the  cell 
Of  a  hermit  to  flee  to,  wherein  he 

might  quell 
The  wild  devil-instincts  which  now, 

unreprest, 
Run  riot  through  tliat  ruined  world 

in  his  breast. 

XI. 

So  he  lay  there,  lilce  Lucifer,  ft-esh 
f^om  the  sight 

Of  a  heaven  scaled  and  lost ;  in  tlic 
wide  arms  of  night 

0*er  the  howling  abysses  of  noth- 
ingness !     There 

As  he  lay.  Nature's  deep  voice  was 
teaching  him  prayer ; 

But  what  had  lie  to  pray  to  ? 

The  winds  in  tlie  woods, 

Tlie  voices  abroad  o'er  those  vast 
solitudes, 

Were  in  commune  all  round  with 
the  invisible  Power 

That  walked  the  dim  world  by  Him- 
self at  that  hour. 

But  their  language  he  had  not  yet 
learned  —  in  despite 

Of  the  much  he  had  learned  —  or 
forgotten  it  (piite. 

With  its  once  native  accents.  Alas ! 
what  had  he 

To  add  to  that  deep-toned  sublime 
symphony  [was  still 

Of  thanksgiving?  ...  A  llcry-flnger 

Scorching  into  his  heart  some  dread 
.sentence.     His  ^^ill, 

Like  a  wind  that  is  put  to  no  pur- 
pose, was  wild 

At  its  work  of  destniction  within 
him.    The  child 

Of  an  infidel  age,  he  had  been  his 
own  god, 

Hfs  ^WD  deviL 


He  sat  on  the  damp  mountain  so<l. 

And  stared  sullenly  up  at  the  dark 
sky. 

The  ch)uds 

Had  heaped  th'jmselves    over    tlie 
bare  west  in  crowvis 

Of    misshapen,    incongruous    por- 
tents.    A  green 

Streak  of    dreary,  cold,   luminous 
ether,  between 

The  base  of  their  black  l)arricadeg, 
and  the  ridge 

Of  the  grim  world,  gleamed  ghastly, 
as  under  soum;  bridge, 

Cyclop-sized,  in  a  city  of  ruins  o'er- 
thrown 

By  sieges  forgotten,  some    river, 
unknown 

And  uimamed,  widens  on  into  deso- 
late lands 

While  he  gazed,  that  cloud-city  in^ 
visible  hands 

Dismantled  and  rent;  and  revealed, 
through  a  loop 

In  the  breached  dark,  the  blemished 
and  half -broken  ht>of) 

Of  tlie  moon,  which  soon  silently 
sank;  and  anon  [gone. 

The  whole  supernatural  pageant  was 

The  wide  night,  discomforted,  con- 
scious of  loss, 

Darkeiieil  round  him.     One  object 
alone  —  that  gray  cross  — 

Glimmered  faint  on  the  dark.    Gaz- 
ing up,  he  descried 

Through  the  void  air,  its  desolate 
arms  outstretched  wide, 

As  though  to  embrace  him. 

He  turned  from  the  sight. 

Set  his  face  to  the  darkness,  and  tied. 

XII. 

When  the  light 
Of  the  dawn  grayly  flickered  and 

glared  on  the  spent 
Wearied  ends  of  the  night,  like  a 

hope  that  is  sent 
To  the  need  of  some  grief  when  its 

need  is  the  sorest, 
He  was  sullenly  riding  across  the 

dark  forest 
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Towards  Luchon. 

Thus  riding,  with  eyes  of  defiance 
Set  ugainst  Die  young  day,  as  dis- 
claiming alliance 
With  aught  that  the  day  brings  to 

man,  he  perceived 
Faintly,  suddenly.fleetingly,  through 

the  damp-leaved 
Autumn  branches  that    put   forth 

gaunt  arms  on  his  way, 
The  face  of  a  man  pale  and  wistful, 

and  gray 
With  the  gray  glare  of  morning. 

Eug5ne  de  Luvois, 
With  the  sense  of  a  strange  second 

sight,  when  he  saw 
That  phantom-like    face,  could  at 

once  recognize, 
By  the  sole  instinct    now  left  to 

guide  him,  the  eyes 
Of  his   rival,   though  fleeting  the 

vision  and  dim, 
With  astern  sad  inquiry  fixed  keeuly 

on  him.  [to  his  own ; 

And,  to  meet  it,  a  lie  leaped  at  once 
A  lie  bom  of  tliat  lying  darkness 

now  grown 
Over  all  in  his  nature !  lie  answered 

tliat  gaze 
Witli  a  look  which,  if  ever  a  man's 

look  convevs 
More  intensely  tlian  words  what  a 

man  means,  conveyed 
Beyond  doubt   in  its  smile  an  an- 
nouncement which  said, 
"  /  ha'ce  triumphed.      Th^  question 

your  eyes  trouJd  imply 
Comes  too  late,  Alfred  Vnrtjrave!'* 

And  so  he  rode  by, 
And  rode  on,  and  rode  gayly,  and 

rode  out  of  sight, 
Leaving  tliat  look   behind  him  to 

rankle  and  bite. 

XIII. 

And  It  bit,  and  it  rankled. 

XIV. 

Lord  Alfred,  scarce  knowing. 
Or  choosing,  or  heeding  the  way  he 
was  going, 


By  one  wild  hope  impelled,  by  one- 
wild  fear  pursued. 

And  led  by  one  instinct,  which  seem- 
ed to  exclude 

From  his  mind  every  human  sensa- 
tion, save  one  — 

The  torture  of  doubt  —  had  strayed 
moodily  on, 

Down  the  highway  deserted,  that 
evening  in  which 

With  the    Duke    he    had    parted; 
strayed  on,  through  the  rich 

Haze  of  sunset,  or  into  the  gradual 
night, 

Which    darkened,    unnoticed,    the 
land  from  his  sight, 

Toward  Saint  Saviour;  nor  did  the 
changed  aspect  of  all 

The  wild  scenery  round  him  avail 
to  recall  (tions,  until. 

To  his  senses  their  normal  percep- 

As  he  stood  on  the  black  shaggy 
brow  of  the  hill 

At  the  mouth  of  the  forest,  the 
moon,  which  had  hung 

Two  dark  hours  in  a  cloud,  slipped 
on  fire  from  among 

The  rent  vapors,  and  sunk  o'er  the 
ridge  of  the  world. 

Then  he  lifted   his  eyes,  and  saw 
round  him  unfurled. 

In   one  moment    of   splendor,  the 
leagues  of  dark  trees. 

And  the  long  rocky  line  of  the  wild 
Pyrenees. 

And    he    knew    by    the    milestone 
scored  rough  on  the  face 

Of  the  bare  rock,  he  was  ^ut  two 
hours  from  the  place 

Where  Luclle  and  Luvois  must  have 
met.    This  same  track 

The  Duke  must  have  traversed,  per- 
force, to  get  back 

To  Luchon ;  not  j'et  then  the  Duke 
had  returned! 

He  listened,  he  looked  up  the  dark, 
but  discerned      [by  the  way. 

Not  a  trace,  not  a  sound  of  a  horse 

lie   knew  that  the  night  was   ap- 
proaching to  day. 
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lie  resolved  to  proceed  to  Saint 
Saviour.    Tlie  morn 

Which,  at  last,  tlirough  the  forest 
broke  chill  and  forlorn, 

Revealed  to  him,  riding  toward  Lu- 
chou,  the  Duke. 

'Twas  then  tliat  the  two  men  ex- 
changed look  for  look. 

XV. 

And  the  Dokc's  rankled  iu  him. 

XVI. 

He  rushed  on.     He  tore 
His  path  through  the  thicket.     He 

reached  tlie  inn  door, 
Rousted  the  yet  drowsing  porter,  re- 
luctant to  rise, 
And  inquired  for  the  Countess.  Tlie 

man  rubbed  his  eyes. 
The  Countess  was  gone.    And  the 

Duke? 

The  man  stared 
A  sleepy  inquiry. 

With  accents  that  scared 
The  man's  dull  sense  awake,  •*  He, 

tlie  stranger,"  he  cried. 
"  Who  liad  been  there  tliat  night!  " 

Tlie  man  grinned  and  replied, 
With  a  vacant  intelligence,  **  lie,  O 

ay,  ay ! 
He  went  alter  the  lady.'* 

No  further  reply 
Could  he  give.      Alfred  Vargrave 

demanded  no  more, 
Flung  a  coin  to  the  man.  and  so 

turned  from  the  door. 
"What!  the  Duke  tlien  tlic  night  in 

that  lone  inn  had  passed? 
In  that  lone  inn  —  wiih  lier !  "  Was 

that  look  he  Iiad  cast 
When  they  met  in  tlic  forest,  that 

look  which  remained 
On  his  mln<l  with  its  terrible  smile, 

thus  explained? 

XVII. 

The  day  was  half  turned  to  the  even- 
ing, before       [sick  and  sore. 
He  re-entered  Luclion,  witli  a  heart 
In  the  midst  of  a  liglit  crowd  of 
i>al)blerK,  liis  look. 


By   their  voices  attracted,   distin- 
guished the  Drke, 
Gay,    insolent,     noisy,   with    eyes 

sparkling  briglit,  [ous. 

With  laughter,  sliritl,  airy,  continu- 

Uight 
Through   the   throng    Alfred   Var 

grave,  wiili  swift  sombre 

stride, 
Glided  on.     Tlie  Duke  noticed  liim, 

turned,  stepped  aside, 
.\nd,  cordially  grasping  his  hand, 

whispered  low, 
**  O,   how    right  liave    you    been! 

There  can  never  be  —  no, 
Never  —  any  more  contest  between 

us  I     Milord, 
Let  us  henceforth  be  friends !  '* 

Having  uttered  tliat  wonl, 
He  turned  lightly  round  on  his  heel, 

and  again 
His  gay  laughter  was  heard,  echoed 

loud  by  that  train 
Of  his  young  imitators. 

Lord  Alfred  stood  still, 
Hooted',  stunned  te  the   spot.     Ho 

felt  weary  and  ill. 
Out  of  heart  with  his  own  heart,  and 

sick  to  the  soul, 
With  a  dull,  stilling  anguish  h'i  could 

not  control. 
Does  he  hear  in  a  dream,  through 

the  buzz  of  the  crowd. 
The  Duke's  blithe  associates,  bal>- 

bliijg  ahmd  [that  day? 

Some  comment  upcn  his  gay  humor 
He  never  was  gayer :  what  makes 

him  so  gay? 
*Tis,  no  doubt,   say   the  flatterers, 

nattering  in  tune, 
Some  vestal  whose  virtue  no  tongue 

dare  impugn 
Has  at  last  found  a  Mars,  —  who,  of 

course,  shall  be  nameless. 
The  vestal  that  yields  to  Mars  only 

is  blamel(?ss ! 
Hark!  hears  he  a  name  which  thus 

syllabled,  stirs 
All  his  heart  into   tumult?  .  .  .  Lu- 

cile  (U*  Nevers 
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With  the  Duke's  coupled  gayly,  in 
some  lau^hini;,  li^ht, 

Free  allusion?  Not  so  as  might 
give  liim  the  rigiit 

To  turn  fiercely  round  on  the 
speaker,  but  yet 

To  a  trite  and  irreverent  compli- 
ment set ! 

XVIII. 

Slowly,  slowly,  usurping  that  place 
in  his  soul 

Where  the  thought  of  Lucilc  was 
enshrined,  did  there  roll 

Back  hgain,  1)ack  agaiu,  on  its 
smooth  downward  course 

O'er  his  nature,  with  gathered  mo- 
mentum and  force, 

The  would. 

XIX. 

*'No!"   he  muttered,  "she  cannot 

have  sinned  I 
True !  women  there  are  (self-named 

women  of  mind!) 
Who  love  rather  libcty  —  liberty, 

yes! 
To  choose  and  to  leave  —  than  the 

legalized  stress 
Of  the  loviugest  marriage.    But  she 

—  is  she  so? 
I  will  not  believe  it.   Lucile?    O  no, 

no! 
Not  Lucile ! 
*'  But  the   world?    and,  ah,   what 

would  it  sav? 
O  the  look  of  that  man,  and  his 

laughter,  to-<lay ! 
The  gossip's  light    question!    the 

slanderous  jest! 
She  is  right!  no,  we  could  not  be 

happy.     'Tis  ])est 
As  It  is.   I  will  write  to  her, —  write, 

O  my  heart ! 
And  accept  her  farewell.    Our  fare- 
well !  must  we  part, — 
Part  thus,  then,  —  forever,  Lucile? 

Is  it  so? 
Yes!   I  feel  it.    We  could  not  be 

happy,  I  know. 
*Twas  a  dream !  we  must  waken ! " 


XX. 

With  head  bowed,  as  though 
By  the  weight  of  the  heart's  resig- 
nation, and  slow 
Moody  footsteps,  he  turned  to  \i\% 

inn. 

Drawn  apart 
From  the  gate,  in  the  court-yard. 

and  ready  to  start. 
Postboys    mounteil,    portmanteaus 

packed  up  and  made  fast, 
A  travelling-carriage,  unnoticed,  he 

l)assed. 
He  ordennl  his  horse  to  be  ready 

anon : 
Sent,  and  paid,  for  the  reckoning, 

and  slowly  passed  on, 
And  ascended   the    staircase,   and 

entered  his  room. 
It  was  twilight.     The  chamber  was 

dark  in  the  gloom 
Of  the  evening.     He  listlessly  kin- 
dled a  light 
On  the  mantel-piece ;  there  a  large 

card  caught  his  sight,  — 
A   large   card,    a   stout  card,  well 

printed  and  plain, 
Nothing  flourishing,  flimsy,  affected, 

or  vain. 
It  gave  a  respectable  look  to  the  slah 
That  it  lay  on.     The  name  was  — 


Sin  Ridley  MacNab. 


Full  familiar  to  him  was  the  name 

that  he  saw. 
For  'twas  that  of  his  own  future 

uncle-in-law, 
Mrs.    Darcy's    rich    brother,    the 

banker,  well-known 
x\s  wearing  the  longest-phylacteried 

gown 
Of  all  the  rich  Pharisees  England 

can  boast  of ; 
A  shrewd  Puritan  Scot,  whose  sharp 

wits  made  the  most  of 
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This  world  and  the  next;   having 

largely  invested 
Kot  only  where  treasure  is  never 

molested 
By  thieves,  motli,  or  rust;  but  on 

this  earthly  ball 
Where  interest  was  high,  and  se- 

cnrity  small, 
Of   mankind    there  was    never  a 

theory  yet 
Kot  by  some    individual  instance 

upset : 
And  so  to  that  sorrowful  verse  of 

the  Fsulm 
Which  declares  that  the  wicked  ex- 
pand like  the  palm 
In  a  world  where  the  righteous  are 

stunted  and  pent, 
A  cheering  exception    did    Ridley 

present 
Like    the  worthy  of   Uz,  Heaven 

prospered  his  piety. 
The  leader  of  every  religious  society, 
Christian    knowledge    lie    labored 

through  life  to  promote 
With   persoual    profit,  and    knew 

how  to  quote 
Both  the  Stocks  and  the  Scripture, 

with  equal  advantage 
To  himself  and  admiriug  friends, 

in  this  Cant-Age. 

XXI. 

Whilst  over  this  card  Alfred  va- 
cantly brooded, 

A  waiter  his  head  through  the  door- 
way protruded ; 

•*Sir  Ridley  MacNab  with  Milord 
wished  to  speak." 

Alfred  Vargrave  could  feel  there 
were  tears  on  his  cheek; 

lie  brushed  them  away  with  a  ges- 
ture of  pride. 

He  glanced  at  the  glass ;  when  his 
o>vn  face  lie  eyed, 

He  was  scared  by  Its  pallor.    In- 
clining his  head, 

lie  with  tones  calm,  unshaken,  and 
silvery,  said, 

"  Sir  Ridley  may  enter." 

In  three  minutes  more 


That  benign  apparition  appeared  at 

the  door. 
Sir  Ridley,   released    for   a  while 

from  the  cares 
Of  business,  and  minded  to  breathe 

the  pure  airs 
Of  the  blue  Pyrenees,  and  enjoy  his 

release, 
In   company  there  with  his  sister 

and  niece, 
Found   himself  now  at  Luchon, — 

distributing  tracts, 
Sowing  seed  by  the  way,  and  col- 
lecting new  facts 
For  Exeter  Hall;  he  was  starting 

that  night 
For  Bigorre:  he  had  heanl,  to  his 

cordial  delight, 
That  Lord  Alfred  was  there,  andf 

himself,  setting  out 
For  the  same  destination :    impa 

tient,  no  doubt! 
Here  some   commonplace    compll- 

meiits  as  to  ''  the  marriage  " 
Through  his  speech  trickled  softly, 

like  honey  :  his  carriage 
Was  ready.      A  storm  seemed  to 

threaten  the  weather : 
If  his  young  friend  agreed,   wh5 

not  travel  together? 

With  a  footstep  uncertain  and  rest- 
less,  a  frown 

Of  perplexity,  during  this  speech, 
up  and  down 

Alfred  Vargrave  was  striding ;  but, 
after  a  pause 

And  a  slight  hesitation,  the  which 
seemed  to  cause 

Some  surprise  to  Sir  Ridley,  he  an- 
swered,  —  "  My  dear 

Sir  Ridley,  allow  me  a  few  mo- 
ments here  — 

Half  an  hcnir  at  the  most  —  to  con- 
clude an  affair 

Of  a  nature  s<^  urgent  as  hardly  to 
spare 

My  presence  (which   brought  me, 
indeed,  to  this  spot). 

Before  I  eccept  vour  kind  offer." 

♦'Why  not?" 
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Said  Sir  Ridley,  aud  smiled.    Alfred 

Vargrave,  before 
Sir  Ridley  observed  it,  had  passed 

through  the  door. 
A  few  moments  later,  with  footsteps 

revealing 
Intense  agitation  of   uncontrolled 

feeling,  [low. 

He  was  rapidly  pacing  the  garden  be- 
What  passed  through  his  mind  then 

is  more  than  I  know, 
But  before  one  half-hour  into  dark- 
ness had  fled, 
In  the  court-yard  he  stood  with  Sir 

Ridley.    His  tread 
Was  Arm  and  composed.   Not  a  sign 

on  his  face 
Betrayed  there  the  least  agitation. 

*'  The  place 
You  so  kindly  have  offered,"  he  said, 

"  I  accept." 
And  he  stretched  out  his  baud.  The 

two  travellers  stepped 
Smiling  into  the  carriage. 

And  thus,  out  of  sight. 
They  drove  down  the  dark  road, 

and  into  the  night. 

XXII. 

Sir  Ridley  was  one  of  those  wise 
men  who,  so  far 

As  their  power  of  saying  it  goes, 
say  with  Zophar, 

**  We,  no  doubt,  are  the  people,  and 
wisdom  shall  die  with  us !  " 

Though  of  wisdom  like  theirs  there  ; 
is  no  small  supply  with  us. 

Side   by  side   in   the  carriage  en- 
sconced, the  two  men 

Began  to  converse,  somewhat  drow- 
sily, when 

Alfred  suddenly  thought, —  •'  Here's 
a  man  of  ripe  age, 

At  my  side,  by  his  fellows  reputed 
as  sage, 

Who  looks  happy,  and  therefore  who 
must  have  been  wise  : 

Suppose   I  with  caution  reveal  to 
his  eyes 

Some  few  of    the   reasons   which 
make  me  believe 


That  I  neither  am  happy  nor  wise? 

'twould  relieve 
And  enlight^'U,  perchance,  my  own 

darkness  and  doubt." 
For  which  purpose  a  feeler  he  softly 

put  out. 
It  was  snapped  up  at  once. 

"  What  is  truth?"  jesting 

PUate 
Asked,  and  passed  fVom  the  question 

at  once  with  a  smile  at  [it 
Its  utter  futility.  Had  he  addressed 
To  Ridley  MacNab,  he  at  least  had 

confessed  it 
Admitted  discussion !  and  certainly 

no  man 
Could  more  promptly  have  answered 

the  skeptical  Roman 
Than  Ridley.     Hear  some  street  as- 
tronomer talk ! 
Grant  him  two  or  three  hearers,  a 

morsel  of  chalk, 
And   forthwith    on    the   pavement 

he'll  sketch  you  the  scheme 
Of  the   heavens.     Then   hear  him 

enlarge  on  his  theme ! 
Not  afraid   of    La  Place,  nor    of 

Arago,  he! 
He'll  prove  you  the  whole  plan  in 

plain  A  B  c. 
Here's  your  sun,  — call  him  a;  b's 

the  moon;   it  is  clear 
How  the  rest  of  the  alphabet  brings 

up  the  rear 
Of  the  planets.     Now  ask  Arago, 

ask  La  Place, 
(Your  sages,  who  speak  with  the 

heavens  face  to  face!) 
Their  science  in  plain  a  b  c  to  ac- 
cord 
To  your   point-blank    inquiry,   in> 

friends  !    not  a  word 
Will  you  get  for  your  pains  from 

their  sad  lips.     Alas ! 
Not  a  drop   from  the  bottle  that's 

quite  full  will  pass. 
'Tis    the    half-empty    ressel    that 

freest  emits 
The  water  that's  in  it.     'Tis  thus 

with  men's  wits ; 
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Or  at  least  with  their  kuowlc<lge.  A 
man's  capability 

Of  imparting  to  others  a  truth  with 
facility  [exactness 

Is  proportioned  forever  with  pain  Ail 

To  the  portable  nature,  the  vulgar 
compactness, 

The  minuteness  in  size,  or  the  light- 
ness in  weight 

Of  the  tmth  he  imparts.  So  small 
coins  circulate 

More  flreely  than  large  ones.  A  beg- 
gar asks  alms, 

And  we  fling  him  a  sixpence,  nor 
feel  any  qualms ; 

Bat  if  every  street  charity  shook  an 
investment, 

Or  each  beggar  to  clothe  we  must 
strip  off  a  vestment, 

Tlie  length  of  the  process  would 
limit  the  act; 

And  therefore  the  truth  that's  sum- 
med up  in  a  tract 

Is  most  lightly  dispensed. 

As  for  Alfred,  indeed, 

On  what  spoonfuls  of  trutli  he  was 
suffered  to  feed 

By  Sir  Kldley,  I  know  not.  This 
only  I  know, 

That  the  two  men  thus  talking  con- 
tinued to  go 

Onward  soincliow,  together,  —  on 
into  the  night,  — 

The  midnight,  —  in  which  they  es- 
cape from  our  sight. 

XXIII. 

And  meanwliile  a  world  had  been 
changed  in  its  place, 

And  those  glittering  cliains  that  o'er 
i)lue  balmy  space 

Hang  ttie  blessing  of  darkness,  had 
drawn  out  of  siglit, 

To  solace  unseen  lieuiispliercs,  the 
soft  niglit; 

And  the  dew  of  the  dayspring  be- 
nignly descended. 

And  tlie  fair  morn  to  all  things  new 
sanction  extended, 

In  ♦.he  smile  of  the  East.  And  the 
lark  soaring  on, 


Lost  in  light,  shook  the  dawn  with 
a  song  from  the  sun. 

And  tlie  world  laughed. 

It  wanted  biit  two  rosy  hours 

From  the  noon,  when  they  passed 
through  the  thick  pa<*sion- 
flowers 

Of  the  little  wild  garden  that  dim- 
pled iKjfore 

The  small  house  where  their  car- 
riage now  stopped,  at  Bigorre. 

And  more  fair  than  the  flowers, 
more  fresh  than  the  dew, 

With  her  white  morning  rolje  flitting 
joyously  through 

The  dark  shrubs  with  which  the  soft 
hillside  was  clothed, 

Alfred  Vargrave  perceived,  where 
he  paused   ids  betrothed. 

Matilda  sprang  tx)  him,  at  once,  with 
a  fiu'e 

Of  such  sunny  sweetness,  such  glad- 
ness, such  grace,       [delight. 

And   radiant    confldence,    childlike 

That  his  whole  heart  upbraided  it- 
self at  that  sight. 

And  he  munnured,  or  sighed,  '*  O, 
how  could  I  have  strayed 

From  this  sweet  child,  or  suffered 
in  aught  to  invade 

Her  young  claim  on  my  life,  though 
it  were  for  an  hour. 

The  thought  of  another?  " 

•*  Look  up,  my  sweet  flower !  " 

He  whispered  her  softly,"  my  heart 
unto  tliee 

Is  returned,  as  returns  to  the  rose 
the  wild  bee  I  " 

*' .Vnd    will     wander    no     niore?" 
laughed  Matilda. 
"  No  more  " 

He  repeated.  And,  low  to  himself, 
"Yes,  'tis  o'er! 

My  course,  too,  is  decided,  Lucile ! 
Was  I  blind 

To  have  dreamed  that  these  clever 
Frenehwoinen  of  mind 

Could  satisfy  .simply  a  plain  Euglisli 
heart. 

Or  sympathize  with  it?  " 
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And  here  the  first  part 
Of  this  drama  is  over.    The  curtain 

falls  furled 
On  the  actors  within  it,  —  thelleart 

and  the  World. 
Wooed  and  wooer  have  played  with 

the  riddle  of  life, 
Have  they  solved  it? 
Appear!    auswcr,    Husband    and 

Wife! 

XXV. 

Yet,  ere  bidding  farewell  to  Lucile 

de  Nevers, 
Bear  her  own  heart's  farewell  in  this 

letter  of  hers. 
The    COMTKSSE   DE    Nevers    to    a 

FuiENi)  IN  India. 
*'  Once  more,  O  ray  friend,  to  your 

arms  and  your  heart, 
And  the  places  of  old  .  .  .  never, 

never  to  part ! 
Once  more  to  the  palm  and  the  foun- 
tain !     Once  more 
To  the  laud  of  my  birth,  and  the 

deep  skies  of  yore ! 
From  the  cities  of  Europe,  pursued 

by  the  fret 
Of  their  turmoil  wherever  my  foot- 
steps are  set ; 
From  the  children  that  cry  for  the 

birth,  and  behold, 
There  is  no  strength  to  bear  them, 

—  old  Time  is  so  old  ! 
From  the  world's  weary  masters, 

that  come  upon  earth 
Sapped  and  mined  by  the  fever  they 

bear  from  tlieir  birth ; 
From  the  men  of  small  stature,  mere 

parts  of  a  crowd. 
Bom  too  late,  when  the  strength  of 

the  world  hath  been  bowed ; 
Back,  —  back  to  the  Orient,  from 

whose  sunbright  womb 
Sprang  the  giants  which  now  are  no 

more,  in  the  bloom 
And  the  beauty  of  times  that  are 

faded  forever! 
To  the  palms!  to  tlie  tombs!  to  the 

still  Sacred  Kiverl 


Where  I  too,  the  child  of  a  day  that 

is  done. 
First  leapt  into  life,  and  looked  up 

at  the  sun. 
Back  again,  back  again,  to  the  hill- 
tops of  home 
I  come,  O  my  friend,  my  consoler, 

I  come ! 
Are  the  three  intense  stars,  that  we 

watched  night  by  night 
Burning  broad  on  the  band  of  Orion 

as  bright? 
Are  the  large  Indian  moons  as  se- 

reue  as  of  old. 
When,  as  cliildren,  we  gathered  the 

moonl:)eams  for  gold  ? 
Do  you  3'et  recollect  me,  my  friend? 

Do  you  still 
Kemcmber  the  free  games  we  played 

on  the  hill, 
'Mid  those  huge  stones  upheaped, 

where  we  recklessly  trod 
O'er  the  old  ruined  fane  of  the  old 

ruined  god? 
How  he  frowned,  wliile  around  him 

we  carelessly  played ! 
Tliat  frown  on  my  life  ever  after 

hath  stayed. 
Like  the  shade  of  a  solemn  experi- 
ence upcast 
From  some  vague  supernatural  grief 

in  the  past. 
For  the  poor  god.  in  pain,  more  than 

anger,  he  frowned. 
To  perceive  that  our  youth,  though 

so  fleeting,  had  found. 
In  its  transient  and  ignorant  glad- 
ness, the  bliss 
Which  his   science  divine  seemed 

divinely  to  miss.  [yet 

Alas !  you  may  haply  remember  me 
The  free  child,  whose  glad  cliih^.hood 

myself  I  forget. 
I  come  —  a  sad  woman,  defrauded  of 

rest : 
1  bear  to  you  only  a  laboring  breast : 
My  heart  is  a    storm-beaten    ark, 

wildly  hurled 
O'er  the  wlilrlpools  of  time,  with  the 

wrecks  of  a  world : 
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The  dove  ftrom  my  bosom  hath  floi;\'n 

far  away;  [many  a  clay 

It  is  flowD,  and  retains  not,  thou<^h 
Have  I  watched  from  the  windows 

of  life  for  its  coming. 
Friend,  I    sigh    for   repose,  I  am 

weary  of  roaming. 
I  know  not  what  Ararat  rises  for  mo 
Far  away,  o*er  tlic  waves  of  the 

wandering  sea : 
I  know  not  what  rainbow  may  yet, 

from  far  hills  [tion  of  ills : 
Lift  the  promise  of  hoi>e,  the  cessa- 
Buta  voice,  like  the  voice  of  my 

youth,  in  my  breast 
Wakes  and  whispers  me  on  —  to  the 

East !  to  the  East ! 
Shall  I  And  the  cliild\s  heart  that  I 

left  there?  or  ttnd 
The  lost  youth  I  recall  withltsjjure 

peace  of  mind? 
Alas  I  who  shall  number  the  drops 

of  the  rain? 
Or  give  to  tlie  dead  leaves  their 

greenness  again? 
Who  shall  seal  up  the  caverns  the 

earthquake  hath  rent? 
Who  shall  bring  forth   the  winds 

that  within  them  are  pent? 
To  a  voice  who  shall  render  an  im- 
age? or  who 
From  the  heats   of    the   noontide 

shall  gather  the  dew? 
I  have  burned  out  within  me  the 

fuel  of  life 
Wherefore  lingers  the  flame?    Rest 

is  sweet  after  strife. 
I  would   sleep   for  a  while.     I  am 

weary. 

"My  friend. 
I  had   meant  in  these  lines  to  re- 

gather.  and  send 
To  our  old  home,  mv  life's  scatten'd 

links.  Hut  'tis  vain! 
Each  attempt  seems  to  shatter  the 

ctiaplet  again : 
Only  fit  now  for  lingers  like  mine 

to  run  o'er, 
Who    return,   a  recluse,   to    those 

cloisters  of  yore 


Whence  too  far  I  have  wandered. 

*'  How  many  long  years 
l^oes  it  seem  to  me  now  since  the 

quick,  scorching  tears, 
While  1  wrote  to  you,  splashed  out 

a  girl's  premature 
Moans  of  pain  at  what  women  in 

silence  endure! 
To  vour  eves,  friend  of  mine,  and 

to  yonr  eyes  alone. 
That  now  long-faded  page  of  my 

life  hath  been  shown 
Which  recorded  mv  heart's   ])irth, 

and  death,  as  you  know. 
Many  years  since,  —  liow  many  I 

*•  A  few  months  ago 
I  seemed  reading  it  backward,  that 

page  I     Why  explain 
Whence  or  how?    The   old  dream 

of  my  life  rose  again. 
The  old  superstition  !  the  idol  of  old  ! 
It  is  over.     The  leaf  trodden  down 

in  the  mould 
Is  not  to  the  forest  more  lo^t  than 

to  me  [the  sea 

That   emotion.     I    bury  it   here  ])y 
Which  will  bear  me  anon  far  away 

from  the  shore 
Of  a  land  which  my  footsteps  shall 

visit  no  more. 
And  a  heart's  rvfjitfrsrot  I  write  on 

that  grave. 
Ilark!  the  sigh  of  the  wind,  and  the 

sound  of  the  wave. 
Seem   like   voices    of    spirits   that 

whisper  nie  home! 
I  come,  o  you  whispering  voices,  1 

come  I 
My  friend,  ask  me  nothing. 

'  •  Heceive  me  ah)ne 
.Vs  a  Santon  receives  to  his  dwell- 
ing of  stone 
In   silence   some  pilgrim   the  mid- 
night may  bring: 
It  may  be  an  angel  that,  wear>'  of 

wing, 
Hath  paused  in  his  flight  from  some 

city  of  doom, 
Or  oidy  a  wayfarer  strayed  iu  the 

irlooin. 
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This  only  I  know :  that  in  Enrop(j 

at  least 
Lives  the  craft  or  the  power  that 

must  master  our  East. 
Wherefore  strive  where  the  gods 

must  themselves  yield  at  last? 
Both  they  and  their  altars  pass  by 

with  the  Past. 
The  gods  of  the  household  Time 

thrusts  from  the  shelf; 
And  I  seem  as  unreal  and  weird  to 

myself 
As  those  idols  of  old. 


'*  Other  times,  other  men. 
Other  men,  other  passions ! 

"  So  be  it!  yet  again 
I  turn  to  my  birthplace,  the  birtli- 

place  of  mom. 
And  the  light  of  tliose  lands  where 

the  great  sun  is  bom ! 
Spread  your  arms,  O,  my  friend! 

on  your  breast  let  me  feel 
The  repose  which  hath  fled   fVom 
my  own. 

**  Your  LuciLK." 


-•o*- 


PART  IL 


CANTO   I. 


I. 


HAn.,  Muse !  But  each  Muse  by  this 

time  lias.  I  know. 
Been  used  up,  aud  Apollo  has  bent 

his  own  bow 
All  too  long ;  so  I  leave  unassaulted 

the  portal 
Of  Olympus,  and  only  invoke  here 

a  mortal. 

Hail,  Murray !  —  not  Llndley ,  —  but 

Murray  and  Son. 
Hail,  omniscient,  beneflcent,  great 

Two-in-Oue ! 
In  Albemarle  Street  may  thy  temple 

long  stand ! 
Long  enlightened  aud  led  by  thine 

erudite  hand, 
May  each  novice  in  science  nomadic 

unravel 
Statistical    mazes    of    modernized 

travel! 
May  each  inn-keeping  knave  long 

thy  judgments  revere. 
And  the  postboys  of  Europe  regard 

thee  witli  fear; 
While  they  feel,  in  the  silence  of 

baffl«*d  extortion. 
That  knowledge  is  power!    Long, 

long,  like  that  portion 


Of  the  national  soil  which  the  Greek 

.  exile  took 
In  his  baggage  wherever  he  went, 

may  thy  book 
Cheer  each  poor  British   pilgrim, 

who  tmsts  to  thy  wit 
Not  to  pay  through   his  nose  just 

for  following  it ! 
^layst  thou  long,  O  instructor !  pre- 
side o'er  his  way, 
And  teach  him  alike  what  to  praise 

and  to  pay ! 
Thee,   pursuing  this    pathway    of 

song,  once  again 
I  invoke,  lest,  unskilled,  I  should 

wamier  in  vain,  [ish,  reftise 
To  my  call  be  propitious,nor,  churl- 
Thy  great  accents  to  lend  to   the 

lips  of  my  Muse; 
For  I  sinir  of  the  Naiads  who  dwell 

'mid  the  stems 
Of  the  green  linden-trees  by  the 

waters  of  Ems. 
Yes !     thy    spirit    descends    upon 

mine,  O,  John  Murray! 
Audi  start — with  thy  book — for 

the  Baths  in  a  hurry. 

II. 
"At  Co])lentz  a  bridge   of   boats 

cr()s»<os  the  Rhine ; 
And  IVoui  thence  the  road,  windint? 

by  Ehrenl)rcltstein, 
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P&sses  over  the  frontier  of  Nassau. 

(»» N.  B. 
No  custom-house    here    since  the 

-     Zollvereln."    See 
Murray,  para§n^pti  30.) 

**  The  route,  at  eacli  turn. 
Here  the  lover  of  nature  allows  to 

discern. 
In  varying  prospect,  a  rich  wooded 

dale ;  [vail 

The  vine  and  acacia-tree  mostly  pre- 
In  the  foliage  observable  here ;  and, 

moreover, 
The  soil  is  carbonic.    The  road, 

under  cover 


Of  the  grape-clad  and  mountainous   Tlurough    this 


III. 

*Mid  the  world's  weary  denizens 
bound  for  these  .springs 

In  the  mouth  when  'the  merle  on 
the  map?c-bou|!:h  sings, 

Pursued  to  the  place  from  dissimi- 
lar paths  [the  baths 

By  a  similar  sickness,  there  came  to 

Four  sufferers,  —  each  stricken  deep 
through  the  heart. 

Or  the  head,  by  the  self-same  in- 
visible dart  [the  noon. 

Of  the  arrow  that  flieth  unheard  in 

From  the  sickness  that  walkcth  un- 
seen in  the  moon. 


upland  that  hems 

Round  this  beautiful  spot,  brings 
the  traveller  to  —  **  EMS. 

A  schnelipost  from  Frankfort  ar- 
rives ever>'  day. 

At  the  Kurhaus  (the  old  Ducal 
mansion)  you  pay 

Eight  florins  for  lodgings.  A  Res- 
taurateur 

Is  attached  to  the  place ;  but  most 
travellers  prefer 

(Including,  indeed,  many  persons 
of  note)  [d'hote. 

To  dine  at  the  usual-priced  table 

Through  the  town  runs  the  Lahn,the 
steep  green  banks  of  which 

Two  rows  of  white  picturesque 
houses  enrich ; 

And  between  the  high  road  and  the 
river  is  laid 

Out  a  sort  of  a  garden,  called  *  The 
Promenade.' 

Feaiale  visitors  here,  who  may  make 
up  their  mind 

To  ascend  to  the  top  of  these  moun- 
tains, will  lind 

On  the  banks  of  the  stream,  saddled 
all  the  day  long, 

Troops  of  donkeys  —  sure-footed  — 
proverbially  strong ; " 

And  the  traveller  at  Ems  may  re- 
mark, as  he  passes, 

\Sisf\  as  elsewhere,  the  women  run 
after  the  asses. 


great 


lazaretto  of 

life,  wherein  each 
Infects  with  his  own  sores  the  next 

within  reach. 
First  of  these  were  a  young  English 

husband  aud  wife, 
Grown  weary  ere  half  through  the 

journey  of  life. 
O   Nature,   say   where,   thou   gray 

mother  of  earth, 
Is  the  strength  of  thy  youth?  that 

thy  womb  brings  to  birth 
Only  old  men  to-day  I   On  the  winds, 

as  of  old,  [bold; 

Thy  voice  in  its  accent  is  jo5*ous  and 
Thy  forests  are  green  as  of  yore ; 

and  thine  oceans 
Yet  move  in  the  might  of  their  an- 
cient emotion.s  : 
But  man  —  thy   last  birth  and  thy 

best  —  is  no  more 
Life's  free  lord,  tliat  looked  up  to 

the  starlight  of  yore, 
With  the  faith  on  the  brow,  and  the 

fire  in  the  eyes, 
The  firm  foot  on  the  earth,  the  high 

heart  in  the  skies ; 
But  a  gray-headed  infant,  defrauded 

of  youth, 
Born  too  late  or  too  early. 

The  lady,  in  truth, 
Was  young,  fair,  and  gentle;   and 

never  was  given 
To   more   heavenly  eyes,  the  pure 

azure  of  heaven. 


So 
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Never  yet  did  the  sun  touch  to  rip- 
ples of  gold 
Tresses  brighter  than  those  which 

her  soft  hand  unrolled 
From  her  noble  and  innocent  brow, 

when  she  rose. 
An  Aurora,  at  dawn,  from  her  balmy 

repose. 
And  into  the  mirror  the  bloom  and 

the  blush 
(^f  her  beauty  brolvc,  glowing ;  like 

light  in  a  gush 
From  the  sunrise  in  summer. 

Ijove,  roaming,  shall  meet 
But  rarelv  a  nature  more  sound  or 

more  sweet  — 
Eyes  brighter — brows  whiter  —  a 

figure  more  fair  — 
Or  lovelier  lengths  of  more  radiant 

hair  — 
Thau    thine,    Lady    Alfred!      And 

here  I  aver 
(May  those  that  have  seen  thee  de- 
clare if  I  err)  [contain 
That  not  all  the  oysters  in  Britain 
A  pearl  pure  as  thou  art. 

Let  some  one  explain,  — 
Who  may  know  more  than  I  of  the 

intimate  life 
Of  the  pearl  with  the  oyster,  —  why 

yet  in  his  wife, 
In  despite  of  her  beauty  —  and  most 

when  he  felt 
His  soul  to  the  sense  of  her  loveli- 

.    ness  melt  — 
Lord  Alfred  missed  something  he 

sought  for :  indeed. 
The  more  that  he  missed    it  the 

greater  the  need ; 
Till  it  seemed  to  himself  he  could 

willingly  spare 
All  the  charms  that  he  found  for 

the  one  charm  not  there. 

IV. 

For  the  blessings  Life  lends  us,  it 

strictly  demands 
The  worth  of  their  fUU  usufruct  at 

our  hands. 
And  the  value  of  all  things  exists, 

not  indeed 


In  themselves,   but   man*s  use  of 
them,   feeding    man*s    need. 

Alfred  Vargrave,  in  wedding  witL 
beauty  and  youth, 

Had  embraced  both  Ambition  and 
Wealth.    Yet  in  truth 

iJnfulfilled  the  ambition,  and  sterile 
the  wealth  [health), 

(In  a  life  paralyzed  by  a  moral  ill 

Ilad  remained,  while  the  beauty  and 
youth,  unredeemed 

From  a  vague  disappointment  at  all 
things,  but  seemed 

Day  by  day  to  reproach  him  in  si- 
lence for  all 

That  lost  youth  in  himself  they  had 
failed  to  recall. 

No  career  had  he  followed,  no  ob- 
ject obtained 

In  the  world  by  those  worldly  ad- 
vantages gained 

From  nuptials  beyond  which  once 
seemed  to  appear. 

Lit  by  love,  the   broad  path  of  a 
brilliant  career. 

All    that    glittered    and    gleamed 
through  the  moonlight  of  youth 

With  a  glory  so  fair,  now  that  man- 
hood in  truth 
j  Grasped  and   gathered   it.   seemed 

like  that  false  fairy  gold 
i  Which  leaves  in  the  hand  only  moss, 
1  leave:;,  and  mould  I 

V. 

Fairy  gold  I  moss  and  leaves  I  and 
the  young  Fairy  Bride? 

Lived  there  yet  fairy-lands  in  the 
face  at  his  side? 

Say,  O   friend,  if  at  evening  thou 
ever  hast  watched 

Some  pale  and  impalpable  vapor,  de- 
tached 

From    the    dim    and    disconsolate 
'         earth,  rise  and  fall 

O'er  the  light  of  a  sweet  serene 
star,  until  all 

The    chilled    splendor    reluctantly 
waned  in  the  deep 

Of  its  own  native  heaven?    Even  so 
seemed  to  creep 
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O'er  that  fhir  aDd  ethereal  face,  day 

by  day,  [away, 

While  the  radiant  vermeil,  subsiding 
Hid  its  light  in  the  heart,  the  faint 

gradaal  veil 
Of  a  sadness  unconscious. 

The  la<.ly  grew  pale 
As  silent  her  lord  grew :  and  both, 

as  they  eyed 
Each  the    other    askance,   turned, 

and  secretly  sighed. 
Ah,  wise  friend,  what  avails  all  ex- 
perience can  give? 
True,  we  know  what  life  is  —  but, 

alas!  do  we  live? 
The  grammar  of  life  we  have  gotten 

by  heart, 
Bat  life's  self  we  have  made  a  dead 

language,  —  an  art, 
Not  a  voice.     Could  we  speak   it, 

but  ouce,  as  'twas  spoken 
When  the  silence  of  passion  the 

first  time  wa**  broken  I 
Cavier  knew  tlie  world  better  tlian 

^dam,  no  doubt: 
But  the  last  man,  at  best,  was  but 

learned  al>out 
What  the  first  without    learning', 

enjttyed.     What  art  thou 
To  the  man  of  to-day,  O  Leviathan, 

now? 
A  science.    What  wert  tliou  to  him 

that  from  ocean 
First  beheld   thee  appear?    A  sur- 
prise,—  an  emotitm  I 
When  life  leaps  in  the  veins,  when 

it  beats  In  the  lieart, 
When  It  thrills  as  It  fills  every  ani- 
mate part, 
Where  lurks  It?  how  works  It?  .  .  . 

we  scarcclv  lU'tect  It. 
But  life  goes  :  tlie  heart  dies  :  liaste, 

O  leech,  and  dissect  It ! 
This  accursed  testlujtical,  etlilcal  age 
llath  so  fingered  life's  hornbook,  so 

blurred  every  page, 
That  the  old  glad  romance,  the  gay 

chivalrous  storv''. 
With  its  fables  of  faery,  Its  legends 

of  glory, 


Is  turned  to  a  tedious  Instruction, 

not  new 
To  the  children  that  read  It  luslpldly 

through. 
We  know  too  much  of  Love  ere  we 

love.    We  can  trace 
Nothing  new,  unexpected,  or  strange 

In  his  face 
When  we  see  It  at  last.     'Tls  the 

same  little  Cupid, 
With  the  same  dimpled  cheek,  and 

the  smile  almost  stupid. 
We  have  seen  In  our  pictures,  and 

stuck  on  our  shelves, 
And  copied  a  hundred  times  over, 

ourselves. 
And  wherever  we  turn,  and  what- 
ever we  do, 
Still,  that  horrible  sense  of  the  deja 

connu! 

VI. 

Perchance  'twas  the  fault  of  the  life 

that  they  led ; 
Perchance  'twas   the   fault  of  the 

novels  they  read; 
Perchance   'twas   a  fault  in   them- 
selves ;  I  am  bound  not 
To  say:   this  I  know  —  that  these 

two  creatures  fcmnd  not 
In  each  other  some  sign  they  ex- 
pected to  And 
Of  a  something    unnamed    In  the 

heart  or  tlie  mind; 
And,  missing  It,  each  felt  a  right 

to  complain 
Of  a  sadness  which  each  found  no 

word  t^  explain. 
Whatever  it  was,  the  world  noticed 

not  It 
In    the    light-hearted   beauty,    the 

llghit-hearted  wit. 
Still,   as  once   with  the  actors  In 

Greece,  'tis  the  case. 
Each  must  speak  to  the  crown  with 

a  mask  on  his  face. 
Praise  followed   Matilda  wherever 

she  went. 
She  was  fiattered.    Can  flattery  pur 

chaae  content? 
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Yes.  While  to  Its  toIcc,  for  a  mo-  j 
nient,  she  llateDect,  ' 

The  jonng  cliefk  still  bloomed,  aod 
the  soft  e.Ycs  Htlll  gllatcutd; 

And  her  lord,  "when,  like  one  of 
those  light  vivid  tilings 

That  gUde  down  tlie  g^zcs  of  sum- 
mer with  wings 

Of  rapturous  radiance,  nnconsclous 


,man,  one  a  womao :  Just  now, 

at  the  latter, 
As  the  Reader  1  mean  by  and  by  to 

look  at  her 
And  Judge  for  himself,  I  will  not 

even  glance. 
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Through  that  buzz  of  Inferior 

turoa,  which  proved    [forgot 

Her  beauty,  the!  envy  one  moment 

'Mid  the  mnuy  chnnns  there,  the 
one  charm  tliat^vas  nut 

And  ^lien  o'er  her  beauty  enrapt- 
ured ho  bowed, 

£Ab  they  turiifd  to  each  other,  each 
flushed  frcnH  the  crowd.) 

And  murmured  tliosc  praises  wtdch 
yet  ^lei'rned  more  dear 

Than  the  prni^ies    of    others    had 
prow'u  to  her  ear 

She,   too,  ceased  awhile   her  owl 
fat«  to  regret : 

"  Yes ! ...  he  loves  me,"  she  sighed ; 
"this  is  love,  then, — and  yet — /' 

Ah,  that  yftf  fatal  word  I  'tis  tlio 

moral  of  all 
Thonglit  and  felt,  seen  or  done.  In 

this  world  Hincetlie  Fall  1 
It  stands  at  the  end  of  each 


Of  the  sulf-erowiif'd  young  kings  ol 

the  Kii.iiii'in  In  France 
Whose  resplendent  regalia  so  daz- 

xk'dthcsi^iht. 
Whose  liorse  waw  so  perfect,  whose 

boots  were  so  bright, 
Who   so    h^led  In   the  salon,  so 

marked  In  the  Bois, 
Who  BO  welcomed  by  all,  as  Eugfine 

de  Luvois? 
Of  alltlie  smooth-browed  premature 

debauchees 
lu  that  town  o    all  towns,  where 

iJebaucherj  sees 
On  the  forehead  of  youth  her  mark 

everywhere  graven,— 
In  Paris  iTOeftn. — whore  the  streets 

are  all  pnveu 
By  those  two  llends  whom  Milton 

^iiH'  lirid;;iii;.-  the  way 
From  Hell  to  ttiis  planet,  — who, 

haughty  and  gay, 
The  free  rebel  of  life,  bound  or  led 


byn 


Walked'  that  causeway  as  bold  as 
Kug&ne  du  Luvois? 

Yes  1  he  marciied  through  the  great 
masquerade,  louil  of  tongue. 

Bold  of  brow  ;  but  the  motley  he 
ma-sketl  in,  it  hnng 

So  loose,  trailed  so  wide,  and  ap- 
peared to  impede 

So  strangely  at  times  the  vesed  ef- 
fort at  Rpced 

That  a  keen  eye  might  gnesa  it  was 
niadu  —  noi  tor  lilm. 

But  some  brawler  more  stalwart  of 
Ilm1>. 


It  flits  in  tlie  vista  of  nil  we  dl 
It  leads  us  forever  -and  ever, 
ToUud  in  to-morrow  what  flies  with 

■Twas  this  same  llttlefatal  and  mys- 
tical -word  [and  Innl 

That  now  like  A  mlrajje,  led  my  lady 

To  the  waters    of   Ems   from  the 
wat«rsof  Alarah; 

Drooping     pils;rii:is     In    Fashion's 
blank,  arid  Sahara! 

viti  '  stature  a 

At  the  same  time,  pursued  by  a  spell  1  That  It  Irked  him.  In  truth,  you  at 
much  the  same,  times  could  divine. 

To  these  waters  two  other  worn  For  when  hiw  was  the  music,  ami 
pllgrtms  there  came :  I  spill  was  the  wine. 
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He  woald  clutch  at  the  garmcDt,  as 

though  it  oppressed 
And    stilled    some    impulse    that 

choked  in  his  breast. 

X. 

What!  he,  .  .  .  the  light  sport  of 

his  frivolous  ease ! 
Was  he,  too,  a  prej  to  a  mortal  dis- 
ease? 
M7  friend,  hear  a  parable :  ponder 

it  well : 
For  a  moral  there  is  in  the  tale  that 

IteU. 
One  evening  I  sat   in  the  Palais 

Royal, 
And  there,  while  I  laughed  at  Gras- 

sot  and  Arnal, 
M7  eye  fell  on  the  face  of  a  man  at 

my  side ; 
Every  time  that  he  laughed  I  o\y- 

served  that  he  sighed. 
As  though  vexed  to  be  pleased.    I 

remarked  that  he  sat 
111  at  ease  on  his  seat,  and  kept 

twirling  his  hat 
In  his  hand,  with  a  look  of  unquiet 

abstraction. 
I  inquired  the  cause  of  his  dissatis- 

flEu;tlon. 
**  Sir,"  he  said,  '*  if  what  vexes  me 

here  you  would  know, 
Learn  that,  passing  this  way  some 

few  half-hours  ago, 
I  walked  into  the  Fran^ais,  to  look 

at  Rachel. 
(Sir,  that  woman  in  Phfedre  is  a 

miracle!)  — Well, 
I  asked  for  a  box  :  they  were  occu- 
pied all : 
For  a  seat  in  the  balcony :  all  taken  ! 

a  stall : 
Taken  too :  the  whole  house  wa**  as 

full  as  could  be, — 
Not  a  hole  for  a  rat !  I  liud  just  time 

to  see  [friend 

The  lady  I  love   tete-a-tet*'  with  a 
In  a  box  out  of  reach  at  the  op])o- 

slte  end : 
Then  the  crowd  pushed  me    out. 

What  was  left  me  to  do? 


I  tried  for  the  tragedy  .   .  .  que 

roulcS'Vous/ 
Every  place  for  the  tragedy  booked ! 

.  .  .  moH  ami. 
The  farce  was  close  by :  ...  at  the 

farce  me  roici ! 
The  piece  is  a  new  one  :  and  Gras- 

sot  plays  well : 
There  is  drollery,  too,  in  that  fel- 
low Ravel  : 
And  Hyacinth's  nose  is  superb  I  .  .  . 

Yet  I  meant 
My  evening  elsewhere,  and  not  thus, 

to  have  spent. 
Fate  orders  these  things  by  her  will, 

not  by  ours ! 
Sir,  mankind  is  the  sport  of  invisi- 
ble powers." 
I  once  met  the  Due  de  Luvois  for  a 

moment; 
And  I  marked,  when  his  features  I 

fixed  in  my  comment, 
0*er  those  features  tlic  same  vagu« 

disquietude  stray 
I  had  seen  on  the  face  of  my  friend 

at  the  play ; 
And  I  thought  that  he  too,  very 

probably,  spent 
His  evenings  not  wholly  as  first  he 

had  meant. 

XI. 

O  source  of  the  holiest  joys  we  In- 
herit, 
O   Sorrow,  thou  solemn,  invisible 

spirit! 
Ill  ftires  it  with  man  when,  through 

life's  desert  sand. 
Grown  impatient  too  soon  for  tlio 

long-promised  land, 
He  turns  tVom  the  worship  of  thee, 

as  tliou  art. 
An  expressless  and  imageless  trutii  * 

in  the  lieart. 
And  takes  of  the  jewels  of  Egypt, 

tlie  pelf 
And  the  gold  of  the   godless,  to 

make  to  liimself 
A  gaudy,  idolatrous  image  of  thee. 
And  then  bows  to  tlie  sound  of  the 

cymbal  the  knee. 
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The  sorrows  we  make  to  ourselves 
are  false  gods : 

Like  the  prophets  of  Baal,  our 
bosoms  with  rods 

We  may  smite,  we  may  gash  at  our 
hearts  till  they  bleed, 

But  these  idols  are  bliud,  deaf,  and 
dumb  to  our  need. 

The  land  is  atliirst,  and  cries  out! 
.  .  .  'tis  in  vain ; 

The  great  blessing  of  Heaven  de- 
scends not  in  rain. 

XII. 

It  was  night ;  and  the  lamps  were 
beginning  to  gleam 

Througli  the  long  lindeu-trees,  fold- 
ed each  in  his  dream, 

From  that  building  which  looks  like 
a  temple  .  .  .  and  is 

The  Temple  of— Health?  Nay,  but 
enter !     I  wish 

That  never  the  rosy-hued  deity 
knew 

One  votary  out  of  that  sallow- 
cheeked  crew 

Of  Courlanders,  AVallacs,  Greeks, 
affable  Russians, 

Explosive  Parisians,  potato-faced 
Pnissians ; 

Jews — Hamburgliers  chietly ;  — pure 
patriots, —  Suabians ;  — 

"Cappadocians  and  Elamites,  Cretes 
and  Aral)ians, 

And  the  dwellers  in  Pontus"  .  .  . 
My  muse  will  not  weary 

More  lines  witli  tlie  list  of  them  .  .  . 
cnr  freiniierc? 

What  is  it  they  murmur  and  nmt- 
ter,  and  hum? 

Into  what  Pandemonium  is  Pente- 
cost come? 

O,  wliat  is  the  name  of  the  god  at 
whose  fane 

Every  nation  is  mixed  in  so  motley 
a  train? 

What  weird  Kabala  lies  on  those 
tables  outspread? 

To  what  oracle  turns  with  attention 
each  head? 


What  holds  tliese  pale  worshippers 

each  so  devout. 
And  what  are  those    hierophants 

busied  about? 
xiu. 
Uere  passes,  repasses,  and  flits  to 

and  fro. 
And  rolls  witliout  ceasing  the  great 

Yes  and  No : 
Round  this  altar  alternate  the  weird 

Passions  dance. 
And  the  God  worshipped  here    is 

tlie  old  God  of  Chance. 
Througli   tlie   wide-open   doors  of 

the  distant  saloon 
Flute,     hautboy,    and    flddle    are 

scjuoaking  in  tune ; 
And  an  indistinct  music  forever  is^ 

rolled, 
That  mixes   and   chimes  with   the 

chink  of  the  gold. 
From  a  vision,  that  flits  in  a  lumin- 
ous haze, 
Of  figures  forever  eluding  the  gaze ; 
It  fleet^s  through  the   doorway,  it 

gleams  on  the  glass. 
And  the  weird  words  pursue  it  — 

Iint((/e,  Impair,  et  Pasme  / 
Like  a  sound  borne  in  sleep  through 

such  dreams  as  encumber 
With   haggard   emotions   the   wild 

wicked  slumber 
Of  some    witch   when    she   seeks, 

through  a  night-mare,  to  grab 

at 
The  hot  hoof  of  the  fiend,  on  her 

way  to  the  Sabbat. 

XIV. 

The  Due  de  Luvois  and  Lord  Alfred 
had  met 

Some  few  evenings  ago  (for  the  sea- 
son as  yet 

Was  but  young)  in  this  self-same 
Pavilion  of  Chance. 

The  idler  from  England,  the  idler 
from  France 

Shook  hands,  each,  of  course,  with 
much  cordial  pleasure : 

An  acquaintance  at  Ems  is  to  most 
men  a  treasure, 
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Abd  they  both  were  too  well-bred  '  Had  long  been  intently  regarding 


in  an^ht  to  betruv 


him  there.  — 


One  discourteous  remembrance  of  That  some  ^a/.e  was  upon  him  too 

thinjiss  passed  away.  searchinjj:  to  bear. 

*Twa8  a  si^ht  that  was   pleasant,  He   rose   ami   looked   up.     Was  it 

indeed,  to  be  seen,  fact?     Was  it  fabU;? 

Tliese  friends  exchanjre  greet  in  j;s;  Was  it  dream?     Was  it  waking? 

—  the  men  who  had  been  Across  the  green  tai)lc, 

Foes  so  nearly  in  days  that  were  .  That  face,  with  its  features  so  fa- 
past,  tally  known,  — 

This,  no  doubt,  Those  eyes,  whose  deep  gaze  an- 

Is  why,  on  the  night  I  am  speaking  swered  strangely  his  own,-^ 

about.  What  was  it?    Some  gliost  from  Its 


My  Lord  Alft-ed  sat  down  by  him- 
self at  roulette, 

Without  one  suspicion  his  bosom 
to  fipet, 

Although  he  had  left,  with  his  pleas- 
ant French  friend, 

Matilda,  half  vexed,  at  the  room's 
farthest  end. 

XV. 

Loi'd  Alfred  his  combat  with  For- 
tune began 

With  a  few  modest  thalcrs — away 
they  all  ran  — 

The  reserve  followed  fast  in  the 
rear.    As  his  purse 

Grew  lighter  his  spirits  grew  sensi- 
bly worse. 

One  needs  not  a  Bacon  to  find  a 
cause  for  It : 

Tis  an  old  law  in  physics  —  Natura 
abhorrH 

Vacuum  —  and  my  lord,  as  he 
watched  his  last  crown 

Tumble  into  the  bank,  turned  away 
with  a  frown 

Which  the  brows  of  Xapolc<m  him- 
self might  h.ive  decked 

On  that  day  of  all  days  when  an 

•  ft 

emplrt*  was  wrecked 

On  thy  plain.  Waterloo,  and  he  wit- 
nessed the  last 

Of  his  favorite  (iuard  cut  to  pieces, 

agha<st  I  !  From  tlu;  >yannt!i  of  a  whisper,  the 

Just    then    Alfred     felt,   he   <'ouhl  I  glance  of  an  eye, 


grave  come  agant.'' 
Some  cheat  v>f  a  feverish,  fanciful 

brain? 
Or  was  it  herself  —  with  those  deep 

eyes  of  hers. 
And  that  face   uuforgotten? — Lu- 

clle  dc  Xevers ! 

XV. 

Ah,  well  that  pale  woman  a  phan- 
tom mlglit  seem, 

Who  appeareil  to  herself   but  the 
dream  of  a  dream! 

'Neath  those  features  so  calm,  that 
fair  forehead  so  hushed. 

That  i)ale  clieek  forever  by  passion 
nntlushed. 

There  yawned  an  insatiable  void, 
and  there  heaved 

A  tumult  of  restless  regrets  unre 
lieved. 

The  brief  noon  of  beauty  was  pass 
ing  away. 

And  the  chill  of  the  twilight  fell, 
silent  and  gray, 

O'er  that  deep,  self- perceived  isola 
tion  of  soul. 

And  now,  as  all  round  her  the  dim 
evening  stole. 

With  its  weird  desolations,  she  In- 
wardly gr'cvcd 
;  For  the  want  of  that  tender  assur- 
'  ance  received 


scarcely  tell  why. 
Within    him    the    sudden    strange 
sense  that  some  eye 


Whicli  shoidd  say,  or  should  look, 
"  Fear  thou  naught,  —  /  am 
by!" 
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And  thus,  through  that  lonely  and 

sclf-flxed  existence, 
Crept  a  vague  sense  of  silence,  and 

horror,  and  distance : 
A  strange  sort  of  faint-footed  fear, 

—  like  a  mouse 
That  comes  out,  when  'tis  dark,  in 

some  old  ducal  house 
Long  deserted,  where  no  one  the 

creature  can  scare, 
And  the  forms  on  the  aiTas  arc  all 

that  move  there. 
In  Rome,  —  in  the  Forum,  —  there 

opened  one  night 
A  gulf.    All  the  augurs  turned  pale 

at  the  sight, 
fn  this  omen  the  anger  of  Heaven 

they  read. 
Men  consulted  the  gods :  then  the 

oracle  said  .  —        [till  at  last 
*•  Ever  open  this  gulf  shall  endure. 
That  which  Home  hath  most  pre- 
cious within  it  be  cast." 
The  Kojnans  threw  in  it  their  corn 

and  their  stuff, 
iJut    the    gulf    yawned    as    wide. 

Home  seemed  likely  enough 
To  be  ruined  ere  this  rent  in  her 

heart  she  could  choke. 
Then  Curtius,  revertng  the  oracle, 

spoke  :  f  tiou  is'come ; 

"  O  Quirites !  to  this  Ileaven\s  ques- 
What  to  Rome  is  most  precious? 

The  manhood  of  Rome." 
He  plunged,  and  the  gulf  closed. 

The  tale  is  not  new  : 
But  the  moral  applies  many  ways, 

and  is  tnie. 
How,  for  hearts  n^nt  in  twain,  shall 

the  curse  be  destroved? 
Tis  a  warm  human  life  that  must 

fill  up  the  void. 
Through    many   a  heart    runs   the 

rent  in  tlu*  fnble;  [able? 

But  who  to  discover  a  Curtius  is 

XVII. 

Back  she  came  from  her  long  hid- 

•   ing-place,  at  the  .'^ource 
Of  the  sunrise;  where,  fair  in  their 
fabulous  course, 


Run  the  rivers  of  Eden:   an  exile 

again. 
To    the    cities    of    Europe,  —  the 

scenes,  and  the  men. 
And  the  life,  and  the  ways,  she  had 

left:  still  oppressed 
With  the  same  hungry  heart,  and 

unpeaceable  breast. 
The  same,  to  the  same  things!   Tlie 

world,  she  had  (luitted 
With  a  sigh,  with  a  sigh  she  re- 
entered.   Soon  tlitted 
Through  the  salons  and  clubs,  to 

the  great  satisfaction  [tion. 
Of  Paris,  the  news  of  a  novel  attrac- 
The    enchanting    Lneile,   the    gay 

Countess,  once  more 
To  her  old  friend,  the  World,  had 

re-opened  her  door ; 
The  World  came,  and  shook  hands, 

and  was  pleased  and  amused 
With  what  the  World   then   went 

away  and  abused. 
From  the  woman's  fair  fame  it  in 

naught  could  detract : 
'Twas  the  w^oman's  free  genius  it 

vexed  and  attacked 
With  a  sneer  at  her  freedom  of  ac- 
tion and  speech. 
But    Its    light    careless   cavils,   in 

truth,  could  not  reach 
The  lone  heart  they  aimed  at.     Her 

tears  fell  beyond 
The  world's  limit,  to  feel  that  the 

world  could  respond 
To  that  heart's  deepest,  imiermost 

yearning,  in  naught. 
'Twas   no  longer  this  earth's  idlt 

inmates  she  sous^ht : 
The  wit  of  the  woman  sufticed  to 

engage  [men  of  the  age. 

In  the  woman's  gay  court  the  first 
Some  had  genius;  and  all,  wealth 

of  mind  to  confer 
On  the  world  :  but  that  wealth  was 

not  lavished  for  her. 
For  the  genius  of  man,  though  so 

human  indeed, 
When  called  out  to  man's  he^p  by 

some  great  human  need, 
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The   liglit  to  a  man's  chance  ac- 

qaaintaiice  refuses 
To  Q8e  what  it  hoards  for  mankind's 

nobier  uses. 
GeDina  touches  the  world  at  but 

one  point  alone 
Of    that    spacious    circumferenco. 

never  quite  known 
To  the  world :  all  the  tctinite  num- 
ber of  lines 
That  radiate  thither  a  mere  point 

combines,  [tion  apart 

But  one  only,  —  some  central  afl'ec- 
From  the  reach  of  the  world,  in 

which  (ienius  is  Heart, 
And  love,  life's  fine  centre,  includes 

heart  and  mind. 
And  tiierefore  it  was  that  Lucilc 

sij^hed  to  lind  [her  ken. 

Men  of  {genius  appear,  (uie  and  all  in 
When  tiiey  stooped  themselves  to 

it,  as  mere  clever  men : 
ArtisU»,statesmen.and  they  in  whose 

works  are  unfurled 
Worlds  new-fashioned  for  man,  as 

mere  men  of  the  world. 
And  so,  as  alone  now  she  stood,  in 

the  sight 
Of  the  sunset  of  youth,  with  her 

face  from  the  light. 
And  watched  her  own  shadow  grow 

long  at  her  feet, 
As  though  stretched  out.  Ilie  shade 

of  some  idhvr  to  meet. 
The  woman  felt  homeless  und  child- 
less :  in  scorn 
She  seemed  mocked  by  the  voices 

of  children  unborn ; 
And  when   from  these   sombre  re- 
flections away 
She  turned,  with  a  sigh,  to  that  gay 

world,  more  guy 
For    her    presence   within    it,    she 

knew  herself  friendless ; 
Tliat  her  path  led  from  peace,  and 

that  path  api>enred  endless ! 
That  even  her  beauty  had  been  but 

a  snare. 
And   her  wit  sharpened    only  the 

edge  of  despair. 


XVIll. 

With  a  face  all    transfigured  and 
flushed  by  surprise, 

Alfred  turned  to  Lucile.   With  those 
deep  searching  eyes 

She   looked   into   Ins  own.     Not  a 
word  that  .she  said. 

Not  a  look,  not  a  blusli,  oiie  emo- 
ti(m  betrayed. 

She  seemed  to  smile  througli  him, 
at  something  beyond : 

When  she  answered  his  ({uestions, 
she  seemed  to  respond 

To  some  voice  in  h<*r.self.    With  no 
troul)le  descried. 

To  each  troul>led  inquiry  she  calmly 
replied. 

Not  so  he.     At  the  sight  of  that 
face  back  again 

To  his  mind  caime  the  ghost  of  a 
long-stitled  pain, 

A    remembered    resentment,    half- 
cheeked  by  a  wild 
I  And  relent ful  regret  like  a  mother- 
less child 

Softly    seeking    admittance^    with 
plaintive  appeal. 

To  the  heart  whicli  resisted  its  en- 
trance. 

Lucile 

And  himself  thns,   however,  with 
freedom  allowed 

To  old  friends,  talking  still  side  by 
side,  left  the  crowd 

By   the   crowd    unobserved.      Not 
unnoticed,  however, 

By  the  Duke  and  Matilda.     Matilda 
had  never 

Seen  her  husband's  new  friend. 

She?  had  followed  by  chjince, 

Or  by   instinct,   the   sudden,  half- 
menacing  glance 

Which  the  Duke,  when  he  witne.^scMl 


their  meetinjr.  liad  tui'ied 


On 


On 


Lucile  and    Lord  A.fred;   and, 
scared,  she  tliseerned 

his    features   the    shade    of    a 
gloom  so  profouuil 
That   she   shuddered    instinctively 
Deaf  to  the  sound 
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Of  her  voice,  to  some  startled  inquirj- 

of  hers 
He  replied  not,  but  murmured,  "  Lu- 

cile  (U;  Xevers 
Once  a^ain  then?  so  be  it !  *'     In  the 

mind  of  tliat  man, 
At  tliat  moment,  there  shaped  itself 

vaguely  the  plan 
Of  a  purpose  mali«;nant  and  dark, 

such  alone 
:  To  his  own  secret  heart  but  imper- 
fectly shown) 
As  could  spring  f^om  the  cloudy, 

fierce  chaos  of  thought 
liy  which  all  his  nature  to  tumult 

was  wrought. 

XIX. 

"  So  I  "  he  thought,  *'  they  meet  thus : 

and  roweave  the  old  charm ! 
And  she  hangs  on  his  voice,  and  she 

leans  on  his  arm. 
And  she  heeds  me  not,  seeks  me  not, 

recks  not  of  me ! 
O,  what  if  I  showed  her  that  I,  too 

can  be 
l-ioved  by  one — her  own  rival — more 

fair  and  more  young?*' 
The  serpent  rose  in  him :  a  serpent 

which,  stung, 
Sought  to  sting. 

Kacli   unconscious,   indeed,   of 

tlie  eye 
Fixed  upon   them,  Lucile  and  my 

lord  sauntered  bv. 
In   converse   which   seemed   to   l)e 

earnest.     A  smile 
Now  and  then  .seemed  to  show  where 

their  thoughts  touched.  Mean- 
while 
The  muse  of  this  storv.  convinced 

that  they  need  her. 
To  the  Duke  and  Matilda  returns, 

gentle  Header. 

XX. 

The  Duke,  with  that  sort  of  aggres- 
sive false  praise 

Which  is  meant  a  resentful  remon- 
strance to  raise 

From  a  listener  (as  sometimes  a 
judge,  just  before 


He  pulls  down  the  black  cap,  very 

gently  goes  o'er 
The  case  for  the  prisoner,  and  deals 

tenderly 
With  the  man  he  is  minded  to  hang 

by  and  by), 
Had  referred  to   Lucile,  and  then 

stopped  to  detect  [effect 

In  the  fac^e  of  Matilda  the  growing 
0.f    the    words    he    had    dropped. 

There's  no  weapon  that  slays 
Its  victim  so  surely  (if  well  aimed) 

as  praise. 
Thus,  a  pause  on  their  converse  had 

fallen :  and  now 
Each     was      silent,      preoccupied. 

thoughtful. 

You  knov.- 
There  are  moments  when  silence, 

prolonged  and  unbroken. 
More   expressive   may  be  than   ;dl 

words  ever  spoken. 
It  is  when  the  heart  lias  an  instin.^t 

of  what 
In  the  heart  of  another  is  passing. 

And  that 
lu  the  heart  of  Matilda,  what  was  it? 

Whence  came 
To  her  cheek  on  a  sudden  that  trem- 
ulous flame? 
What  weighed  down  her  head? 

All  your  eye  could  discover 
Was    the    fact   that    Matilda    A.as 

troiil)led.     Moreover 
That   trouble   tlie  Duke's   presence 

seemed  to  renew. 
She,   however,   broke    silence,   ihe 

first  of  the  two. 
The  Duke  was  too  prudent  to  shat- 
ter the  spell 
Of  a  silence  which  suited  his  pur- 

po.se  .so  well. 
She  was  plucking  tlie  leaves  ft'oni  a 

pale  blnsli  rose  blos.som 
Which  had  fallen  from  the  nosegay 

she  held  in  her  bosom. 
**  This  poor  flower,'*  she  said,  **seemsi 

it  not  out  of  place 
In    this   hot  lamplit  air,   with   its 

fresh,  fragile  grace?  " 
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She  bent  her  head  low  as  she  spoke. 
With  a  smile 

The  Duke  watched  her  caressing 
the  leaves  all  the  while, 

And  continued  on  his  side  the  si- 
lence.   He  knew 

This  would  force  his  companion 
their  talk  to  renew 

At  the  point  that  he  wished;  and 
Matilda  divined 

The  significant  pause  with  new 
trouble  of  mind. 

She  lifted  one  moment  her  head; 
but  her  look 

Encountered  tlie  ardent  regard  of 
the  Duke, 

And  dropped  back  on  her  floweret 
abiEtshcd.     Tlien,  still  seeking 

The  assurance  she  fancied  she 
showed  him  i)y  speaking. 

She  conceived  herself  safe  in  adopt- 
ing again 

The  theme  she  should  most  have 
avoided  just  then. 

XXI. 

**  Duke,"  she  said. . . .  and  she  felt,  as 

she  spoke,  her  clieek  burned, 

*'  You  know,  then,  this  .  .  .  lady?  " 

"  Too  well !  "  he  returned. 

Matilda. 

True;  you  drew  with  emotion  her 
portrait  just  now. 

Luvois. 
With  emotion? 

Matilda. 
Yes,  yes  I  you  described  her,  1  know. 
As  possessed  of  a  cliarm  all  unri- 
valled. 

Luvois. 

Alas! 
You  mistook  me  completely  !    You, 

madam,  surpass 
This  hidy  as  moonlight  does  lami)- 

light;  as  youth 
Surpasses   its  best  imitations;    as 

truth 
The  fairest  of  falsehoods  surpasses ; 
as  nature 


Surpasses  art's  masterpiece ;  ay,  as 
the  creature 

Fresh  and  pure  in  its  native  adorn- 
ment surpasses 

All  the  charms  got  by  heart  at  the 
world's  looking-glasses ! 

**Yet  you  said,"  —  she  continued 
with  some  trepidation, 

*'  That  you  quite  comprehended  ". .  . 
a  slight  hesitation 

Shook  the  sentence,  .  .  .  **  a  passion 
as  strong  as  " 

Lryois. 

True,  true! 
But  not  in  a  man   that   had  once 

looked  at  vou. 
Nor  can  I  conceive,  or  excuse,  or . . . 

"Hush,  hush!" 
She  broke  in.  all  more  fair  for  one 

innocent  blush. 
"Between   man   and  woman  these 

things  ditt'er  so ! 
It  may  be  that  the  world  pardons  . . . 

(how  should  I  know?) 
In  you  what  it  visits  on  us ;  or  'tis 

true, 
It  may  be,  that  we  women  are  better 

than  you." 

Lrvois. 

Who  denies  it?  Yet,  madam,  once 
more  you  mistake. 

The  world,  in  its  judgment,  some 
dift'erence  may  make 

'Twlxt  the  man  and  the  woman,  so 
far  as  respects 

Its  social  enactments;  but  not  as 
att\?cts 

The  one  sentiment  which,  it  were 
easy  to  prove. 

Is  the  sole  law  we  look  to  the  mo- 
ment we  love. 

Matilda. 

That  may  be.     Yet  I  think  I  should 

be  less  severe. 
Although  so  inexperienced  in  such 

things,  I  fear 
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1  have  Icarued  that  the  heart  cannot 
always  repress 

Or  account  for  the  feelings  which 
sway  it. 

"Yes!   yes! 

That  is  too  true,  indeed ! "  . .  .  the 
Duke  sighed. 

And  again 

For  one  moment  in    silence    con- 
tinued the  twain. 

XXII. 

A.t length  the  Duke  slowly,  asthough 

he  had  needed 
All  this  time  to  repress  his  emo- 
tions, proceeded: 
*'  And  yet!  .  .  .  what  avails,  then, 

to  woman  the  gift 
Of  a  beauty  like  yours,  if  it  cannot 

uplift 
Her  heart  from  the  reach  of  one 

doubt,  one  despair. 
One  pang  of  wronged  love,  to  which 

women  less  fair 
Are  exposed,  when  they  love?  ** 

With  a  quick  change  of  tone, 
As  though  by  reseutment  Impelled, 

he  went  on  :  — 
"  The  mime  that  you   bear,   it  is 

whispered,  you  took 
From  love,  not  ccmventlon.     AVoU, 

lady,  .  . .  that  look 
So  excited,  so  keen,  on  the  face  you 

must  know 
Throughout  all  its  expressions, — 

that  rapturous  glow  — 
Those  eloquent   features — signifi- 
cant eyes  — 
Which  that  pale  woman  sees,  yet 

betrays  no  surprise," 
(He  pointed  his  hand  as  he  spoke 

to  the  door, 
Fixing  with  it  Liicile  and  Ix)rd  Al- 
fred), .  .  .  "before. 
Have  you  ever  once  seen  what  Just 

now  you  may  view 
In  that   face  so   faniiliur?  ...  no, 

lady,  'tis  new. 
Toang,  lovely,  and  loving,  no  doubt, 

as  you  are, 
Are  you  loved?"  .  . . 


XXIII. 

He  looked  at  her  —  paused  —  felt 

if  thus  far 
The  ground   held  yet.    The  ardor 

with  which  he  had  spoken. 
This  close,  rapid  question,  thus  sud- 
denly broken,  [of  fear. 
Inspired  in  Matilda  a  vague  sense 
As  though  some  indefinite  danger 

were  near. 
With  composure,  however,  at  once 

she  replied :  — 
**  'Tis   three  years  since   the    day 

when  I  first  was  a  bride, 
And  my  husband  I  never  had  cause 

to  suspect; 
Nor  ever  have  stooped,   sir,   such 

cause  to  detect.  [see  — 

Yet  If  in  his  looks  or  his  acts  I  should 
See,  or  fancy  —  some  moment's  ob- 
livion of  me, 
I  trust  that  I  too  should  forget  It, — 

for  you 
Must  have  seen  that  my  heart  Is  my 

husband's." 

The  hue 
On  her  cheek,  with  the  effort  where- 
with to  the  Duke 
She  had   uttered    this  vague    and 

half-frightened  rebuke. 
Was  white  as  the  rose  in  her  hand. 

The  last  word 
Seemed  to  die  on  her  lip,  and  could 

scarct'lv  bt;  hearil. 
There  was  silence  again. 

A  great  step  had  been  made 
By  the  Duke  in  tlie  words  he  ihat 

evening  had  said. 
There,  half  drowned  by  the  music, 

Matilda,  that  night. 
Had  listened,  —  long  listened,  —  no 

doubt,  in  despite 
Of  herself,  to  a  voice  she  should 

never  have  heard. 
And  her  heart  by  that  voice   had 

been  troubled  and  stirred. 
And  so,  having  suffered  in  silence 

his  eye 
To  fathom*  her  own.  he  resumed 

with  a  sigh : 
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^•Will   you   suffer  me,   lady,  your 

thoughts  to  invade 
By  disclosing  my  own?    The  posi- 
tion," he  said, 
"In  which  we  so  strangely  seem 

placed  may  excase 
The  frankness    and  force  of    the 

words  which  I  use. 
You  say  that  your  heart  is  your 

husband's.    You  say 
That  you  love  him.    You  thinlt  so, 

of  course,  lady  . . .  nay, 
Such  a  love,  I  admit,  were  a  merit, 

no  doubt. 
But,  trust  me,  no  true  love  there 

can  be  without 
Its  dread  penalty — jealousy. 

•*  Well,  do  not  start ! 
Until   now, —  either  thanks    to   a 

singular  art 
Of  supreme  self-control,  you  have 

held  them  all  down 
Unrevealed  in  your  heart,  —  or  you 

never  have  known 
Even  one  of  those  fierce  Irresistible 

pangs 
Which  deep  pa.ssion  onjrcndors ;  that 

aninilsli  which  hanf2:s 
On  the  heart  like  a  nightmare,  by 

Jealousy  bred. 
But  if,  lady,  the  love  you  descri])^, 

in  the  bed  [posed 

Of  a  blissful  security  thus  hath  ro- 
Undisturbed  with  iiiild  eyelids  on 

happiness  closed, 
Were  it  not  to  expose  to  a  peril  un- 
just. 
And  most  cruel,  that  happy  repose 

you  so  trust 
To  meet,  to  receive,  and,  indeed,  it 

may  be,  [to  sro 

For  how  long  I  know  not,  continiic 
A  woman  whose  place  rivals  yours 

in  the  life 
And  the  heart  which  not  only  your 

title  of  wife,  [alone. 

But  also  Cfortrive  nn'I)  your  beauty 
Should  \\t\\v.  made?  wliollv  v<>urs?  — 

You,  who  gave  all  your  own  ! 


Reflect!  —  'tis  the  peace  of  exist- 
ence you  stake 

On  the  turn  of  a  die.  And  for  whose 
—  for  his  sake? 

While  you  witness  this  woman,  the 
false  point  of  view 

From  which  she  must  now  be  re- 
garded by  you 

Will  exaggerate  to  you,  whatever 
they  be. 

The  channs  I  admit  she  possesses. 
To  me 

They  are  triviarindeed ;  yet  to  your 
eyes,  I  fear 

And  foresee,  they  will  true  and  in- 
trinsic appear. 

Self-unconscious,  and  sweetly  irtia- 
ble  to  guess 

How  more  lovely  by  far  is  the  grace 
you  possess, 

You  will  wrong  your  own  beauty. 
The  graces  of  art, 

You  will  take  for  the  natural  charm 
of  the  heart; 

Studied  manners,  the  brilliant  and 
bold  repartee. 

Will  too  soon  in  that  fatal  com- 
parison be 

To  your  fancy  more  fair  than  the 
sweet  timid  sense 

Which,  in  slirinking,  betrays  its  own 
best  eloquence. 

O  then,  lady,  then,  you  will  feel  in 
your  heart  [ous  dart  I 

The  poisonous  pain  of  a  fierce  jcal- 

While  j'ou  see  her,  yourself  you  no 
longer  will  see,  — 

You  will  hear  her,  and  hoar  not 
yourself.  —  you  will  be 

Unhappy;  unhai>py,  because  you 
will  deem 

Your  own  power  less  great  than 
her  power  will  seem. 

•And  I  shall  not  be  by  your  side,  day 
by  day  [to  say 

In  despite  of  your  noble  displeasure, 

'You  are  fairer  than  she,  as  the 
star  is  more  fair 

Thau  the  diamond,  the  brightest 
that  beauty  can  wear !  * " 
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XXV. 

This  appeal,  both  by  looks  and  by 

.  language,  increased 
The  trouble  Matilda  felt  grown  in 

her  breast. 
Still  she  spoke  with  what  calmness 

she  could :  — 

"Sir,  the  while 
I  thank  you,"  she  said,  with  a  faint 

scornful  smile, 
**  For  your  fervor  in  painting   my 

fancied  distress : 
Allow  me  the  right  some  surprise 

to  express 
At  the  zeal  you  betray  in  disclosing 

to  me 
The    possible    depth    of    my  own 

misery." 
♦*  That  zeal  would  not  startle  you, 

madam,"  he  said, 
**  Could  you  read  in  my  heart,  as 

myself  I  have  read, 
The  peculiar  interest  which  causes 

that  zeal  —  " 

Matilda  her  terror  no  more  could 
conceal. 

"Duke,"  she  answered  in  accents 
short,  cold,  and  severe, 

As  she  rose  from  her  seat,  *'  I  con- 
tinue to  hear ; 

But  permit  me  to  say,  I  no  more 
understand" 

"  Forgive ! "  with  a  nervous  appeal 

of  the  hand, 
And  a  well-feigned    confusion   of 

voice  and  of  look, 
"Forgive,  O,  forgive  me! "  at  once 

cried  the  Duke, 
I  forgot  that  you  know  me   so 

slightly.    Your  leave 
I  entreat  (from  your  anger  those 

words  to  retrieve) 
For  one  moment  to  speak  of  my- 
self, —  for  I  think 
That  you  wrong  me  —  " 
His  voice  as  in  pain  seemed  to 

sink ; 
And  tears  in  his  eyes,  as  he  lifted 

them,  glistened. 
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XXVI. 

Matilda,  despite  of  herself,  sat  and 
listened. 

XXVII. 

"  Beneath  an  exterior  which  seems^ 

and  may  be. 
Worldly,    frivolous,    careless,    my 

heart  hides  in  me," 
He    continued,  "a    sorrow    which 

draws  me  to  side 
With  all  things  that  suffer.     Nay, 

laugh  not,"  he  cried, 
*'  At  so  strange  an  avowal. 

"  I  seek  at  a  ball, 
For  instance, —  the  beauty  admired 

by  all?- 
No!  some  plain,  insignificant  crea- 
ture, who  sits 
Scorned  of  course  b}-  the  beauties, 

and  shunned  by  the  wits. 
All   the  world    is    accustomed    to 

wound,  or  neglect, 
Or  oppress,  claims   my  heart  and 

commands  my  respect. 
No  Quixote,  I  do  not  affect  to  be- 
long, 
I  admit,  to  those  chartered  redres- 

sers  of  wrong ; 
But  I  seek  to  console,  where  I  can. 

'Tis  a  part 
Not  brilliant,  I   own,  yet  its  jx>ys 

bring  no  smart." 
Tliese  trite  words,  from   the  tone 

which  he  gave  tliem,  received 
An    appearance    of    truth,    which 

might  well  be  believed 
By  a  heart  shrewder  yet  than  Ma- 
tilda's. 

And  so 
He  continued  .  .  .  "  O  lady !    alas, 

could  you  know 
What  injustice  and  wrong  in  ^his 

world  I  have  seen ! 
How   many  a  woman,  believed  to 

have  been  [aside 

Without  a  regret,  I  have  known  turn 
To  burst  into  heart-broken    tears 

undescried ! 
On  how  many  a  lip  have  I  witnessed 

the  smile 


SiUd  Matiida.  "Your  lire,  it  would 

seem,  tlicu,  Inust  be 
One  long  act  of  UuvotlouJ' 

"Perhaps  so,"  said  lie; 
"  But  at  least  that  ilt-volion  small 

merit  can  boast, 
For  one  day  may  yet  come,  —  if  one 


Some  faint,  tro.iblcd  greeting.   The 

Duke,  with  a  bow 
'Wblchbctokvneil  a  dlsl.'-.iit  defiance, 

replied 
To  Lucile's  startled  crj-,  as  surprised 

she  descried 
Ilcr  former  gay  ivuoer.     Aiion,  with 

the  ("rate 


When,  pereelvlngat  last  all  the  dif-    Of   tliat   kindness  which   -tceks  t 


Terence  —  liow  great  I  - 


will  kitidne^iK.  tier  place 


Twlxt  the  heart  that  ueglccts  and  ,  She  assunieil    by  Miitilila. 


the  heart  that ' 
Twist  the  natures   that   pity,   the 

natures  that  pain. 
Some  woman,  that  else  might  have 

passed  in  dis<luiu 
Or  indifference  by  me,  —  In  passing 

Ikat  day 
Might  pause  with  a  word  or  a  smile 

to  repay 
Ttus  devotion,  —  and  then"  .  .  . 


iclous.  perchance. 
Or  resolved  not  to  notice,  the  half- 

frigliteneil  glance 
That  folloived  that  movement. 

The  Duhe  t«  his  feet 
Arose;  and,  in  silence,  relinquished 

bis  sent. 
One  must  own  that  the  moment 

was  awkward  for  all  ^ 
But  nevertheless,  before  long,  the 

strange  tbrail 
Of  Lucile's  firaclous  tact  v 


e  felt. 


To  Matilda's  relief 
At  that  moment  her  hii.ibanil  ap-    --^""i  from  each  the 

proached.  I  reluctant,  to  melt ; 

With  some  {;rief  I  Thus,     eonvcrsitig     together,     the 
I  must  own  that  lier  welcome,  per- ,  whole  of  tlie  four 

chance,  was  expressed  Through     the     crowd     sauntered. 

The    more    ea«erly   just    for    one  snilllug. 

twinge  In  her  lireast  I  xxtx. 

Ol  a  conBcieiice  di-.turbed,  and  her  I  Approaching  the  door, 

smile  not  less  warm,  '  Kugene  de  I.uvuls,  who  hud  fuUeu 

Thoii'h  she  saw  the  Comtcsse  de]  lielibid, 

'  Vcvers  on  bis  anii,  I  Hy  Lueile,  after  some  hcsllatloii. 

Th !  D  Ike  turned  and  adjusted  his  was  joined 

collar.  I  With  a  gesture  of  gentle  and  kindly 

Thought  be.  appeal 

'■  Good !    the  go.is  fight  mv  liatlle  '  Which  appeared  to  buply,  without 

to-nlgbt.     I  foresee    '  words.  "Let  us  feel 

That  the  family  doctor's  the  pari  I    That  the  frieiidsbip  between  us  in 

must  play.  years  ttiiit         -    ■ 

Very   well!     liut   the   iiatiei 


obis 


mad  moment  foi- 
pofteii,"  she  said, 
'•  You  remain,  Duke,  at  Ems?  " 

lie  turned  on  her  a  look 
Of  frigid,  i-i'scntful.  and  sullen  rc- 

btil;e ; 


94 


LUCILE. 


And  then,  with  a  more  than  signif- 
icant glance 

At  Matilda,  maliciously  answered, 
*' Perchance 

I    have    here    an  attraction.    And 
you?*'  he  returned. 

Lucile's  eyes  had  followed  his  own, 
and  discerned 

The  boust  they  implied. 

He  repeated,  '*  And  you?'* 

And,  still  watching  Matilda,  she  an 
swered,  **  I  too.** 

And  he  thought,  as  with  that  word 
she  left  him,  she  sighed. 

The  next  moment  her  place  she  re- 
sumed bv  the  side 

Of  Matilda;  and  soon  they  shook 
hands  at  the  gate 

Of  the  self-samo  liotel. 

XXX. 

One  depressed,  one  elat«, 

The  Duke  and  Lord  Alfred  again, 
tlirough  the  glooms 

Of  the  thick  linden  alley,  returned 
to  the  Kooms. 

His  cigar  each  had  lighted,  a  mo- 
ment before. 

At  the  inn,  r^  they  turned,  arm-in- 
arm, from  the  door. 

Knis  cigars  do  not  cheer  a  man's 
spirits,  exptrto 

(Me  miserum  quoties!)    crede    i?o- 
berlo. 

In  silence,  awhile,  they  walked  on- 
ward. 

At  last 

The  Duke's  thoughts  to  language 
half  consciously  passed. 

Li'vois. 
Once  more !  yet  once  more ! 

Alfked. 

What? 
Lrvois. 
We  meet  her,  once  more, 
The  woman  for  whom  we  two  mad 

men  of  yore 
(Laugh,  mon  cher  Alfred,  laugh!) 

were  about  to  destroy 
Kach  the  other* 


Alfred. 
It  is  not  with  laughter  that  ] 

Kaise  the  ghost  of  that  once  trou- 
bled time.    Say !  cau  yon 

Recall  it  >\^tli  coolness  and  quietude 
now? 

Luvois. 

Now?  yes!   I,  mon  cher,  am  a  true 

Farisien : 
Now,  the  red  revolution,  the  tocsin 

and  tiien 
The  dance  and  the  play.    I  am  now 

at  the  play. 

Alfked. 

At  the  play,  are  you  now?  Then 
perchance  I  now  may 

Presume,  Duke,  to  ask  you  what 
ever  until 

Such  a  moment,  I  waited  .  .  . 

Lrvois. 
Oh !  ask  what  you  will. 
Franc  jeu!  on  the  table  my  cards  I 

spread  out. 
Ask! 

Alfred. 

Duke,  you  wore  called  to  a  meet- 
ing (no  doubt 

You  remember  it  yet)  with  Lucilc. 
It  was  night 

When  you  went;  and  before  you 
returned  it  was  light. 

We  met :  you  accosted  me  theii  with 
a  brow 

Bright  with  triumph :  your  words 
(you  remember  them  now?) 

Were  **  Let  us  be  friends ! " 

Luvois. 

Well? 
Alfred. 

IIow  then,  after  thar 
Can  you  and  she  meet  as  acquain** 
ances? 

Luvois. 

What! 
Did  she  not  then,  herself,  the  Coiu- 

tesso  de  Nevers, 
Solve    your    riddle    to-night   \\\*h 
those  soft  lips  of  hers? 
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Alfukd. 

In  our  converse  to-night  we  avoided 

the  past 
Bnt  the  question  I  ask  should  be 

answered  at  last : 
By  you,  if  you  will ;  if  you  will  not, 

by  her. 

Luvois. 
Indeed?  but  tliat  question,  milord, 

can  it  stir 
Such  an  interest  in  you,  if  your 

passion  be  o'er? 

Alfred. 
Tes.    Esteem  may  remain,  although 

love  be  no  more. 
Lucile  asked  me,  this  night,  to  my 

wife  (understand 
To  my  wife!)    to  present  her.    I 

did  so.     Her  hand 
Has  clasped  that  of  Matilda.    We 

gentlemen  owe 
Respect  to  the  name  that  is  ours : 

and,  if  so,  [respect. 

To  the  woman  that  bears  it  a  twofold 
Answer,  Due  dc  Luvois !    Did  Lu- 
cile then  reject 
The  proffer  you  made  of  your  hand 

and  your  name? 
Or  did  you  on  her  love  then  relin- 

quisli  a  claim 
Urged  before?    I  ask  bluntly  this 

question,  because 
My  title  to  do  so  is  clear  by  the  laws 
That  all  gentlemen   honor.    Make 

only  one  sijjn 
That  you  know  of  Lucile  de  Nevers 

aught,  in  line, 
For  which,  if  your  own  virgin  sister 

w^ere  by, 
From  Lucile  vou  would  shield  her 

ncquaintiince,  and  I 
And  Matilda  leave  Ems  on  the  mor- 
row. 

XXXI. 

The  Duke 
Hesitated  and  paused.     He  could 

tell,  by  tlie  look 
Of   the  man  at  his  side,  that  he 

meant  what  he  sHid, 


And  there  flashed  in  a  moment  these 
thoughts  through  his  head : 

**  Leave  Ems  I  would  that  suit  me? 
no !  that  were  again 

To  mar  all.     And  besides,  if  I  do 
not  explain. 

She  herself  will  .  .  .  et  puis,  il  a 
raison  ;  on  est 

Gentilhomme  avant  tout/"    He  re- 
plied therefore, 

"Nay  I 

Madame  de  Nevers    had    rejectecx 
me.    I, 

In  those  days,  I  was  mad ;  and  in 
some  mad  reply 

I  threatened  the  life  of  the  rival  to 
whom 

That  rejection  was  due,  I  was  led 
to  presume. 

She  feared  for  his  life ;  and  the  let- 
tor  which  then 

She  wrot<;  me.  I  showed  you;  we 
met :  and  again 

My  hand  was  reftised,  and  my  love 
was  denied. 

And  the  glance  you  mistook  was  the 
vizard  which  Pride 

Lends  to  humilintion. 

"And  so,"  half  in  jest, 

He  went  on,  "  in  this  best  world, 
'tis  all  for  the  best ; 

You  arc  wedded,  (])lessed  English- 
man!)  wedded  to  one 

Whose  past  can  be  called  into  ques- 
tion by  none : 

And  I  (fickle  Frenchman  I)  can  still 
laugh  to  feel 

I  am  lord  of  myself,  and  the  Mode  : 
and  Lucile  [and  fair 

Still  shines  from  her  pedestal,  frigid 

As  yon  German  moou  o'er  the  lin 
den-tops  there !  [troth 

A   Dian  in  marble  that  scorns  any 

With  the  little  love-gods,  whom  I 
thank  for  us  both. 

While  she  smiles  from  her  lonely 
Olympus  apart. 

That  her  arrows  are  marble  as  wcl 
as  her  heart. 

Stay  at  Ems,  Alfred  Vargrave!  " 
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XXXII.  La  Hocliefoucauld  might  have  as 

The  Diike>  with  a  smile,  truly  set  down,  — 

Tarned    and    entered    the    Kooms    "  ^'^  "^i'' fortune,  but  what  some  one 


which,  thus    talking,    mean- 
while, 
They  had  reached. 

XXXIII. 

Alfred  Vargrave  strode  on  (over- 
thrown 
Heart  and  mind!)  in  the  darkness 

bewildered,  alone : 
**  And  so,"  to  himself  did  he  mutter, 

"and  so 
*Twa8    to    rescue    my   life,  gentle 

spirit !  and,  oh, 
For  this  did  I  doubt  her?.  .  .alight 

word  —  a  look  — 
The  mistake  of  a  moment!  .  .  .  for 

this  I  forsook  — 
For  this?    Pardon,  pardon,  Lucilc ! 

O  Lucilc !  " 
Thought  and  memory  rang,  like  a 

funeral  peal. 
Weary  changes  on  one  dirge-like 

note  through  his  brain. 
As  he  strayed  down  the  darkness. 


turns  to  his  own 
Advantage  its  mischief :  no  sorrow, 

but  of  it  [profit: 

There  ever  is  somebody  ready  to 
No  affliction  without  Its  stock-job- 

!)crs,  who  all 
Gamble,  speculate,  play  on  the  rise 

and  the  fall 
Of  another  man's  heart,  and  make 

traffic  in  It." 
Burn  thy  book,0  I^  Rochefoucauld  ! 

Fool !  one  man's  wit 
All  men's  selfishness  how  should  it 

fatliom? 

O  sage. 
Dost  thou  satirize  Nature? 

She  laughs  at  thy  page.. 


CANTO   IL 

I. 

Cousin  John  to  Corsrs  Alfkrd. 

"  London,  18 — . 


XXXIV. 


'*My  DEAU  Ai.FIJKI)  : 

Your  last  letters  put  me  in  pain. 
This  contempt  of  existence,  this  list- 
,  ,1  loss  disdain 

Ho-enUT ing  again  .  ^f  your  own  life.  —  its  joys  and  it« 


The  Casino,  the  Duke  smiled.     He  I 

turned  to  roulette. 
And  sat  down,  and  played  fast,  and 

lost  largely,  and  yet 
He  still  smiled  :  night  deepened :  he 

played  his  last  number : 
Went  home:   and  soon  slept:   and 

still  smiled  In  his  slumber. 

XXXV. 

In  his  desolate  Maxims,  La  Koche- 

foucauld  wrote, 
"In  the  grief  or  mischance  of  a 

friend  you  may  note. 
There  Is  something  which  always 

gives  pleasure." 

Alas! 
That  reflection  fell  short  of  the  truth 

as  it  was. 


duties,  —  the  deuce 
Take  my  wils  if  they  find  for  it  half 

an  excuse  I 
I  wish  that  some  Frenchman  would 

shoot  ott'your  leg. 
And  compel  you  to  stump  through 

the  world  on  a  i)eg. 
I  wish  that  you  had,  like  myself, 

(more's  the  pity !) 
To  sit  seven  hours  on  this  cursed 

committee. 
I  wish  that  you  knew,  sir,  how  salt 

is  the  breafl 
Of  another —  (what  Is  it  that  Dante 

has   said?) 
And  the  troubleof  othermen's  stairs. 

In  a  word, 
I  wish  fate  had  some  real  affliction 

conferred 
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On  your  whimsical  self,  that,  at 

least,  you  had  cause 
For    neglecting   life's    duties,  and 

damning  Its  laws ! 
This  pressure  against  all  the  pur- 
pose of  lilc, 
This  self-ebullltlon,  and    ferment, 

and  strife, 
Betokened,  I  grant  that  it  may  be 

in  truth, 
The  richness  and  strength  of  the 

new  wine  of  youth. 
Bat  If,  when  the  wine  should  have 

mellowed  with  time, 
Being  bottled  and  binned,  to  a  flavor 

sublime 
It  retains  the  same  acrid,  incongru- 
ous taste, 
Why,  the  sooner  to  throw  it  away 

that  we  haste 
The  better,  I  talce  it.     And  this  vice 

of  snarling, 
Self-lpve's  little  lapdog,  the  overfed 

darling 
Of  ahypochondriacal  fancy  appears, 
To  my  thinking,  at  least,  in  a  man 

of  your  years, 
At  the  midnoon  of  manhood  with 

plenty  to  do, 
And  every  incentive   for  doiug   it 

too,  — 
With  the  duties  of  life  just  sutH- 

ciently  pressing 
For  prayer,  and  of  joys  more  than 

most  men  for  blessing; 
With  a  pretty  young  wife,  and  a 

pretty  full  purse,  — 
Like  poltroonerj',  puerile  truly,  or 

worse !  [agree 

I  wish  J  could  get  you  at  least  to 
To  take  life  as  it  is,  and  consider 

with  me, 
If  it  be  not  all  smiles,  that  It  is  not 

all  sneers ; 
It  admits  honest  laughter,  and  needs 

honest  tears. 
Do  you  think  none  liave  known  but 

yourself  all  the  pain 
Of  hopes  that  retreat,  and  regrets 

tb&t  remain? 


And  all  the  wide  distance  fate  fixes, 

no  doubt, 
*Twixt  the  life  tlmt's  within,  and  the 

life  that's  without? 
What  one  of  us  finds  the  world  jusl 

as  he  likes? 
Or  gets   what  ho  wants   when   he 

want«  it?    Or  strikes 
Without  missing  the  thing  that  he 

strikes  at  the  first? 
Or  walks  without  stumbling?    Or 

quenches  his  thirst 
At  one  draught?    Bah  !     I  tell  you ! 

I,  bachelor  Jolm, 
Have  had  griefs  of  my  own.     But 

what  then?    I  push  on 
All  the  faster  perchance  that  I  yet 

feel  the  pain  [again. 

Of  my  last  fall,  albeit  I  may  stumble 
God  means  every  man  to  be  happy, 

be  sure. 
He  sends  us  no  sorrows  that  have 

not  some  cure. 
Our  duty  down  here  Is  to  do,  not  to 

know. 
Live  as  though  life  were  earnest,  and 

life  will  be  so. 
Let  each  moment,  like  Time's  last 

ambassador,  come : 
It  will  wait  to  deliver  its  message: 

and  some 
Sort  of  answer  it  merits.     It  is  not 

the  deed 
A  man  does,  but  the  way  that  he 

does  it,  should  plead 
For  the  man's  compensation  in  do- 
ing it. 

**  Here, 
My  next    neighbor's   a    man   with 

twelve  thousand  a  year. 
Who  deems  that  life  has  not  a  pas- 
time more  pleasant 
Thau  to  follow  a  fox  or  to  slaughter 

a  pheasant. 
Yet  this  fellow  goes  through  a  con- 
tested election, 
Lives  in  Londcm,  and  sits,  like  the 

soul  of  dejection. 
All  the  day  through  upon  a  commit 

tee,  and  late 
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To  the  last,  every  ui^lit,  through 
the  dreary  tlebate, 

As  though  he  were  getting  each 
speaker  by  heart, 

Though    amougst   them  he    never 
presumes  to  take  part. 

One    asks    himself    why,    without 
murmur  or  question, 

He  foregoes  all  his  tastes,  and  de- 
stroys his  digestion, 

For  a  labor  of  which  the  result 
seems  so  small. 

*The  man  is  ambitious,'  you  say. 
Not  at  all. 

He  has  just  sense  enougli  to   Ihj 
fully  aware 

That  he  never  can  hope  to  be  Pre- 
mier, or  share 

The  renown  of  a  TuUy ;  —  or  even 
to  hold  [bold 

A  subordinate  office.    He  is  not  so 

As  to  fancy  the  House  for  ten  min- 
utes would  bear 

With  patience  his  modest  opinions 
to  hear. 

'  But  he  wants  something !  * 
"  What !  with  twelve  thousand  a 
year? 

What  could  Government  give  him 
would  be  half  so  dear 

To  his  heart  as  a  walk  with  a  dog 
and  a  gun 

Through  his  own  pheasant  woods, 
or  a  capital  run? 

'  No;  but  vanit)'  lills  out  the  empti- 
est brain ; 

The  man  would  be  more  than  his 
neighbors,  'tis  plain ; 

And    the    drudgery   drearily  gone 
through  in  town 

Is  more  than  repaid  by  provincial 
renown. 

Enough  If  some  Marchioness,  lively 
and  loose, 

Shall  have  eyed  him  with  passing 
complfdsance ;  the  goose, 

If  the  Fashion  to  him  open  one  of 
its  doors. 

As  proud  as  a  sultan,  returns  to  his 
boors.* 


Wrong  again !  if  you  think  so. 

'*  For,  primo  ;  my  friend 

Is  the  head  of  a  family  known  from 
one  end 

Of   his  shire  to  the  other,  as  the 
oldest ;  and  therefore 

He  despises  flue  lords  and  fine  la- 
dies.   He  care  for 

A  peerage?  no,  truly!    Secondo;  he 
rarely 

Or  never  goes  out :  dines  at  Bella- 
my's sparely, 

And  abhors  what  you  call  the  gay 
world. 

"Then,  I  ask 

What  inspires,  and  consoles,  such 
a  self-imposed  task 

As  the  life  of  this  man,  —  but  the 
sense  of  its  duty? 

And  I  swear  that  the  eyes  of  the 
haughtiest  beauty 

Have  never  inspired  in  my  soul  that 
intense, 

Reverential,  and  loving,  ancf  abso- 
lute sense  [this  man. 

Of  heartfelt  admiration  I  feel  for 

As  I  see  him  beside  me ;  —  there, 
wearing  the  wan 

London  daylight  away,  ou  his  hum- 
drum committee; 

So  unconscious  of  all  that  awakens 
my  pity, 

Aud  wonder —  aud  worship,  I  might 
say. 

"Tome 

There  seems  something  nobler  than 
genius  to  be  [relieves. 

In  that  dull  patient  labor  no  genius 

Tliat  absence  of  all  joy  which  yet 
never  grieves ; 

The  humility  of   it!    the  grandeur 
withal ! 

The    sublimity    of    it!      And    yet, 
should  you  call 

The  man's  own  very  slow  apprehen- 
sions to  this, 

He  would  ask,  with  a  stare,  what 
sublimity  is ! 

His  work  is  the  duty  to  which  ca 
was  bom : 
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He  accepts  it,  without  ostentation 

or  scorn : 
And  this  man  is  no  uncommon  type 

(I  thnuk  Heaven!) 
X)f  this  land*s  common  men.    In  nil 

other  lauds,  even 
The  type's  self  is   wanting.     Ter- 

chance,  'tis  the  reasou 
That    Government   oscillates   ever 

'twixt  treason 
And  tyranny  elsewhere. 

"  1  wander  away 
Too  far,  though,  from  what  I  was 

wishing  to  say. 
You,  for  instance,  read  Plato.    You 

know  that  the  soul 
Is  immortal ;  and  put  this  in  rhyme, 

on  the  whole, 
Very  well,  with  sublime  illustration. 

Man's  heart 
Is  a  mystery,  doubtless.    You  trace 

it  in  art :  — 
The  Greek  Psyche,  —  that's  beauty, 

I—  the  perfect  ideal. 
But  then  comes  the  imperfect,  per- 
fect! !)le  real. 
With    its    pained    aspiration    and 

strife.     In  those  pale 
Ill-drawn  virgins  of  (iiotto  you  see 

it  prevail. 
You  have  studied  all  this.    Then, 

the  universe,  too. 
Is  not  a  mere  house  to  be  lived  in, 

for  you.  [know 

Geology  opens  the  mind.     So  you 
Something  also  of  strata  and  fos- 
sils; these  show 
The  bases  of  cosmlcal  structure: 

some  mention 
Of  the  nebulous  theory  demands 

your  attention ; 
And  so  on. 

•*  In  short,  it  is  clear  the  interior 
Of  your  ])niin,  my  dear  AlfVed,  is 

vastly  superior 
In  fibre,  and  fulness,  and  function, 

and  fire,  [scjuire; 

To  that  of  my  poor  parliamentary 
But  your  life  leaves  upon  me  (for- 
give me  this  heat 


Due  to  friendship)  the  sense  of  a 

thing  incomplete. 
You  fly  high.     But  what   is  it,  in 

truth,  you  fly  at? 
My  mind  is  not  satisfied  quite  as  to 

that. 
An  old  illustration  's  as  good  as  a 

new,  [true. 

Provided    the    old    illustration   be 
"We  are  children.     Mere  kites  are 

the  fancies  we  fly. 
Though  we  marvel  to  see  them  as- 
cending so  high ; 
Things  slight  in  themselves,  —  long« 

tailed  toys,  and  no  more. 
What    is    it    tliat  makes   tlie  kite 

steadily  soar  • 

Through  the  realms  where  the  cloud 

and  the  whirlwind  have  birth 
But  the  tie  that  attaches  the  kite  to 

the  earth? 
I  remember  the  lessons  of   child- 
hood, you  see, 
And  the  hornbook  I  learned  on  my 

poor  mother's  knee. 
In  tnitli,  I  suspect  little  else  do  we 

leani 
From  this  great  book  of  life,  which 

so  shrewdly  we  turn, 
Saving  how  to  apply,  with  a  good 

or  bad  grace. 
What  we  learned  in  the  hornbook 

of  childhood. 

"  Your  case 
Is  exactly  in  point.'' 

"  Fly  your  kite,  if  you  please. 
Out  of  sight :  let  it  go  where  it  will, 

on  the  breeze ; 
But  cut  not  the  one  thread  by  which 

it  is  bound, 
Be   it  never  so  high,  to  this  poor 

human  ground. 
No  man  is  the  absolute  lord  of  his 

life. 
You,  my  friend,  liave  a  home,  and  a 

sweet  and  dear  wife. 
If  I  often  have  sighed  by  my  own 

silent  fire, 
"With  a  sense  of  a  sometimes  recur- 
ring desire 
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For  a  voice  sweet  and  low,  or  a  face 
fond  and  fair, 

Some  dull  winter  evening  to  Holace 
and  share 

With  the  love  which  the  world  its 
/ijood  children  allows 

To  shalce  hands  witli,  —  in  sliort,  a 
legitimate  s[)()nse. 

This  thought  lias  consoled  nie  :  **  At 
least  I  liavc  given 

For  itiy  own  good  behavior  no  host- 
age to  heaven." 

Yon  have,  though.    Forget  it  not! 
faith,  if  you  do, 

I  would  rather  break  st<)nes  on   a 
road  than  be  vou. 

If  any  man  wilfully  injured,  or  led 

That  little  girl  wrong,  I  would  sit 
on  his  head, 

Even  though  you  yourself  were  tlie 
sinner ! 

'*  And  this 

I/eads  me  baclv  (do  not  tal^e  it,  dear 
cousin,  amiss  I) 

To  the  matter  I  meant  to  have  men- 
tioned at  once. 

But  these  thouglits  put  it  out  of  my 
head  for  tlie  nonce. 

Of  all  the  i)repost<;rous  humbugs  and 
shams,  [lambs, 

Of  all  the  old  wolves  ever  taken  for 

The  wolf  best  received  by  the  flock 
lie  devours 

Is  that  uncle-in-law,  my  dear  Alfred, 
of  j'ours.  ** 

At  least,  this  lias  long  been  my  set- 
tled conviction. 

And  1  almost  would  venture  at  once 
the  prediction 

That  In* fore  very  long  —  but  no  mat- 
ter I  I  trust 

For  his  sake  and  our  own.  that  1 
may  be  unjust.  [I  am  on 

But  Heaven  forgive  me,  if  (rautiou** 

The  score  of  sucli  men  as,  with  l)oth 
God  and  Mammon, 

Seem  so  shrewdly  familiar. 

'*  Neglect  not  this  warning. 

There  were  rumors  afloat  In  the  City 
this  morning 


Which  I  scarce  like  the  sound  of. 

Wlijo  knows?  would  he  fleece 
At  a  pinch,  the  old  hypocrite,  even 

his  own  niece? 
For  the  sake  of  Matilda  I  cannot  im- 
portune 
Your  attention  too  early.  If  all  your 

wife's  fortune 
Is  yet  in  the  liands  of  that  specious 

old  sinner, 
Who  would  dice  with  the  devil,  and 

yet  rise  up  winner, 
I  say,  lose  no  time !  get  it  out  of  the 

grab  [McNab. 

Of  her  trustee  and  uncle,  Sir  Ridley 
I  trust  those  deposits,  at  least,  are 

drawn  out. 
And    safe    at    this    moment    from 

danger  or  doubt. 
A  wink  is  as  good  as  a  nod  to  the 

wise.  [justittes 

Verhum  sap.    I  admit  nothing  yet 
My  mistrust;  but  I  have  in  my  own 

mind  a  notion 
That  old  Ridley's  white  waistcoat, 

and  airs  of  devotion, 
Have  long  been  the  only  ostensible 

capital 
On  which  he  does  Inisiness.     If  so 

time  nmst  sap  it  all. 
Sooner  or  later.     Look  sharp.    Do 

not  wait, 
Draw  at  once.    In  a  fortnight  it  may 

be  too  late. 
I  admit  I  know  nothing.     I  can  but 

suspect ; 
I  give  you  my  notions.    Form  yours 

and  reflect. 
My  love  to  Matilda.     Her  mother 

looks  well. 
I  saw  her  last  week.     I  have  noth- 
ing to  tell 
Worth  your  hearing.    We  think  that 

the  (lovernment  liere 
Will  not  last  our  next  session.    Fitz 

Funk  is  a  peer. 
You  will  see  by  the  Times.     There 
I  are  symptoms  which  show 

j  That  the  ministers  now  are  prepar- 
ing to  go, 
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Aud  finish  their  feast  of  the  loaves 

aDcl  the  fishes. 
It  is  evident  tliat  they  are  dealing 

the  dislies, 
And  cramming  tlieir  pockets  witli 

bon-bous.     Your  news 
Will  be  always  acceptable.   Vere,  of 

the  Blues, 
lias  bolted  with  Lady  Seliua.     And 

so, 
Vou  have  met  with  that  hot-headed 

Frenchman?    1  know 
That  the  mau  is  a  sad  mauvais  sxtjet. 

Take  care 
l)f  Matilda.     I  wish  I  could  join  you 

both  there ; 
But,  before  I  am  free,  you  are  sure 

to  be  gone. 
Good-by,  ray  dear  fellow.    Yours, 

anxiously, 

**  John." 


II. 


This  is  just  thea<lvicel  myself  would 

have  given 
To  Lord   Alfred,   had  I  been    his 

cousin,  which,  Heaven 
Be  praised,  I  am  not.  But  it  reached 

him  Indeed 
In  an  unlucky  hour,  and  received  lit- 
tle heed. 
A  half-languid  glance  was  the  most 

that  he  lent  at 
That  time  to  these  homilies.     Pn- 

mum  (icmputat 
Quern  DeuH  vult  pf  rd<  rr.     Alfred  in 

fact 
Was  behaving  just  then  in  a  way  to 

distract 
Job's  self  had  Joi)  known  him.   The 

more  you'd  liave  tliouglit 
The  Dulxe's  court  to  Matilda  his  eye 

would  liave  cauglit. 
The  more  did  liis  (Aspect  grow  listless 

to  lUTS 

And  the  more  did  it  beam  to  Lucile 

de  Nevers. 
>  ziiX  Matilda,  the  less  she  found  love 

in  the  look 


Of  her  husband,   the  less  did  she 

shrink  froni  the  Duke. 
With  each  day  that  passed  o'er  them, 

they  each,  heart  from  heart, 
Woke  to  feel  themselves  flirther  aud 

further  apart. 
More  and  more  of  his  time  Alfred 

passed  at  the  table ; 
Played  high ;  aud  lost  more  than  tc 

lose  he  was  able. 
He  grew  feverish,  querulous,  absent, 

perverse,  — 
And    here    1   must  mention,   what 

made  matters  worse, 
That  Lucile  and  the  Duke  at  the  self- 
same hotel 
With   the  Vargraves   resided.      It 

needs  not  to  tell 
That  thfv  all  saw  too  much  of  each 

other.     The  weather 
Was  so  line  that  it  brought  them 

each  day  all  together 
In  tht'  garden,  to  listen,  of  course, 

to  the  band.  [and 

The  house  was  a  sort  of  phalanstery ; 
Lucile  and  Matilda  were  pleased  to 

discover 
A  mutual  pjission  for  music.     More- 
over, 
The  Duke  was  an  excellent  tenor ; 

could  sing 
^''  Ainje  mi  jnirr'"  in  a  way  to  bring 

down  on  the  wing 
All  the  angels  St.  Cicely  played  to. 

My  lord 
Would  also  at  times,  when  he  waa 

not  too  bored, 
i'lay  Beethoven,  and  Wagner's  new 

music,  not  ill : 
With  some  little  things  of  his  own, 

showing  skill. 
For  which  reason,  as  well  as  for 

some  others  too. 
Their  rooms  were  a  pleasant  enongh 

rendezvous. 
Did    Lucile,    tlien,   encourage   (the 

heartless  coquette!) 
All  the  mischief  she  could  not  but 

mark? 

Patience  yet ! 
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III. 
In  that  garden,  an  arbor,  withdrawn 

from  the  jsun. 
By  laburnum  and  Lihic  with  l)looms 

overrun, 
Formed  a  vault  of  cool  verdure, 

which  made,  when  the  heat 
Of  the  noontide  huu;s^  heavy,  a  gra- 
cious retreat. 
And  here,  with  some  frieuds  of  their 

own  little  workl, 
In   the  warm  afternoons,   till   the 

shadows  uncurled 
Fp>m  the  feet  of  the  lindens,  and 

crept  through  the  grass. 
Their  blue  liours  would  this  gay  little 

colony  pass. 
The  men  loved  to  smoke,  and  the 

women  to  bring. 
Undeterred  by  tobacco,  their  worlc 

»        there,  and  sing 
Or  converse,  till  the  dew  fell,  and 

homeward  the  bee 
Floated,  heavy  with  honey.  Towards 

eve  there  was  tea 
(A  luxury  d»ie  to  Matilda),  and  ice, 
Fruit,  and  eoflee.    'n  "Einrep*,  iroKra 

Such  an  evening  it  was,  while  Ma- 
tilda presided 

O'er  the  nistic  arrangements   thus 
daily  provided. 

With  the  Duke,  and  a  small  German 
Prince  with  a  thick  head. 

And  an  old  Kussiau  Countess  both 
witty  and  wicked, 

And  two  Austrian  Colonels,  —  that 
Alfred,  who  yet 

Was  lounging  alone  with  his  last 
cigarette. 

Saw  Lucile  de   Nevers   by  herself 
pacing  slow 

'Ncatn  the  shade  of  the  cool  linden- 
trees  to  and  fro. 

And  joining  her.  cried,  **  Thank  the 
good  stars,  we  meet ! 

I  have  so  much  to  sav  to  vou  I  " 

*'  Yes?  ..."  with  her  sweet 

Serene  voice,  she  replied  to  him  .  .  . 
*•  Yes?  and  I  too 


Was  wishing,  indeed,  to  say  some- 

what  to  you." 
She  was  paler  just  then  than  her 

wont  was.    The  sound 
Of  her  voice  had  within  it  a  sadn«sg 
i  profound. 

:  '*  You  aiv  ill?"  he  exclaimed. 

"  No !  "  she  hurriedly  said, 
I  ''No,  no!" 

!  "  You  alarm  me !  " 

She  drooped  down  her  head. 
"If   your  though t«    have    of  late 

sought,  or  cared,  to  divine 
The  purpose  of  what  has  been  pass- 
ing hi  mine, 
My  farewell  can  scarcely  alarm  you." 


Alfrkd. 
Your  farewell !  you  go ! 


Lucile  I 


Lucile. 

Yes,  Lord  Alfred. 

Alfred. 

Reveal 
The  cause  of  this  sudden  unkind- 
ness. 

LUCILK. 

Unkind? 
Alfred. 

Yes !  what  else  is  this  parting? 

LUCILE. 

No,  no!  are  you  blind? 
Look  Into  your  own  heart  and  home. 

Can  you  see 
No  reason  for  this,  save  unklndness 

in  me? 
Look  into  the  eyes  of  your  wife,  — 

those  true  eyes 
Too  pure  and  too  honest  in  auglit 

to  disguise 
The   sweet   soul    shining    through 

them. 

Alfred. 

Lucile !  (first  and  last 
Be  the  word,  if  you  will!)  let  me 
speak  of  the  past. 
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I  know  now,  alas !  though  I  know 

it  too  late. 
What  passed  at  that  mooting  which 

settled  my  fate. 
Nay,  nay,  inteiTUpt  me  not  vet !  let 

it  be ! 
I  hut  say  what  is  due  to  yourself, 

—  due  to  me. 
And  must  say  it 

He  rushed  incoherently  on, 
Describing  how,   lately,  the  truth  j 

he  had  known,  ' 

To  explain   how,  and  whence,  he 

had  wronged  her  before. 
All  the  complicate  coil  wound  about 

him  of  yore. 
All  the  hopes  that  had  flown  with 

the  faith  that  was  tied, 
•'And  then.  ()  Lucile,  what  was  left 

me,"  he  said, 
"  When  my  life  was  defrauded  of 

you,  but  to  take 
That  life,  as  'twas  left,  and  endeavor 

to  make 
Unobserved   by   another,  the   void 

which  remained 
Unconcealed  to  myself?     If  I  have 

not  attained, 
I  have  striven.     One  word  of  Un- 
ix Indness  has  never 
Passed   my  lips    to   Matilda.     Her 

least  wish  has  ever 
Keceived  my  submission.     And  if, 

of  a  truth, 
1  have  failed  to  renew  what  I  felt 

in  mv  vouth, 
I  at  least  liave  been  loyal  to  what  I 

ih*  ^i^Qi^  [cile. 

Respect,  duty,  honor,  attection.   Lu- 
I  speak  not  of  love  now,  nor  love's 

long  regret : 
I  would  not  olTcnd  you,  nor  dare  I 

forgot 
Tho  ties  that  are  round  me.    But 

may  there  not  be 
A  friendship  yet  hallowed  between 

you  and  me? 
May  we  not  be  yet  friends,  —  friends 

the  dearest?  " 

"  Alas  I " 


She  replied,  "  for  one  moment,  per- 
chance, did  it  pass 

Through  my  own  heart,  that  dream 
which  forever  hath  brought 

To  those  who  indulge  it  in  innocent 
thought 

So  fatal  and  evil  a  waking !   But  no. 

For  in  lives  such  as  ours  are,  the 
Dream-tree  would  grow 

On  the  borders  of  Hades  :  beyond 
it,  what  lies? 

The  wheel  of  Ixion,  alas !  and  the 
cries 

Of  the  lost  and  tormented.  De- 
parted, for  us, 

Are  the  days  wheu  with  innocence 
we  could  discuss 

Dreams  like  these.  Fled,  iudced, 
are  the  dreams  of  nwj  life ! 

0  trust  me,  the  best  friend  you  have 

is  vour  wife. 
And  I,  —  in  that  pure  child's  pure 

virtue,  I  bow 
To  the  beauty  of  virtue.     I  felt  on 

my  brow 
Not  one  blush  when  1  first  took  her 

hand.     With  no  blush 
Shall   I  clasp   it  to-night,  when   I 

leave  you. 

**Hush!  hush! 

1  would  sav  what  I  wished  to  have 

said  when  you  came. 
Do  not  think  that  years  leave   us 

and  find  us  the  same! 
The  woman  you   knew   long  ago- 

long  ago. 
Is   no   more.      You   yourself   have 

within  you,  I  know. 
The  germ  of  a  joy  in  the  years  yet 

to  be. 
Whereby  the  past  years  wMl  bear 

ftruit.    As  for  me, 
I  go  my  own  way, — onvvarii,upward ! 

•*Oyet, 
Let  me  thank  you  for  that  which 

ennobled  regret, 
Wheu  it  came,  as  it  beautifled  hope 

ere  it  fled,  — 
The  love  I  once  felt  for  you.   True, 

it  is  dead. 
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But  it  is  not  corrupted.     I  too  have   Of  ironical  ivondcr,  he  answeroci  — 


at  last 
Lived  to  Icani  that  love  is  not  — 

(such  love  as  is  past, 
8nch  love  as  youth  dreams  of  at 

least)  —  the  sole  part 
Of  life,  which  is  able  to  fill  up  the 

heart ; 
Kven  that  of  a  woman. 

'*  Between  you  and  me 
Heaven  fixes  a  i^ulf,  over  which  you 

must  see 
That  our  guardian  an(;els  can  bear 

us  no  more. 
'  We  each  of  us  stand  on  an  opposite 

shore. 
Trust  a  woman's  opinion  for  once. 

Women  learn. 
By  an  instinct  men  never  attain,  to 

discern 
Each  other's  true  natures.    Matilda 

is  fair, 
Matilda  is  young  —  see  her  now,  sit- 

tinjj  there !  — 
How  tenderly  fashioned  —  (O,  is  she 

not?  say,) 
To  love  and  be  loved ! " 

IV. 

lie  tunied  sharply  away,  — 
"  Matilda  is  young,  and  Matilda  is 

fair; 
Of  all  that  you  tell  me  pray  deem  me 

aware ; 
But  Matilda's  a  statue,  Matilda's  a 

child ; 
Matilda  loves  not  — " 

Lucile  quietly  smiled 


"  what,  she ! 
She  jealous  I  — Matilda !  —ot  whom, 
pray?  —  not  me!" 

**  My  lord,  you  deceive  yourself;  no 

one  but  you 
Is  she  jealous  of.     Trust  me.     And 

thank  Heaven,  too, 
That  so  lately  this  passion  within 

her  hath  grown. 
For  who  shall  declare,  if  for  months 

she  had  known 
What  for  days  she  has  known  all  toe 

keenly,  I  fear, 
That  knowleilge  perchance  miirlit 

have  cost  you  more  dear  ?" 
''Explain!   explain,    madam!"    lie 

cried  in  surprise ; 
And  terror  and  auger  enkindled  his 

eves. 

'*  How  blind  are  you  men ! "  she  re- 
plied.   '*  Can  you  doubt 

That  a  woman,  young,  fair,  and  neg- 
lected — " 

"  Speak  out ! " 

He  gasped  with  emotion.     "  Lucile  I 
you  mean  —  what  ? 

Do  you  doubt  her  fidelity  ?  " 

"Certainly  not. 

Listen  to  me,  iny  friend.     What  I 
wish  to  explain 

Is  so  haul  to  shape  forth.    I  could 
almost  refrain 

From  toucliing  a  .subject  so  frairile. 
However,  [endeavor 

Bear  with  me  awhile,  if  I  frankly 


As  she  answered  him  : — "Yesterday,  To  Invade  for  one  moment  your  in- 
all  that  you  say  '  nci'most  life. 

Might  be  true;  it  is  false,  wholly  I  Your  honor.  Lord  Alflred,  and  that 
false,  though,  to-«lay."  of  your  wife, 

"How?  —  what  mean  you?"  Are  dear  to  me, — most  dear!    And 

"  I  mean  that  to-day,"  she  re-  I  am  convinced 


plied, 
"The  statue  with  life  has  become 

vivified : 
I  mean  that  the  child  to  a  woman 

has  grown : 
And  that  woman  is  jealous." 

••What!  she?"  with  a  tone 


That  you   rashly  are  ri^khig  that 
honor. " 

He  winced, 
And  turned  pale,  as  she  spoke. 

She  had  aimed  at  his  heart, 
And  she  saw,  hy  his  sudden  and  t-^r 
rifled  start, 
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That  her  aim  hod  not  inisscMl. 

**  Stay,  Lucile  I  "  he  exclaimed, 

*•  What  in  truth  do  you  mean  by 
tliese  words,  vaguely  filmed 

To     alarm     me?      Matilda?  — My 
wife?  —  do  you  Icnow  ?  "  — 

••  I  know  that  your  wife  is  as  spot- 
less as  snow. 

But  I  know  not  how  far  your  con- 
tinued neglect 

Her  nature,  as   well  as  her  lieart 
might  affect. 

Till  at  last,  by  degrees,  that  serene 
atmosphere 

Of  her  uncon.scious  purity,  faint  and 
yet  cltMir, 

Like  the  indistinctigohlen  and  vapor- 
ous fleece 

Which  surrounded  and  hid  the  celes- 
tials in  (ireece 

From  the  glances  of  men,  would  dis- 
perse and  depart 

At  the  sighs  of  a  sick  and  delirious 
heart,  — 

For  jealousy  is  to  a  woman,  bo  sure, 

A  disease  healed  too  oft  by  a  crimi-  ■  The    trial    from    which    you,    the 
nal  cure ;  stronger  ones,  slirink. 


Half  fearing,  indeed,  the  effect  they 

had  made. 
"  I  was  putting  a  mere  hypothetical 

case." 

With  a  long  look  of  trouble  he  gazed 
in  her  face. 

*'  Woe  to  him, .  .  ."  he  exclaimed 
.  .  ."  woe  to  him  that  shall  feel 

Such  a  hope !  for  I  swear,  if  he  did 
but  reveal 

One  glimpse,  —  it  should  be  the  last 
hope  of  his  life !  " 

The  clenched  hand   and  bent  eye- 
brow betokened  the  strife* 

She  had  roused  in  his  heart. 

*'  You  forget,"  she  began, 

* '  That  you  menace  yourself.    You 
yourself  are  the  man 

That  is  guilty.    Alas !  must  it  ever 
be  so? 

Do  we  stand  in  our  own  light,  wher- 
ever we  go. 

And  fight  our  own  shadows  forever? 
()  think! 


And  the  heart  left  too  long  to  its 

ravage,  in  time 
May  find  weaivne.ss  in  virtue,  reprisal 

in  crime." 

V. 

•'  Such  thoughts  could  have  never," 
he  faltore<l.  "  I  know, 

Reached  the  heart  of  Matilda." 

"Matilda?    O  no! 

But  reflect !  when  such  thoughts  do 
not  come  of  themselves 

To  the  heart  of  a  wonnin  neghjcted, 
like  elves 


You  ask  woman,  the  weaker  one, 
still  to  endure ;  [abjure ; 

You  b'd  her  be  true  to  the  laws  you 

To  abide  bv  the  ties  you  vourselvcs 
rend  asunder. 

With  the  force  that  has  failed  yoii ; 
and  that,  too,  when  ntider 

The  assumption  of  ri«''!its  which  to 
her  vou  refuse. 

The  imnniuity  claimed  for  your- 
selves you  abuse! 

Where  the  contract  ex/sts,  it  in- 
volves obliixation 


That  seek  lonely  places, — there  rare- i  To  both  husband  and    wife,  in   an 


ly  is  wanting 


equal  relation. 


.»ome  voice  at  her  side,  with  an  evil ,  You  nnloo*ie.  in  asserting  your  own 

enchanting  I  lilierty. 

To  conjure  them  to  her."  A    knot,    wliicli,    unloosed,    leaves 

"  0  lady,  beware!  another  as  fre(?. 

At  this  moment,  around  me  I  searcn    Then,  O  Alfred  !  be  juster  at  heart! 

everywhere  and  thank  Heaven 


For  a  clew  to  your  words  "  — 

**  You  mistake  them,"  she  said, 


That  Heaven  to   your  wife  such  i 
nature  has  given 
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That  you  have  not  wherewith   to 

reproach  her,  albeit 
You  liave  cause  to  reproach  your 

own  self,  could  you  see  it !  ** 

VI. 

[d  the  silence  that  followed  the  last 

word  she  said, 
In  the  heave  oi'  his  client,  and  the 

droop  of  his  head. 
Poor  Lucile  uiarlced  her  words  had 

sulHccd  to  impart 
A  new  germ  of  motion  and  life  to 

that  heart 
Of  which  he  himself  had  so  recently 

spoken 
As  dead  to  emotion,  —  exhausted,  or 

broken ! 
Xew  fears  would  awaken  new  hopes 

in  his  life. 
In  the  husband  indiflferent  no  more 

to  the  wife 
She  already,  as  she  had  foreseen, 

could  discover 
That  Matilda  had   gained,  at  her 

hands,  a  new  lover. 
80  after  some  moments  of  silence, 

whose  spell 
They  both  felt,  she  extended  her 

hand  to  him.  .  . . 


VII. 


VIII. 


»*Well?" 


•'  Lucile,"  he  replied,  as  that  soft ; 

quiet  hand 
In  his  own  he  clasped  warmly,  '*I 

both  understand 
And  obey  you." 
"Thank  Heaven ! "  she  murmured. 

"Oyet, 
i/ue  word,  I  beseech  you !   I  cannot 

forget." 
He  exclaimed,  "  we  are  parting  for 

life.    You  have  shown 
My  patliway  l«>  me:  but  say,  wliat 

is  your  own?" 
The  calmnoNs  with  which  until  tlien 

she  had  spoken 


In  a  moment  seemed  strangely  and 

suddenly  broken. 
She   turned    from   him    nervously, 

hurricdiv. 

"  Nay, 
I  know  not,"  she    murmured,   *•  I 

follow  the  way 
Heaven  leads  me ;  I  cannot  foresee 

to  what  end. 
I  know  only  that  far,  far  away  it 

must  tend 
From  all  places  in  wliich  we  have 

met,  or  mi<;ht  meet. 
Far  away !  —  onward  —  upwanl ! " 

A  smile  strange  and  sweet 
As  the  incense  that  rises  from  some 

sacred  cup 
And  mixes  with  music,  stole  forth, 

and  breathed  up 
Her  wlioic  face,  with  those  words. 

•'  Wheresoever  it  be. 
May  all  gentlest  angels  attend  you ! " 

sighed  he, 
*'And    bear    my    heart's    blessing 

wherever  you  are  I " 
And  her  hand,   with   emotion,  he 

kissed. 

IX. 

From  afar 

That  kiss  wa.y,  alas !  by  Matilda  be- 
held 

"With  far  other  emotions :  her  young 
bosom  swelled, 

And  her  young  cheek  with  anger 
was  crimsoned. 

The  Duke 

Adroitly  attracted   towards   it  her 
look 

By  a  faint  but  sign  ill  cant  smile. 

X. 

Mucrh  ill-construed, 
Kenowned  IMshop  Berkeley  lias  ful- 
ly, for  one,  strewed 
"With  arguments  page  upon  page  to 
teach  folks  [a  hoax. 

That  the  world  they  inhabit  is  only 
But  it  surely  is  hard,  since  we  can't 

do  without  them. 
That  our  senses  should  make  us  so 
oft  wish  to  doubt  them ! 
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CANTO  III. 
I. 

When  first  the  red  savage  called 

Man  strode,  a  king. 
Through  the  wilds  of  creation,  —  the 

very  first  tiling 
That  his  naked  intelligence  taught 

him  to  feci 
Was  the  shame  of  liimself ;  and  the 

wish  to  conceal 
Was  the  first  step  in  art.     From  the 

apron  which  Eve 


Cheated  deatii  and  killed  time  with 

Boccaccian  stories. 
But  at  length  tlie  long  twilight  more 

deeply  grew  shaded, 
And  the  fair  night  tlie  rosy  horizon 

invaded. 
And  the  bee  in  tlie  blossom,  the  bird 

on  the  bough, 
Through  the  sliudowy  garden  were 

slumbering  now, 
The  trees  only,  o'er  every  unvisited 

walk.  [talk. 

Began  on  a  sudden  to  whisper  and 


In  Eden  sat  down  out  of  fig-leaves    And,  as   each   little   sprightly  and 


to  weave, 


garrulous  leaf 


To  the  fiirl)elowed  fiounce  and  the  I  Woke  up  with  an  evident  sense  of 

broad  crinoline  relief, 

Of  my  lady  .  .  .   you  all  know  of    They  all  seemed  to  be  saying  .   .  . 


course  whom  I  mean  . 
This  art  of  concealment  has  greatly 

increased. 
A  whole  world  lies  cryptic  in  each 

human  breast; 
And  that  drama  of  passions  as  old  i 

as  the  liills, 
Which  the  moral  of  all  men  in  eacli 

man  fulfils, 
Is  only  revealed  now  and  tlien  to 

our  eves 
In  the  newspaper-files  and  the  courts 

of  assize. 

II. 

In  the  group  seen  so  lately  in  sun- 
liglit  assembled, 

*Mid  those  walks  over  which  tlie  la- 
burnum-bough trembled. 


"  Once  more  we're  alone, 
And,  thank  Heaven,  those  tiresome 
people  are  gone !  " 

III. 

Through  the  deep  blue  concave  of 
the  luminous  air. 

Large,  loving,  and  languid,  the  stars 
here  and  there, 

Like  the  eyes  of  shy  passionate  wo- 
men, looked  down 

O'er  the  dim  world  whose  sole  ten- 
der light  was  their  own, 

When  Matilda,  alone,  from  her 
chamber  descended. 

And  entered  the  garden,  unseen, 
unattended. 

Her  forehead  was  aching  and  parch- 
ed, and  her  breast 


And  the  deep-bosomed  lilac  empara-    By  a  vague   inexpressible   sadness 
dising  oppressed ; 


The  haunts  where  the  blackbird  and 

thrush  flit  and  sing, 
The  keenest  eye  could  but  have  seen, 

and  seen  only, 


A  sadness  which  led  her,  she  scarcely 

knew  how, 
And  she  scarcely  knew  why  .  .  . 

(save,  indeed,  that  just  now 


A  circle  of  friends,  minded  not  to  '  The  house,  out  of  which  with  a  gasp 
leave  lonely  '  she  lia<l  fied 


The  bird  on  the  bough,  or  the  bee 

on  the  blossom ; 
Conversing  at  ease  in  the  garden's 

green  bosom. 
Like  those  who,  when  Florence  was 

yet  in  her  glories, 


Hal f-sti fied,  seemed  ready  to  sink 

on  her  head)  .  .  . 
Out  into  the  night  air,  the  silence, 

the  bright 
Boundless  starlight,  the  cool  isola- 


tion of  night! 
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Ilcr  husbaucl  that  day  had  looked 
once  In  her  face. 

And  pressed  both  lier  hands  in  a 
silent  embrace, 

And  reproachftilly  noticed  her  re- 
cent dejection 

With  a  smile  of  kind  wonder  and 
tacit  affection. 

lie,  of  late  so  indifferent  and  listless ! 
...  at  last 

Was  he  startled  and  awed  by  the 
chan|[:e  which  had  passed 

O'er  the  once  radiant  face  of  his 
young  wife?     Whence  canK* 

That  long  look  of  solicitous  fond- 
ness? .  .  .  the  same 

Look  and  language  of  quiet  affection, 
—  the  look 

And  the  language,  also!  which  so 
often  she  took 

For  pure  love  in  the  simple  repose 
of  its  purity.  —       [security ! 

Her  own  heart  thus  lulled  to  a  fatal 

11a!  would  he  deceive  her  again  by 
this  kindness? 

Ilail  shebeen,  then,  O  fool!  in  her  I  The  whole  spot  with  evil  remem- 


The  swift-shooting  stars  tlirough  tlio 

influitc  burned, 
And  into  the  influitc  ever  returned. 
And  silently  o'er  the  obscure  and 

unknown 
In  the  heart  of  Matilda  there  darted 

and  shone 
Thoughts,  enkindling  like  meteors 

the  deeps,  to  expire, 
Ixiaving    traces    behind    them    of 

tremulous  lire. 

IV. 

She  entered  that  arbor  of  lilacs,  in 

which 
The  dark  air  with  odors  hung  heavy 

and  rich. 
Like  a  sou^  that  grows  faint  with 

desire. 

'Twas  the  place 
In  which  slie  so  lately  had  sat,  face 

to  face 
With  her  husband,  —  and  her,  the 

pale  stranger  detested. 
Whose    presence   her  heart  like  a 

plague  had  Infested. 


innocent  blindness 
The  sport  of  transparent  illusion? 
ah,  folly ! 


brance  was  haunted. 
Through  the  darkness  there  rose  on 
the  heart  which  it  daunted 


And  that   feeling,    so   tranquil,  so  ;  Kach  dreary  detail  of  that  ilesolate 

happy,  so  holy,  i  <lay. 

She    had    taken,   till  then,    in    the  ■  So  full,  and  yi*t  so  incomplete.     Far 

heart,  not  alone  I  away 

Of  her  husband,  but  also,  indeed,  in   The   acacias   were  muttering,  like 

her  own,  mi.schievous  elvrs. 

For  true  love,  nothing  else,  after  all,    I'he  whole  story  over  again  to  them- 

did  it  prove  selves. 

But  a  friendship  profanely  familiar?    Kach  word,  —  and  each  wonl  was  a 

"  And  love?  .  .  .  wound!     By  degrees 

What  was  love,  then?  .  .  .  not  calm,    Hor  memory  mingled  its  voice  with 

not  secure,  —  scarcely  kind ! 
But  in  one,  all  intensest  emotions  v. 

combined : 
Life  and  death  :  pain  and  rapture. 


Like  the  whisper  Kve  heard,  when 
she  paused  by  the  root 
Thus  wandering  astray,    of  the  sad  tree  of  knowledge,  and 
Led  by  doubt,  through  the  (larkness  gazed  on  its  fruit, 

she  wandennl  away.  i  To  the  heart  of  Matlhla  the  trees 

All  silently  crossini;,  recrosslna:  the  i  seemocl  to  hiss 

night,  [light,  I  Wild  instructions,  n-vealiug  mau'ii 

With    faint,   meteoric,    miraculous  I  last  right,  which  is 
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The  right  of  reprisals. 

All  image  uncertain, 
And  vague,  dimly  sliaped  itself  forth 

on  tlic  curtain 
Of    the  darkness  around  her.     It 

came  and  it  went ; 
Througli  her  senses  a  faint  sense  of 

peril  it  sent : 
It  passed  and  repassed  her ;  it  went 

and  it  came 
Foreverre turning ;  forevcrtliesame; 
And  forever  more  clearly  delined ; 

till  licr  eyes 
In  that  outline  obscure  could  at  last 

recognize 
The  man  to  whose  image,  the  more 

and  the  more 
That  her  heart,  now  aroused  from 

its  calm  sleep  of  yore. 
From  her  Imsband  detached  itself 

slowly,  with  pain. 
Her  thoughts  had  returned,  and  re- 
turned to,  again,        [law,  — 
As  though  by  some  secret  indetinite 
The  vigilant  Frenchman,  —  Eugene 

de  Luvois ! 

VI. 

A    light   sound  behind   her.      She 

trembled.     By  some 
Night-witchcraft  her  vision  a  fict 

had  become. 
On  a  sudden  she  felt,  without  turn- 
ing to  view, 
That  a  man  was  approaching  behind 

her.     She  knew 
By  the  flutterinu;  pulse  which   slie 

'  could  not  rotrain, 
And   tlie  qnlck-l>eatinir  lieart,  that 

this  n\'in  was  Eugene. 
Her  first  instinct  wasfliirht;  butsiie  i 

felt  luT  sliglit  foot  ; 

As  heavy  as  though  to  the  soil  it  had 

root. 
And  tlu*  Duke's  voice  retained  her, 

like  fear  in  a  dream. 

VII. 

•'Ah,  lady!  iu  life  there  are  meet- 
ings which  seem 

Like  a  fate.  Dare  I  think  like  a 
MUipathy  too? 


Yet  what  else  can  I  bless  for  this 

vision  of  you? 
Alone  with  my  thoughts,  on  this 

starllghted  lawn. 
By  an  Instinct  resistless,  I  felt  my- 
self drawn 
To  revisit  the  memories  left  In  the 

place 
Where  so  lately  this  evening  I  look 

ed  In  your  face. 
And  I   rtnd, — you,  yourself, — my 

own  dream  I 

"  Can  there  be 
In  this  world  one  thought  common 

to  you  and  to  me? 
If  so,  ...  I,   who  deemed  but  a 

moment  ago 
My  heart  uncompanloned,  save  only 

by  woe. 
Should  Indeed  be  more  blessed  than 

I  dare  to  believe  — 
Ah,  but  onp  word,  but  one   from 

your  lips  to  receive  "... 

Interrupting  him  <|uickly,  she  mur- 
mured, **  1  sought, 
Here,  a  moment  of  solithde,  silence, 

and  thought. 
Which  l  needed."  .  .  . 

"  Lives  solitude  onlv  for  one? 
Must  Its  charm  by  my  presence  sj) 

soon  be  undone? 
Ah,   cannot   two   share   it?      What 

needs  it  fortius?  — 
The  same  thought  In  both  hearts,— 

be  it  sorrow  or  bliss; 
If  my  heart  be  the  retlex  of  yours, 

ladv,  —  von, 
Art*    you     not    yet     alone. — even 

though  we  be  two?" 

"For  that,"  .  .  .  said  Matilda,  . 

•'  needs  were,  you  should  read 

What  I  have  in  my  lieart."  .  .  . 

"  Think  vou,  ladv,  indeed. 

You  are  yet  of  that  age  when  a  wo- 
man conceals 

In  her  heart  so  completely  whatever 
she  feels 

From  the  heart  of  the  man  whom  it 
Interests  to  know 


no 
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And  find  out  what  that  fcclinp:  may  i  ()r  rejected,  -a  love,  true,  inteu8e» 
be?    Ah,  not  so,  ■  —  such,  at  least, 

I^y  Alfred  I  Forn^ive  nic  that  in  I  As  you,  and  you  only,  could  wake 
it  I  look. 

But  I  read  in  your  heart  as  I  read 


iu  a  book." 
Well,  Duke  I   and  what  read  yon 
within  it?  unless 


in  my  brea8t  I  " 

**Hush,   hush!  ...  I  beseech  you 

.  .  .  for  pity !  "  she  gasped, 

Snatching  hurriedly  from  him  the 

1*1,       i-      .     .1  e       \  «^««»   •  hand  he  had  clasped 

It  be,  of  a  trutli,  a  profound  wcari- 1  j^  ,^^^  ^,j^^^  instinctive  to  flv  from 

,    ,     ""••""'    ,        .,„  '  the  spot. 

And  some  sadness.""'  ,  * 

"No  dtnibt.    To  all  facts  there    "  For  pity?"  ...  he  echoed,  *' for 
are  laws.  '  pity  I  and  what 

The    elTect    has    its   cause,  and  I  !  Is  tlic  pity  you  owe  him?  his  pity 

for  you  I 
He,  the  lord  of  a  life,  fresh  as  new- 
fallen  dew ! 
Matihla  slirank  1)ack;  for  she  sud-    Tlie  guaixUau  and  guide  of  a  wo- 

denly  found  man,  young,  fair, 

That  a  linger  was  pressed  on  the  yet    And  matchless !    (whose  happiness 

1)leeding  wound  did  he  not  swear 

She  herself  had  but  that  day  per-    To  cherish  througli  life?)  he  neg- 

ceived  in  her  breast.  lects  lier  — for  wliom  ? 

"You  are  sad,"  .  .  .  said  the  Duke    For  a  fairer   than   slie?    No  I    the 


mount  to  the  cause." 

VIII. 


(and  that  linger  yet  pressed 
With  a  cruel  persistence  the  wound 

it  made  bleed)  — 
**  You  are  sad,  Lady  Alfred,  because 

the  rtrst  need 
Of  a  young  and  a  beautif\il  woman 

is  to  be 


rose  iu  the  i)loom 
Of  tliat  beauty  wliich,  even  when 

hidden,  ran  prevail 
To   keep   sleeple.ss   with  song  the 

aroused  nightingale, 
Is  not  fairer ;  for  even  in  the  pure 

world  of  llowers 


Beloved,  and  to  love.  You  are  sad ;  i  Her  symbol  is  not,  and  this  poor 
for  you  see  i  world  of  ours 

That  you  are  not  beloved,  as  you  i  Has  no  second  Matilda!  For  whom? 
deemed  that  you  were :  I  I^»t  that  pas^s ! 


You  are  sad:   for  that  knowledge 
hath  left  v<^u  aware 


Tis  not  I.  'tis  not  you.  that  can 
name  her,  alas ! 


That  you  have  not  jet  loved,  though    Ami  /dare  not  question  or  judge 

you  thought  that  you  had.  her.     But  why. 

Yes,   yes !  .  .  .  you  are    sad  —  be- '  Why  eherisli  the  cause  of  your  own 


cause  knowledire  is  sad ! " 


mi.»<erv? 


He  could  not  have  read  more  pro-    Wliy  think  of  one,  lady,  who  thinks 


foundly  her  lieart. 
"  What  gave  you,"  she  cried,  with 

a  terrilled  start, 
•*  Such  strange  power?"  .  .  . 
*'  To  read  in  your  thoughts?  " 

he  exclaimed. 


not  of  yon? 
Wliy  be   bound  by  a  chain  which 

himself  he  breaks  through? 
And  why,  since   y<m  have  but  to 

stretch  forth  your  hand. 
The  lov(»  which  vou  need  *nd  de 


*•  <)  lady,  —  a  love,  deep,  profound,  I  serve  to  connnand, 

—  be  it  blamed  ,  Why  shrink?    Wliy  repel  it? " 


LUCILE. 


I  f  I 


*'Olnish,  sir!   O  hush  ! '* 
Cried  Matilda,  as  tUouijh  her  whole 

heart  were  one  blush. 
**  Cease,   cease,  I   conjure  you,  to 

trouble  my  life ! 
Is  not  Alfred  your  IViend?  And  am 

I  not  his  wife?" 

IX. 

•*  And  have  I   not,   lady,"  he    an- 
swered, .  .  .  ** respected 
His  rights  as  a  friend,  till  himself 

he  neglected 
Your  rights  as  a  wife?     Do  you 

think  *tis  alone 
For  three  days  I  have  loved  you? 

My  love  may  have  grown 
I  admit,  day  by  day,  since  I  first 

felt  your  eyes, 
In    watching    their    tears,   and   in 

sounding  your  sighs. 
But,  0  lady !  1  loved  you  before  I 

believed 
That  your  eyes  ever  wept,  or  your 

heart  ever  grieved. 
Then  I  deemed  you  were  happy  —  I 

deemed  yoU  possessed 
All  the  love  you  deserved,  —  and  I 

hid  in  my  breast 
My  own  love,  till  this  hour  —  when 

I  could  not  but  feel 
Your  grief  gave  me  the  right  my 

own  grief  to  reveal ! 
I  knew,  years  ago,  of  the  singular 

power 
Which  Lucile  o'er  your  husband  pos- 
sessed.    Till  the  hour 
In  which  he  revealed  it  himself, 

did  I,  —  say!  — 
By  a  word,  or  a  look,  such  a  secret 

betray? 
No!   no!   do  me  justice.     I  never 

have  spoken 
Of  this  poor  heart  of  mine,  till  all 

ties  he  had  broken 
Which  bound  your  heart  to  him. 

And  now  —  now,  that  hio  love 
For  another  hath  left    your    own 

heart  free  to  rove. 
What  is   it,  —  even   now,  —  that   I 

knesl  to  implore  you? 


Only  this,  I^dy  Alfred !  ...  to  let 

me  adore  you 
Unblamed :   to  have  confidence  in 

me :  to  spend 
On  me   not  one   thought,  save  to 

think  me  your  fViend. 
Let  me  speak  to  you,  — ah,  let  me 

speak  to  you  still ! 
Hush  to  silence  my  words  in  your 

heart,  if  you  will. 
I  ask  no  response :  I  ask  only  your 

leave 
To   live  yet   in  your  life,   and  to 

grieve  when  you  grieve !  " 

X. 

"Leave   me,   leave   me!"  .  .  .  .^he 

gasped,   with  a  voice   thick 

and  low 
From  emotion.     "For  pity's  sake, 

Duke,  let  me  go! 
I  feel  that  to  blame  we  should  both 

of  us  be. 
Did  I  linger." 

'•  To  blame?  yes,  no  doubt!  "... 

answered  he, 
"  If  the  love  of  your  husband,  iu 

bringing  you  peace, 
Had  forbidden  you  hope.     But  he 

signs  your  release 
By  the  hand  of  another. 

ment !   but  one  ! 
Who  knows  when,  alas  ! 

you  alone 
As  to-night  I   have   seen 

when  we  may  meet 
As  to-night  we  have  met?  when,  en- 
tranced at  your  feet. 
As  in  this  blessed  hour,  I  may  ever 

avow 
The  thoughts  which  are  pining  for 

utterance  now ! " 
"  Duke !  Duke !  "  ...  she  exclaimed 

..."  for  heaven's  sake  let 

me  go! 
It  is  late.     In  tlie  house  they  will 

miss  me.  I  know. 
We  must  not  be  seen  here  together. 

The  night 
Is  advancing.    I  feel  overwhelmed 

with  affl-ight ! 


One  mo- 
I  may  see 
you!   or 
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It  is  time  to  return  to  my  lord." 

"To  your  lord?" 
1  le  repeated,  witli  lingering  reproacli 

on  tlie  word, 
"  To  your  lord?   do  you  think  he 

awaits  you,  in  truth? 
Is  he  anxiously  missing  your  pres- 
ence, forsooth? 
Return  to  your  lord !  .  .  his  restraint 

to  renew? 
And  hinder  the  glances  which  are 

not  for  3'ou? 
Xo,   no!  .  .  .  at  this   moment  his 

looks  seek  the  face 
Of  another !  another  is  there  in  your 

place!  [ceivcs 

Another  consoles  him  I  another  re- 
The  soft  speech  whicii  from  silence 

your  absence  relieves  I  " 

XI. 

"  Vou  mistake  sir!  "  .  .  .  respondetl 
a  voice,  calm,  severe,  | 

And  sad,  .  .  .  "You  mistake,  sir!  ; 
that  other  is  here." 

Eugtine  and  Matihla  both  started. 

•♦  Lucile !  " 
With   a  half-stilleti  scream,  as  she 

felt  herself  r(?el 
From  the  place  where  she  stood, 

cried  Matilda. 

"  Ilo,  oh ! 
What!  eaves-dropping,  madam?" 

.  .  .  the  Duke  cried  .  .  .  *'  And 

so 
You  were  "listening?" 

**  Say,  nither,"  she  said,  "  that  I 

lieard, 
Without  wishing  to  hear  it,  that  in- 
famous word,  — 
Heard  —  and  therefore  reply." 

**  Belle  ( -omtesse,"  said  the  Duke, 
With    concentrated   wrath    in    the 

savage  rebuke. 
Which  betrayed  that  he  felt  himself  I 

baflled  .  .  .  *'  vou  know  ' 

Tliat  your  place  is  not  /*/»rr." 

*♦  Duke,"  she  answered  him  slow,  \ 
*'  My  place  is  wherever  my  duty  is  i 

clear ;  ! 


And  therefore  my  place,  at  this  mo- 
ment, is  here. 

0  lady,  this  morning  my  place  wa^r 

beside 
Your  husband,  because  (as  she  said 
this  slie  sighed) 

1  felt  that  from  folly  fast  growing 

to  crime  — 
The  crime  of  self-blindness — Heaven 

yet  spared  me  time 
To  save  for  the  love  of  an  innocent 

wife 
All  that  such  h)ve  deserved  in  the 

heart  and  the  life 
Of   the   man   to   whose   heart  and 

whose  life  you  alone 
Can   with  safety  conli.le   the   pure 

trust  of  your  own." 

She  turned  to  Matilda,  and  lightly 

laid  on  her 
Her  soft,  quiet  hand  .  .  . 

"  'Tis,  O  laily,  the  honor 
Which  that  man   has   contided   to 

you,  that,  in  spite 
Of  his  friend,  I  now  trust  I  may  yet 

save  to-night  — 
Save  for  both  of  you,  lady !  for  your* 

I  revere ; 
Due   de   Luvois,  what  say  you?  — 

my  place  is  not  here?" 

XII. 

And,  so  saying,  the  hand  of  Matilda 

she  caught. 
Wound  one  arm  round  her  waist  uu 

resisted,  and  sought 
Oently,   softly,  to  draw  her  away 

from  the  spot. 
The  Duke   stood  confounded,  autl 

followed  them  not. 
But   not    vet   the   house   had   thev 

reacheil  when  Lucile 
Her  tender  and  delicate  burden  couhi 

feel 
Sink  and  falter  beside  her.     O,  then 

she  knelt  down, 
Flung  her  arms  round  Matilda,  and 

I)re>sed  to  her  (.>wn 
The  poor  bosom  beating  against  her 
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The  moon,  I  To  receive,  lady.  What  wiis  it  chilled 

Bright,  breathless,  and  buoyant,  and  you  both  now  ? 

brimful  of  June,  Not  the  absence  of  love,  but  the  ig- 

Floated  up  from  the  hillside,  sloped  >  norance  how 

over  the  vale.  Love  is  uourii«hed  ])y  love.     Well  ! 

And  poised  herself  loose  in  mid-.  henceforth  you  will  prove 

heaven,  with  one  pale,  ;  Your  heart  worthy  of  love, — since  it 

Minute,  scintillescent,   and   tremu- 
lous star 

Swinging  under  her  globe   like  a 
wizard-lit  ear. 

Thus  to  each  of  those  women  reveal- 
ing the  face 


knows  how  to  love." 
xui. 


Of  the  other.      liach  bore   on  her 

features  the  trace 
Of  a  vivid  emotion.    A  deep  inward 

shame 
The  cheek  of  Matilda  had  flooded 

with  tlame.  [cile 

With  her  enthusiastic  emotion,  Lu- 
Trembled  visibly  yet;  for  she  could 

not  but  feel 
That  a  heavenly  hand  was  upon  her 

that  ni<;ht. 
And  It  touched  lier  pure  brow  to  a 

heavenly  light. 
*•  In  the  name  of  your  husband,  dear  ! 


"  What  gives  you  such  power  over 

me,  tliat  I  feel 
Thus  drawn  to  obey  you?   What  are 

you,  Lucile?" 
Sighed  Matilda,  and  lifted  her  eyes 

to  the  face 
Of  Lucile. 
There  passed  suddenly  through  it 

the  trace 
Of  deep  sadness ;  and  o'er  that  fair 

forehead  came  down 
A  shadow  which  yet  was  too  sweet 

for  a  ft-own. 
**The  pupil  of  sorrow,  perchance'* 

.  .  .  she  replied. 
"  Of  sorrow  ?  "  Matilda  exclaimed 

.  .  .  ''O  conlide 


lady,"  slie  said ;  |  To  my  heart  your  affliction.     In  all 

*•  In  the  name  of  your  mother,  take  \  you  made  known 

heart  I     Lift  your  head,  \  I  should  find  some  instruction,  no 


For  those  blushes  are  noble.    Alas ! 

do  not  trust 
To  that  maxim  of  virtue  made  ashes 

and  dust, 
That  the  fault  of  the  husband  can 

cancel  the  wife's. 
Take  heart  !   and  take  refuge  and 

strength  in  your  life's 
Pure  silence,  —  there,  kneel,  pray, 

and  hope,  weep,  and  wait  !  " 
"Saved,  Lucile  !"  sobbed  Matilda, 

••but  saved  to  what  fat<;  ? 
Tears,  prayers,  yes  I  not  hopes. " 

**  Hush  !  "  the  swe<'t  voice  replied. 
•*  Fooled  away  by  a  fancy,  again  to 

your  side 
Must  your  husband  return.     Doubt 

not  this.     And  return 
For  the  love  you  can  give,  with  the 

love  that  you  yearn 


doubt,  for  my  own ! " 

"  And  I  some  consolation,  no  doubt; 

for  the  tears 
Of  another  have  not  flowed  for  me 

many  years." 

It  was  then   that    Matilda  herself 

seized  the  hand 
Of  Lucile  in  her  own,  and  uplifted 

her;  and 
Thus  together  they  entered  the  house. 

XIV. 

'Twas  the  room 
Of  Matilda. 

The  languid  and  delicate  gloom 
Of  a  lamp  of  pure  white  alabaster, 

aloft 
From  the  ceiling  suspended,  around 
it  slept  soft. 
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The  casement  oped  into  the  pardon. 
The  pale 

Coo.  moonlight  streamed  through 
it.     One  lone  nightingale 

Sung  aloof  in  the  laurels. 

And  here,  side  by  side, 

Hand  in  hand,  the  two  women  sat 
down  undescrled, 

Save  by  guardian  angels. 

As,  when,  sparkling  yet 

From  the  rain,   that,   with   drops 
that  are  jewels,  leaves  wet 

The  bright  head  it  humbles,  a  young 
rose  inclines 

To  some  pale  lily  near  it,  the  fair 
vision  shines 

As  one  flower  with  two  faces,  in 
hushed,  tearful  speech, 

Like  the  showery  whispers  of  flow- 
ers, each  to  each 

Linked,  and  leaning   together,  so 
loving,  so  fair. 

So  united,  yet  diverse,  the  two  wo- 
men there 

Looked,   indeed,  like  two  flowers 
upon  one  drooping  stem, 

In  the  soft  light  that  tenderly  rested 
on  them. 

All  that  soul  said  to  soul  in  that 
chamber,  who  knows? 

All  that  heart  gained  from  heart? 
Leave  the  lily,  the  rose, 

Undisturbed  with  their  secret  with- 
in them.     For  who 

To  the  heart  of  the   floweret  can 
foUow  the  dew? 

A  night  full  of  stars !     O'er  the  si- 
lence, unseen, 

The  footsteps  of  sentinel  angels, 
between 

The  dark  land  and  deep  sky  were 
moving.    You  heard 

Passed  from  earth  up  to  heaven  the 
happy  watchword 

Which    brightened    the    stars    as 
amongst  them  it  fell 

From  earth's  heart,  which  it  eased 
.    ..."  All  is  well !  all  is  well ! " 


CANTO    IV. 
I. 

The  Poets  pour  wine;  and,  whea 
'tis  new,  all  decry  it, 

But,  once  let  it  be  old,  every  trifler 
must  try  it. 

And  Polouius,  who  praises  no  wine 
that's  not  Mas.sic, 

Complains  of  my  verse,  that  my 
verse  is  not  classic. 

And  Miss  Tilburina,  who  sings,  and 
not  badly. 

My  earlier  verses,  sighs  "  Common- 
place sadly  I " 

As  for  you,  O  Polonius,  you  vex  me 

but  slightly; 
But  you,  Tilburina,  your  eyes  beam 

so  l)rightly 
In    despite    of    their    languishing 

looks,  on  my  word. 
That  to  see  you  look  cross  I  can 

scarcely  afibrd. 
Yes !  the  silliest  woman  that  smiles 

on  a  bard 
Better  far  than  Longinus  himself 

can  reward 
The  appeal  to  her  feelings  of  which 

she  approves ; 
And  the  critics  I  most  care  to  please 

are  the  Loves. 

Alas,  friend !  what  boots  it,  a  stone 

at  his  head 
And  a  brass  on  his  breast,  —  when 

a  man  Is  once  dead? 
Ay!   were  fame  the  sole  guerdon, 

poor  guerdon  were  then 
Theirs    who,   strippinir   life    bare. 

stand  forth  models  for  men. 
The  reformer's?  —  a  creed  by  pos 

terity  learnt 
A  century  after  its  author  is  bumf; 
The  poet's?  —  a  laurel   that  hides 

the  bahl  brow 
It  hath  blighted !    The  painter's?  — 

ask  Kapliael  now 
Which  Madonna's  authentic!    The 

statesman's?  —  a  name 
For  parties  to  blacken,  or  boys  to 

declaim ! 


LUC  ILK, 


II 


The  soldier's?  —  three  lines  on  the 

cold  Abbey  pavement ! 
Were  this  all  the  life  of  the  wise 

and  the  brave  meant, 
All  it  ends  in,  thrice  better,  Nesera, 

it  were 
Unregarded    to    sport   with    thine 

odorous  hair, 
Untroubled  to  lie  at  thy  feet  in  the 

shade 
And  be  loved,  while  the  roses  yet 

bloom  overhead, 
Than  to  sit  by  the  lone  hearth,  and 

think  the  long  thought, 
A  severe,  sad,  blind  schoolmaster, 

envied  for  miught 
Save  the  name  of  John  Milton !  For 

all  men,  indeed. 
Who  in  some  choice  edition  may 

graciously  reaxl,  [note, 

With  fair  illustration,  an  erudite 
The  song  which  the  poet  in  bitter- 
ness wTote, 
Beat  the  poet,  and  notably  beat  him, 

in  this  — 
The  joy  of  the  genius  is  theirs, 

wliilst  they  miss 
The  grief    of    the    man :    Tasso's 

song,  —  not  his  madness ! 
Dante's  dreams, — not  his  waking 

to  exile  and  sadness ! 
Milton's  music,  —  but  not  Milton's 

blindness!  .  .  . 

Yet  rise. 
My  Milton,  and  answer,  with  those 

noble  eyes 
Which  the  glory  of  heaven  hath 

blinded  to  earth ! 
Say  —  the  life,  in  the  living  it,  savors 

of  worth : 
That  the  deed,   in   the    doing    it, 

reaches  its  aim : 
That  the  fact  has  a  value  apart  from 

the  fame : 
That  a  deeper  delight,  in  the  mere 

Ijibor,  pays 
Scorn  of  lesser  delights,  and  labori- 
ous diiys : 
And  Shakespeare,  though  all  Shake- 
speare's writings  were  lost, 


And  his  genius,  though  never  a  trace 
of  it  crossed 

Posterity's  path,  not  the  less  would 
have  dwelt 

In  the  isle  with  Miranda,  with  Ham- 
let have  felt 

All  that  Hamlet  hath  uttered,  and 
haply  w^here,  pure 

On  its  death-bed,  wronged  Love  lay, 
have  moaned  with  the  Moor  \ 

u. 

When  Lord  Alfred  that  night  to  the 

salon  returned 
He  found  it  deserted.     The   lamp 

dimly  burned 
As  though  half   out  of  humor  to 

find  Itself  there 
Forced  to  light  for  no  purpose  a 

room  that  was  bare. 
He  sat  down  by  the  window  alone. 

Never  yet 
Did  the  heavens  a  lovelier  evening 

beget 
Since  Latona's  bright  childbed  that 

bore  the  new  moon ! 
The  dark  world  lay  still,  in  a  sort 

of  sweet  swoon. 
Wide  open  to  heaven ;  and  the  stars 

on  the  stream 
Were  trembling  like  eyes  that  are 

loved  on  the  dream 
Of  a  lover ;  and  all  things  were  glad 

and  at  rest 
Save  the  unquiet  heart  in  his  own 

troubled  breast. 
He  endeavored  to  think.  —  an  un- 
wonted employment, 
Which  appeared  to  afford  him  no 

sort  of  enjoyment 

III. 

*'  Withdraw  into  yourself.  But,  if 
peace  you  seek  there  for. 

Your  reception,  beforehand,  be  sure 
to  prepare  for," 

Wrote  the  tutor  of  Nero;  who 
wrote,  be  it  said. 

Better  far  than  he  acted, — but 
I  peace  to  the  dead  I 
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He  bled  for  his  pupil:  what  more 
could  he  do? 

IJut  Lord  Alfred,  when  into  himself 
he  withdrew, 

Fouud  all  tliere  iu  disorder.     For 
more  thau  an  liour 

He  sat  with  his  head  drooped  like 
some  stubborn  flower 

Beaten  do\vu  by  the  rusli   of   the 
rain,  —  with  such  force 

Did    the    thick,  gushing  thoughts 
hold  upon  him  the  course 

Of    their    sudden    desceut,    rapid, 
rushing,  and  dim. 

From  the  cloud  that  had  darkened 
the  eveuiug  for  him. 

At  one  moment  he  rose,  —  rose  and 
opened  tlie  door,       [corridor 

And  wistfully  looked  down  the  dark 

Toward  the  room  of  Matilda.  Anon, 
with  a  sigh  [quietly 

Of  an  incomplete  purpose,  he  crept 

Back  again  to  his  place  in  a  sort  of 
submission 

To  doubt,  and  returned  to  his  for- 
mer position, — 

That  loose  fall  of  the  anus,  that 
dull  droop  of  the  face. 

And  the  eye  vaguely  flxed  on  Impal- 
pable space. 

The  dream,  which  till  theu  had  been 
lulling  his  life. 

As  once  Circe  the  winds,  had  sealed 
thought ;  and  his  wife 

And  his  home  for  a  time  he  had 
quite,  like  Ulysses, 

Forgotten;  but  now  o'er  the  trou- 
bled abysses         [fortli  leapt 

Of  the  spirit  within  him,  n>olian. 

To  their  freedom  new-found,  and 
resist les>ly  swept 

All    his     heart     into    tumult,    the 
thouglits  whicli  had  been 

Long  pent  up  in   tlieir  mystic  re- 
cesses unseen. 

IV. 

How  long  he  thus  sat  there,  himself 

he  knew  not, 
Till  he  started,  as  though  he  were 

suddenly  shot, 


To  the  sound  of  a  voice  too  familiar 
to  doubt. 

Which  was  making  some  noise  in 
the  passage  without. 

A  sound  English  voice,  with  a  round 
English  accent. 

Which  the  scared  German  echoes 
resentfully  back  sent ; 

The  complaint  of  a  much  disap- 
pointed cab-driver 

Mingled  with  it,  demanding  .some 
ultimate  stiver : 

Then,  the  heavy  and  hurried  ap- 
proacli  of  a  boot 

Which  revealed  by  Its  sound  no  di- 
minutive foot: 

And  tlie  door  was  flung  suddenly 
open,  and  on 

The  threshold  Lord  Alfred  by  bach- 
elor .John 

W^as  seized  In  that  sort  of  aflTection- 
ate  rage  or 

Frenzy  of  hugs  which  some  stout 
Ursa  Major 

On  some  lean  Ursa  Minor  would 
doubtless  bestow 

With  a  warmth  for  wliich  only  star- 
vation and  snow 

Could  render  one  grateful.  As  soon 
as  he  could. 

Lord  Alfred  contrived  to  escape, 
nor  be  food 

An}'  more  for  those  somewhat  vora- 
cious embraces. 

Then  the  two  men  sat  down  and 
scanned  each  other's  faces ; 

And  Alfred  could  see  that  his  cousin 
was  taken 

With  unwonted  emotion.  The  hand 
that  hud  shaken 

His  own  trembled  somewhat.  Iu 
truth  he  descried. 

At  a  glance,  something  wrong. 

V. 

"  What's  the  matter?  "  he  cried. 
"  What  have  you  to  tell  me?  " 

Joiix. 
What !   have  you  not  heard? 
Alkkki). 
Heard  what? 
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ALFltKI). 

Mercy  save  us !  you  don't  nieaD  to 
say  .  .  . 

John. 

Yes,  I  do. 

Alfi:ki>. 

I  What:  Sir  Ridley?  .  .  . 

John. 

Smaslied,  broken,  blo.vn  up,  bolted, 
too! 

ALFKKI). 

But  his  own  niece?  ...  In   heav- 
en's name.  Juclc  .  .  . 

John. 

'(),  I  told  yon 
The     old     hypocritical     scoundrel 
vvouhl  .  .  . 

Alkued. 

Hohl!  yoQ 
Surely  can't  mean  we  are  ruined? 

John. 

Sit  <lown ! 
A  fortni;:lit  a^o  a  report  about  town 
Made  nie  most  appreiiensive.     Alas, 

and  alas ! 
I  at  once  wrote  ait<l  wiirued  you. 

Well,  now  let  tliat  pass. 
A  run  on  the  Hank  about  tlve  days 

ajro 
Continued  my  forebodinjrs  too  terri- 
bly, tlicm^h 
I  drove  ilown  to  tlie  city  at  once : 

found  tlie  door 
Of  the   Hank  close:  the   Hank  had 

stopped  pavment  at  four. 
You  have  drawn  those  deposits  at !  Xcxtmorninjr  thefailure  was  known 
^""''^''  !  to  be  fraud: 

Warrant  out  for  MacNab;  but  Mac 

Nab  was  abroad: 
Gone — we  cannot  t<'ll  where.     I  en- 


JOHN. 

This  sad  business  — 

Alfkkd. 

1?  no,  not  a  word. 

John. 
You  received  my  last  letter? 

Alfred. 

I  think  so.     If  not. 
What  then? 

John. 

You  have  acted  upon  it? 

Alfkkd. 

On  what? 
John. 

The  advice  that  I  j^ave  you  — 

Alfkkd. 

Advice?  —  let  me  see  I 
You  always  are  giving  advice,  Jack, 

to  me. 
About  Parliament  was  it? 

John. 

Ilan^ Parliament!  uq, 
The  Bank,  the  Bank,  Alfred! 

Alfrkd. 
What  Bank? 

John. 

Heavens !  I  know 
You  are  careless ;  —  but  surely  you 

have  not  for;cotten,  — 
Or  neglected  ...  I  warned  you  the 

whole  thin^  was  rotten. 


least? 

Alfrf.d. 

No,  I  meant 
To  have   written   to-day ;   but  the 

jiotc  shall  be  seut 
To-morrow,  however. 


deavored  to  ;ret 
Information  :  have  learned  nothing 
certain  as  yet.  — 
'hms.  Xot  even  the  way  that  old  liUUvy 

To-morrow?  too  late  I  |  was  ^one  : 

Too  late !     ().  what  devil  l/cwitch«id  .  Or  with  those  securities  what  he  had 
you  to  wait?  )  done: 
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Or  whether  they  had  been  already  ' 

culled  out : 
If  they  are  not,  their  fat<i  is,  I  fear, 

past  a  donbt. 
Twenty  families  ruined,  tliey  say:  ; 

what  was  left,  —  i 

Unable  to  llnd  any  clew  to  the  cleft 
The  old  fox  ran  to  earth  in,  —  but 

join  you  as  fust 
As  I  could,  njy  dear  Alfred?* 


VI. 

He  stopped  here,  aghast 
At  the  cliangc  in  his  cousin,  the  hue 

of  whose  face 
Had  grown  livid;   and  glassy  his 

eyes  fixed  on  space. 
•*  Courage,    courage  ! "   .    .    .    said 

John, .  .  .  *•  bear  the  blow  like 

a  man  I " 
And  he  caught  the  cold  hand  of 

Lord  Alfred.    There  ran 
Through  that  hanil  a  quick  tremor. 

'*  I  bear  it,"  he  said, 
*»  But  Matilda  ?  the  blow  Is  to  her !  " 

And  his  head 
Seemed  forced  down,  as  te  said  it. 


John. 

MatiUla?    Tooh,  pooh! 

I  half  think  I  know  the  girl  better 
than  yon. 

She  has  courag<i  enough  —  and  to 
spare.     Sne  cares  less 

Than  most  women  for  luxurj',  non- 
sense, and  dress. 

Alkkkd. 
The  fault  has  been  mine. 


♦  TlicM^  cvcntj*,  It  l»  neodlcM  to  say,  M^r. 
.  Mornc, 

Took  place  when  Bud  News  as  yet  truv-  , 

elled  \\  horne. 
Kre  the  world,  like  :i  coekcluifer,  buzzed  \ 

on  a  wire. 
f)r  Time  was  calcined   by  electrical  fire; 
Kre  a  cable  went  under  the  boary  Atlan-  , 

tic. 
Ox  the  word  IV'legram  drove  gramiuurl- 

ana  frantic. 


John. 
Be  it  yours  to  repair  it. 
If  you  did  not  avert,  you  may  help 
her  to  bear  it. 

Alfrkd. 
I  might  have  averted. 

John. 
Perhaps  so.     But  now 

There  is  clearly  no  unc  in  consider- 
ing how, 

Or  whence,  came  the  mischief.   The 
mischief  is  here. 

Broken  shins   are  not  mended  by 
crying,  —  that's  clear ! 

One  has  but  to  rub  them,  and  get 
up  again, 

And  push  on, — and  not  think  too 
much  of  the  pain. 

And  at  least  it  is  much  that  you  see 
that  to  her 

You  owe  too  much  to  think  of  your- 
self.     You  must  stir 

And  arouse    yourself,   Alfred,   for 
her  sake.     Who  knows? 

Something  yet  may  be  saved  from 
this  WTcck.     I  suppose 

We  shall  make  him  disgorge  all  he 
can,  at  the  least. 

"  O  Jack,  I  have  been  a  brute  idiot! 
a  beast ! 

A  fool!     I  have  sinned,  and  to  her 
I  have  sinned !  . 

I  have  been  heedless,  blind,  inex- 
cusably blind  I 

And    now,   in    a    flash,   I    see    all 
things ! " 

As  though 

To  shut  out  the  vision,  he  bowed 
his  head  low 

On  his  hands ;  and  the  greet  tears 
in  silence  rolled  on. 

And  fell  momently,  heavily,  one  af- 
ter one. 

John  felt  no  desire  to  And  instant 
relief 

For  the  trouble  he  witnessed. 

He  guessed,  in  the  grief 

Of  his  cousin,  the  broken  and  heart- 
felt admission 
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Of  8om6  error  demanding  a  heartfelt  i 

contrition : 
Some     oblivion    perchance    which 

could  plead  less  excuse 
To  the  heart  uf  a  man  re-uroused  tc 

the  use 
Of  the  conscience  (lod  p:ave  him, 

than  simply  and  merely 


**  Where  is  she?  "  repeated 

His  cousin. 

He  motioned  his  hand  to  tlie  door; 

'*  There,  I  think,"  he  replied.  Cou- 
sin John  said  no  more, 

And  appeared  to  relapse  to  his  own 
cogitations,         [indications. 

Of  which  not  a  jresture  vouchsafed 


The  neglect  for  which  now  he  was  I  So  again  there  was  silence. 

paying  so  ilearly.  j  A  timepiece  at  last 

So  he  rose  without  speaking,  and  '  Struck  the  twelve  strokes  of  mid- 
paced  up  and  down 

The  long  room,  much  afflicted,  in- 


deed, in  his  own 
Cordial  heart  for  Matilda. 

Thus,  silently  lost 
In  his  anxious  reflections,  he  crossed 

and  recrossed 
The    place   where    his   cousin   yet 

hopelessly  hung 
O'er  the  table ;  his  Angers  entwisted 

among 
The  rich  curls  tliey  were  knotting 

and  dragging :   and  there, 
That  sound  of  all  sounds  the  most 

painful  to  hear, 
The  sobs  of  a  man !  Yet  so  far  in 

his  own 
Kindly  thoughts  was  he   plunged, 

he  already  had  grown 
Unconscious  of  Alfi*ed. 


night. 


Roused  by  them,  he  cast 
A  half-look  to  the  dial ;  then  quietly 

throw 
His  arm  round  the  neck  of  his  cou- 
sin, and  drew 
The  hands  down  from  his  face. 

"  It  is  time  she  should  know 
What  has  happened,"  he  said,  .  .  . 

**  Let  us  go  to  her  now." 
Alfred  startetl  at  once  to  his  feet 

Drawn  and  wan 
Though  his  face,  he  looked  more 

than  his  wtmt  was  —  a  man. 
Strong  for  once,  in  his  weakness, 

Uplifted,  ttUed  through 
With  a  manly  resolve. 

If  that  axiom  be  true 
Of  the  "  Sum  quia  coijito^*'  I  must 
opine 
And  so  for  a  space    Tiiat  "  id  sum  tjuod  onjito  "  :  —  that 


There  was  silence  between  them. 

VII. 

At  last,  with  sad  face 

He  stopped  short,  and  bent  on  his 
cousin  awhile 

A  pained  sort  of  wistful,  compas- 
sionate smile. 

Approached  him,  —  stood  o'er  him, 
—  and  suddenly  laid 

One  hand  on  his  shoulder  — 

'•  Where  is  she?"  he  said. 

Alfred  lifted  his  face  all  disttgured 
with  tears 

And  gazed  vacantly  at  him,  like  one 
that  appears 

In  some  foreign  lauguage  to  hear 
himself  greeted, 

Unable  to  answer. 


which,  in  line, 
A  man  thinks  and  feels,  with  his 

whole  force  of  thought 
And  feeling,  the  man  is  himself. 

lie  had  fought 
With  himself,  and  rose  up  ft*om  his 

self-overthrow 
The  survivor  of   much  which  that 

strife  had  laid  low. 
At  his  feet,  as  he  rose  at  the  name 

of  his  wife,  [life 

Lav  in  ruins  the  brilliant  unrealized 
winch,      though     yet     unfulfilled, 

seemed  till  then,  in  that  name. 
To  be  his,  had  lie  claimed  It.     The 

man's  dream  of  fame 
And  of  power  fell  slmtLered  before 

him ;  and  only 
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There  rested  the  heart  of  the  woman, 
Ko  lonely         fher.    The  lord 


Or  is  it  ...  (I  would  I  could  deem 
it  were  so!) 


(n  all  save  the  love  he  could  ^ive  •  That,  not  all  overlaid  by  a  listless 
Of  that  heart  he  arose.     Hlush  not,  \  exterior, 


Muse,  to  record 
That  his  first  thou^s^ht,  and  last,  at 

that  moment  was  not 
Of  the  power  and  fame  that  seemed 

lost  to  his  lot, 
Hut  the  love  that  was  left  to  it: 

not  of  the  pelf 
He  had  cared  for,  yet  squandered ; 

and  not  of  himself. 
But  of  her;  as  he  murmured. 


Your  heart  has  divined  in  me  some- 
thing superior 

To  that  wliich  I  seem;  from  my 
innennost  nature 

Not  wholly  expelled  by  the  world's 
usurpature? 

Some  instinct  of  earnestness,  truth, 
or  desire 

For  truth?  Some  one  spark  of  tha 
soul's  native  lire 


*'One  moment,  dear  Jack!  i  Movhi;;  under  the   ashes,  and  cin- 
We  have  p'own  up  from  boyhood  ders,  and  dust 


top^»ther.    Our  track 
Has  been  throu/rh  the  same  mead- 
ows in  childhood  :  in  youth 
Through  the  same  silent  gateways, 
to  manhood.     In  truth. 


Which   life   hath    heaped    o'er    it? 

Some  one  fact  to  trust 
And  to  hope  in?    Or  by  you  alone 

am  I  deemed 
I  The  mere  frivolous  fool  I  so  otteu 


No  Alfred !   you  will,  I  believe, 
Be  true,  at  the   last,  to  what  now 
makes  vou  srrieve 


There  is  none  that  can  know  me  as  !  have  seemed 

you  do;  and  none  To  my  own  self?  ** 

To  whom  I  more  wish  to  believe  Joiiv 

myself  known. 
Speak  the  trutli ;  you  are  not  wont 

to  mince  it,  I  know. 
Nor  I,  shall  I  shirk  it,  or  shrink  ,  ,,,.,,.    , 

from  it  now.  fspite  !  *^^  having  belieii  your  true  nature 

In  despite  of  a  wanton  l)ehavior,  in    ^,         so  long.      ^         ^      , 
Of  vanitv.  folly,  and   pride.  Jack,    Nc«e««ity   is  a  stern   teacher.     Be 

which  might  i  strong . 

Have  turned  from  me  many  a  heart    *'  !><>  >'«»  think,"  he  resumeil  .      . 

'*  what  I  feel  while  I  speak 
Is  no  more  than  u  transient  emo- 
tion, as  weak 


strong  and  true 

As  your  own,  I  have  never  turned 
round  an(i  mis.scd  YOU 

From  my  side  in  one  hour  of  attiic- 
tion  or  doubt 

By  ray  own  blind  and  heedless  self- 
will  brought  ai)out. 

Tell  me  truth.  Do  I  owe  this  alone 
to  the  sake 

Of  those  old  re<olh*etlons  of  boy- 
hood that  make 


As  these  weak  tears  would  seem  to 
betoken  it?' 

.loiiN. 
No ! 

.\lfkki>. 

Thank  you,  cousin  I  your  hand  tlMvi 
And  now  I  will  go 


In  your  heart  yet  some  clinging  and    Alone,  Jack.    Trust  to  me 

crying  appeal 
From  a  Judgment  mon*  liarsh,  which 

I  cannot  but  feel 
Might  have  sentence* I  our  frirnilship 

to  death  long  ago? 


John. 
I  do.     But  '\>^  late. 
If  she  sleeps,  you'll  not  wake  her. 
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Alfkki>. 

No,  no  I   it  will  wait 
\^Poor  infant!)  too  surely,  this  mis- 
sion of  sorrow ; 
If  she  sleeps.  I  will  not  mar  her 

dreunis  of  to-morrow. 
Uc  opened  the  door,  and  passed  out. 

Cousin  John 
Watclicd  him  wistfUl,  aud  left  lum 
to  seek  her  alone. 

IX. 

His  heart  beat  so  loud   when   he 

knocked  at  her  door, 
He  could  hear  norepl)'  from  within. 

Yet  once  more 
He  knocked   lightly.      No   answer. 

The  handle  lie  tried : 
The  door  opened :  he  entered  the 

room  undescried. 


No  briju:hter  than  is  tliat  dim  circlet 

of  li^'ht 
Which  enhaloes  the  moon  when  rains 

foiTii  (m  the  nifrht, 
The  pale  lamp  and  indistinct  radi- 
ance shed 
Kound  the  chamber,  in  which  at  her 

pure  snowy  bed 
Matilda  was  kneeling;  so  wrapt  in 

deep  prayer 
That  she   knew   not  her    husband 

stood  watchinjj  her  there. 
With  the  lanipli«i:lit  the  moonlight 

had  mingled  a  faint 
And    unearthly    ettulgeuce     which 

seemed  to  acipiaint 
The   whole  place  with  a  sense  of 

deep  peace  made  secure 
By  the  presence  of  something  an- 
gelic and  pure. 
And   not   purer  some   angel   Grief 

carves  o'er  the  toml) 
Where  Love  lies,  than  tlie  lady  that 

kneeled  in  that  gloom. 
8he  had  put  oft*  her  dress;   and  she 

looked  to  his  eyes 
Like  a  young  soul  escaped  from  its 

earthly  disguise ; 


'  Her  fair  neck  and  innocent  shoul- 
ders were  bare. 

And  over  them  rippled  her  soft  gold- 
en hair ; 

Her  simple  and  slender  white  bodice 
unlaced 

Confined  not  one  curve  of  her  deli- 
cate waist. 

As  the  light  that,  from  water  re- 
flected, forever 

Trembles  up  through  the  tremulous 
reeds  of  a  river, 

So  the  beam  of  her  beauty  went 
trembling  in  him, 

Through  the  thoughts  it  suffused 
with  a  sense  soft  and  dim, 

Keproducing  itself  in  the  broken 
and  bright  [tions. 

Lapse  and  pulse  of  a  million  emo- 

That  sight 

Bowed  his  heart,  bowed  his  knee. 
Knowing  scrrce  what  he  did, 

To  her  side  through  the  chamber  he 
silently  slid, 

And  knelt  down  beside  her,  —  and 
prayed  at  her  side. 

XI. 

Tpstartlng,  she  then  for  the  first 

time  descried 
That  her  husband  waj  near  her; 

sufl\ised  with  the  blush 
Which   came  o'er  her   soft    pallid 

cheek  with  a  gush 
Where  the  tears  sparkled  yet. 

As  a  young  fawn  uncouches 
Shy  with  fear,  from  the  fern  where 

some  hunter  approaches, 
She  shrank   back;   he  caught  her, 

and  circling  his  arm 
Kound    her    waist,    on    her    brow 

pressed  one    kiss    long    and 

warm. 
Then  her  fear  changed  in  impulse ; 

and  hiding  her  face 
On  his  breast,  she  hung  locked  in  a 

clinging  embrace 
I  With  her  soft  arms  wound  heavily 

round  him,  as  though 
I  She  feared,  if  tJieir  <'la«<p  were  re« 
1  laxed,  he  would  go : 
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Her  smooth  naked  shoulders,  uu- 

cared  for,  convulsed 
By  sob  after  sob,  while  her  bosom 

yet  pulsed 
In  its  pressure  on  his,  as  the  effort 

within  it 
Lived  and  died  with  each  tender 

tumultuous  minute. 
"  O  Alfred,  O  Alfred !    forgive  me," 

she  cried,  — 
"  Forgive  me ! " 
••  Forgive  you,  my  poor  child !  " 

he  sighed ; 
"But  I  never  have  blamed  you  for 

aught  that  I  know, 
And  I  have  not  one  thought  that 

reproaches  you  now." 
From  her  arms  he  unwound  himself 

gently.     And  so 
He  forced  her  down  softly  beside 

liim.    Below 
The  canopy  shading    their  couch, 

they  sat  down. 
And    he  "said,  clasping  firmly  her 

hand  In  his  own, 
*•  When  a  proud  man,  Matilda,  has 

found  out  at  length, 
That  he  is  but  a  child  iu  the  midst 

of  his  strength, 
But  a  fool  in  his  wisdom,  to  whom 

can  he  own 
The  weakness  which  thus  to  himself 

hath  been  shown? 
From  whom  seek  the  strength  which 

his  need  of  is  sore. 
Although  In  his  pride  he  might  per- 
ish, before 
He  could  plead  for  the  one,  or  the 

other  avow 
•Mid  his  intimate  ft-iends?    Wife  of 

mine,  tell  me  now\ 
Do  you  join  me  In  feeling.  In  that 

darkened  hour, 
The  sole  friend  that  can  have  the 

right  or  the  power 
To  be  at  his  side,  is  the  woman  that 

shares  [that  bears 

His  fate,  if  he  falter;  the  woman 
The  name  dear  for  her  sake,  and 

hallows  the  life 


She  has  mingled  her  own  with.— 

iu  short,  that  man's  wife ! " 
"Yes,"     murmured     Matilda,     '*G 

yes  I " 

"Then,"  he  cried, 
"  1  his  chamber  in  which  we  two  sit, 

side  b}'  side 
(And  his  arm,  as  he  spoke,  seemed 

more  softly  to  press  her). 
Is  now  a  confessional,  —  you    my 

confessor ! " 
"  I?  "  she  faltered,  and  timidly  lifted 

her  head. 
*'Yes!   but  first  answer  one  other 

question,"  he  said : 
*'  When  a  woman  once  feels  that  she 

Is  not  alone ; 
That  the  heart  of  another  Is  warmed 

by  her  own ; 
That  another  feels  with  her  what- 
ever she  feel,  [In  weal; 
And  halves  her  existence  In  woe  or 
That  a  man  for  her  sake  will,  so 

lon;r  as  he  lives, 
Live  to  put  forth  his  strength  which 

the  thought  of  her  gives ; 
Live  to  shield  her  from  want,  and 

to  share  with  her  sorrow ; 
Live  to  solace  the  day,  and  provide 

for  the  morrow ; 
Win  that  woman  feel  less  than  an- 
other, O  say. 
The  loss  of  what  life,  sparing  this, 

takes  away? 
Will  she  feel  (feeling   this),  when 

calamities  come. 
That  they  brighten  the  heart,  though 

they  darken  the  home?" 
She  turned,  like  a  soil  rainy  heaven, 

on  him 
Kyes  that  smiled  thnmgh  fresh  tears, 

trustful,  tender,  and  dim. 
"  That    W(mian,"    she    munnured, 

'*  indeed  were  thrice  blest!  " 
*'Then  courage,   true   wife    of   my 

heart !  "   to  his  breast 
As    he    folded    and    gathered    her 

closely,  he  cried. 
"For  the  refuge,  to-night  in  these 

arms  opened  wide 
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To  your  heart,  can  he  never  closed 

to  it  a<;ain, 
And  this  room  is  for  both  an  asylum ! 

For  when 
I  passed  throujrh  that  door,  at  the 

door  I  left  there  [bear. 

A  calamity,  sudden,  and  heavy  to 
One  step  from  that  threshold,  and 

daily,  I  fear, 
We  must  face  it  lumceforth  :  but  it 

enters  not  here, 
For   that  door  shuts  it    out,  and 

admits  here  alone 
A  heart  which  calamity  leaves  all 

your  own  I " 
She  started  ..."  Calamity,  Alfred ! 

to  you?" 
*'  To  both,  my  poor  child,  but  'twill 

bring  with  it  too 
The  courajje,  I  trust,  to  subdue  it." 

**  O  speak! 
Speak  I "  she  falt<»red  in  tones  timid, 

anxious,  and  fveak. 
**0  yet   for  a  moment,"  he   said, 

•*  hear  me  on !  "  [the  sun, 
Matilda,  this  morn  we  went  fortli  in 
Like  those  children  of  sunshine,  the 

brij^lit  summer  flies. 
That  sport  in  the  sunbeam,  and  play 

through  the  skies 
While  tlie  skies  smile,  and  heed  not 

each  other :  at  last. 
When  their  sunbeam  is  gone,  and 

their  sky  overcast, 
Who  recks  in  what  ruin  they  fold 

their  wet  wings? 
So  indeed  the  morn  found  us, — poor 

frivolous  things  I 
Now  our  sky  is  o'ercast,  and  our 

sunbeam  is  set. 
And  the  niglit  brings  its  darkness 

around  us.     O,  yet, 
Have  we  weathered  no  storm  through 

tliose  twelve  cloudless  hours? 
Yes ;  you,  too,  have  wept ! 

**  While  th(!  world  was  yet  ours, 
Whil(»  its  sun  was  upon  us,  its  in- 
cense streamed  to  us, 
And  its  myriad  voices  of  joy  seemed 

to  woo  us, 


We  strayeil  from  eacli  otlier,  too  far, 

it  may  be,  [I  see, 

Nor,  wantonly  wandering,  then  did 
How  deep  was  my   need   of  thee, 

dearest,  how  great 
Was  thy  claim  on  my  heart  and  thy 

share  in  my  fate!  . 
But,  Matilda,  an  angel  was  near  us, 

meanwhile, 
Watching  o'er  us,  to  warn,  and  to 

rescue ! 

'♦  That  smile 
Which  you  saw  with  suspicion,  that 

presence  you  eyed 
With  resentment,  an   angel's  they 

were  at  your  side 
And  at  mine ;  nor  perchance  is  the 

day  all  so  far. 
When  we  both  in  our  prayers,  when 

most  heartfelt  they  are. 
May  murmur  the  name  of  that  wo- 
man now  gone 
From  our  sight  evermore. 

•'  Here,  this  evening,  alone, 
I  seek  your  forgiveness,  in  opening 

my  heart 
Unto  yours,  —  from  this  clasp  be  it 

never  to  part!  [is  irone, 

Matilda,  the  fortune  you  brought  me 
But  a  prize  richer  far  than  that  for- 
tune has  won 
It  is  yours  to  confer,  and  I  kneel  for 

that  prize, 
'Tis  th<?  heart  of  mv  wife  !  "     With 

.sutftiscd  happy  eyes 
She  sprang  from  in»r  seat,  flung  hei 

arms  widc^  apart, 
And   tenderly  dosing  them   rouno 

him,  his  heart 
Clasped  in  one  close  embrace  to  her 

bosom ;  and  there 
Drooped  her  head  on  his  shoulder 

and  sobbed. 

Not  despair. 
Not  sorrow,  not  even  the  sense  of 

her  loss, 
Flowed  in  those  happy  tears,  so  ob- 
livious was  she 
Of  all  save  the  sense  of  her  own 

love !     Anon, 
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Uowever,  his  words  rushed  back  to 

her.     *' All  gone, 
The  fortune  you  brought  me!  *' 

And  eyes  that  were  dim  I 
With  soft  tears  she  upraised :   but 

those  tears  were  for  him. 
**Gone!   ipy  husband?"  she  said, 

"  tell  me  all !  see !  1  ueed, 
To  sober  this  rapture,  so  selflsli  in- 
deed, 
Fuller  sense  of  affliction.'* 

♦*  Poor  iunocent  child !  " 
He  kissed  her  fair  forehead,  and 

mournfully  smiled,  '  As  she  clunij  to  his  side  full  of  trust. 

As  he  told  her  the  tale  he  had  heard,  !  and  of  truth ! 

—  something  more  ij(,^  lovely  to  him  as  he  tenderly 

The  gain  found  In  loss  of  what  gain  |  pressed 

lost  of  yore.  •  Her  young  head  on  his  bosom,  and 

*'  Kest,  my  heart,  and  my  brain,  and  sadiv  caressed 

my  riglit  hand  f or  you ;  The  glittering  tresses  which  now 

And  with  these,  my  Matilda,  what  i  shaken  loose 

may  1  not  do?  ■  siiowered  gold  In  his  hand,  as  lie 


There  I  see  you,  and  know  you,  and 
bless  the  light  given 

To  lead  me  to  life's  late  achlere- 
ment :  my  own. 

My  blessing,  my  treasure,  my  all 
thlugs  In  one ! 

XII. 

Flow  lovely  she  looked  In  the  lovely 

moonlight. 
That  streamed  through   the    pane 

from  tlie  blue  balmy  night ! 
How  lovely  she  looked  in  her  own 

lovelv  vouth, 


smoothed  them ! 


XIII. 


You  know  not,  I  knew  not  my. self 

till  this  hour, 
WTilch  so  stemlv  revealed  it,  my 

nature's  full  power."  ,  <>  Muse, 

* '  And  I  too,"  she  murmured,  "  I  too  i  Interpose  not  one  pulse  of  thine  own 

beating  heart 
'Twlxt    these    two 


silent    souls! 
There's  a  joy  beyond  art. 
beyond   sound   the   music    it 
makes  in  the  breast. 


am  no  more 
The  mere  Infant  at  heart  you  have 

known  me  before. 
I  have  suffered  since  then.    I  have  i  -^"d 

learned  much  in  life. 
0  take,  with  the  faith  I  have  pledged  x  i  v. 

as  a  wife,  [to  feel !  I  Here  were  lovers  twice  wed,  that 

The  heart  I  have  learned  as  a  woman  were  happy  ai  least ! 

For  I  —  love  you,  my  husband!  "         Xo  music,  save  sMcli  as  the  nightin- 

As  though  to  conceal  j  gales  sung. 

Less  flrom  him,  than  herself,  what.  Breathed  their  bridals  abroad;  and 

that  motion  expressed,  no  cresset,  upliung, 

She  dropped  her  bright  head,  and  hid    Lit  that  festival  hour,  save  what  soft 

all  on  his  breast.  [wife !  light  was  given 

*'0  lovely  as  woman,  belov6d  as    From  the  pure  stars  that  peopled  t ho 


Evening  star  of  my  heart,  light  for- 
ever my  life! 

If  flrom  eyes  Hxed  too  long  on  this 
base  earth  thus  far 

You  have  missed  your  due  homagt?, 
dear  guardian  star. 

Believe  that,  uplifting  those  eyes 
unto  heaven, 


deep-purple  lieaven. 
He  opened  the  casement:  he  led  her 

with  him, 
Hushed   in   heart,    to   the   terrace, 

dipped  cool  In  the  dim 
Lustrous  gloom  of  the  shadowy  lau- 

H'ls.     They  heard 
Aloof  the  invisible,  rapturous  bird, 
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With  her  wild  note  bewildering  the 

woodlands :   they  saw 
Kot  unheard,  afar  off,  tiie  hill-rivnlet 

draw 
31  Is   long   ripple    of   raoon-kindled 

wavelets  with  cheer 
From  the  throat  of  the  vale;   o'er 

the  dark-sapphire  sphere 
The  mild,  multitudinous  lights  lay 

asleep. 
Pastured  free  on  tlie  midnight,  and 

bright  a**  tlie  sheep 
Of  Apollo  ill  pastoi^al  Thrace;  from 

unknown 
Hollow    glooms    freshened    odors 

around  tliem  were  blown 
Intennittingly ;     then      the     moon 

dropped  from  their  sight, 
Immersed  in  the  mountains,  and  put 

out  tlie  light 
Which   no  longer  they  needed   to 

read  on  the  face 
Of  each  other's  life's  last  revelation. 

Th«  place 
Slept  sumptuous  round  them ;   and 

Nature,  that  never 
Sleeps,   but  waking   reposes,   with 

patient  endeavor 
Continued    about   them,  unheeded, 

unseen,  [green 


XV. 

Sweetly  though 

Smiled  the  stars  like  new  hopes  out 
of  heaven,  and  sweetly 

Their  hearts  beat  thanksgiving  for 
all  things,  completely 

Conllding  in  that  yet  untrodden  ex- 
istence 

Over  which  they  were  pausing.  Ti>- 
morrow,  resistance 

Ami  struggle;  to-night,  Love  his 
hallowed  device 

Hung  forth,  aud  proclaimed  his 
serene  armistice. 


CANTO  V. 


I. 


When  Luc  lie  left  Matilda,  she  sat 

for  long  hours 
In  her  chamber,  fatigued  by  long 

overwrought  powers, 
'Mid  the  signs  of  departure,  about 

to  turn  back 
To  her  old  vacant  life,  on  her  old 

homeless  track. 
She  felt  her  heart  falter  within  her. 

She  sat 
Like  some  poor  player,  gazing  de- 


>yalty  worn  for  a 


Her  old,  quiet  toll  In  the  heart  of  the 

Summer  silence,  preparing  new  buds   ,,„        jectedly  at 

for  new  blossoms,  j  ^»>^*  "'^\:,'"•!  ""^  '■''>''^^^>'  ''' 

And  .stealing  a  linger  of  change  o'er  i  .,   .      ^*^^,  i    ,        ,      ,  .  .,      , 

the  bosoms  •  hxhausted,  fatigued,  with  the  dazzle 

Of  the  unconscious  woodlands;  and 
Time,  that  halts  not 


His  forces,  how  lovely  soever  the 
spot 

Where  their  march  lies,  —  the  wary, 
gray  strateifist.  Time, 

With  thi'  armies  of  Life,  lav  en- 
canipe<l.  —  (Jrief  and  Crime, 

Love  an<l  Kaitli,  in  tlie  darkness  un- 
heeded :  maturing. 

For  his  great  war  with  man,  new 
surprises :  securing 

All  outlets,  pursuing  and  pushing 
his  foe  [grave, 

o   his   last    narrow    reAigc,  —  the 


*!' 


'  and  light. 

And  the  effort  of  passionate  feign- 
ing; who  thinks 

Of  her  own  meagre,  rush-lighted 
garret,  and  shrinks 

From  I  he  chill  of  the  change  th.Mt 
awaits  her. 

II. 

From  these 

Oppressive,  and  comfortless,  blank 

reveries. 
Unable  to  sleep,  she  descended  the 

stair 
That  led  from  her  room  to  the  gar 
den. 
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Tlie  air, 

With  tlic  cliill  of  the  dawn,  yet  im- 
ri^en,  but  at  hand, 

Strangely  smote  on    her    fevcrisli 
forehead.    The  land 

Lay  in  darkness  and  change,  like  a 
world  in  its  grave : 

No  sound,  save  the  voice  of  the  long 
river  wave,  [night  I 

And  the  crickets  that  sing  all  the 

She  stood  still. 

Vaguely  watchinir  the  thin  cloud  that 
curled  on  tlie  hill. 

Emotions,  long  pent  in  her  breast, 
were  at  stir, 

And  the  deeps  of   the  spirit  were 
troubled  in  her. 

Ah,  pale  woman  I   what,  with  tliat 
lieart-hroken  look, 

Didsft   tliou   re:ul    then   in  nature's 
weird  heart-breaking  book? 

Have  tlie  wild  rains  of   heaven  a 
father?  and  who 

Hath  in  pity  begotten  the  drops  of 
the  dew?  [both? 

Orion.  Arcturus,   wlio  pilots   them 

What  leads  forth  in  his  season  the 
liright  Mazaroth? 

Hath   the    darkness    a  dwelling, — 
save  there,  in  those  eyes? 

And  what  name  hath   that  half-re- 
vealed hope  in  the  skies? 

Ay,  question,  and  listen  I   What  an- 
swer? 

The  sound 

Of  the  long  river  wave  through  its 
stone-troubled  bound. 

And  the  crickets  that  sing  all  the 
night. 

There  are  hours 

Which  belong  to  unknown,  super- 
natural powers. 

Whose  sudden  and  solemn  sugges- 
tions are  all 

That  to  this  race  of  worms  —  sting- 
ing creatures,  that  crawl. 

Lie.  and  fear,  and  die  daily,  beneath 
their  own  stings  — 

Can  excuse  the  Mind  boast  of  inher- 
ited wiujjii. 


When  the  soul,  on  the   impulse  a£ 

anguish,  hatli  passed 
Beyond  anguish,  and  risen  into  i*ap» 

ture  at  last ; 
When    she    traverses    nature    and 

space,  till  she  stands 
In   the  Chamber  of   Fate;    where, 

through  tremulous  hands. 
Hum  the  threads  from  an  old- lash- 

ioned  distaft*  uncurled. 
And  those  three  blind  «)ld  women 

sit  spinning  the  world. 
III. 
The  dark  was  blanched  wan,  over- 
head.    One  green  suir 
Was  slipping  from  siglit  in  the  pale 

void  afar; 
The  spirits  of  change,  and  of  awe, 

with  faint  breatli 
Were  shifting  the  midnight,  above 

and  beneath. 
The  spirits  of  awe  and  of  change 

were  around, 
And  about,  and  upon  Iier. 

A  dull  muffled  sound. 
And   a  hand   on   lier  hand,    like    a 

ghostly  surprise, 
And  she  felt  lierself  tlxed  by  the  hot 

hollow  eyes 
(.)f  the  Frenchman  before  her :  those 

eyes  seemed  to  burn. 
And   scorch  out  the    darkness    be- 
tween them,  and  turn 
Into  tire  as  thev  tlxed  her.    lie  looked 

like  tlie  shade 
Ufa  creature  by  fancy  from  solitude, 

made, 
And  sent  forth  by  the  darkness  to 

scare  and  oppress 
Some  soul  of  a  monk  in  a  wast^ 

wilderness. 

IV. 

•  At  last,  then,  —  at  last,  and  alone^ 

—  I  and  thou, 
Lucile  de  Xevers,  have  we  met? 

"  Hush  I    I  know 
Not  for  me  was  the  trvst.     Xevcr 

mind  I   it  i>i  mine: 
And  whatever  led  hither  those  proud 
steps  of  thine, 
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They  reniovo   not,   until  we  have 

spoken.     My  hour 
Is  come;  and  it  holds  thee  and  me 

in  its  power. 
As  the   darkness    hohls    both    the 

horizons.     *Tis  well  I 
The  timidest  maiden   that  e'er  to 

the  spell 
Of  her  first  lover's  vows  listened, 

hushed  with  delight, 


He  saw  it,  and  smiled, 

And  then  turned  him  from  her,  re- 
newing again 

That    short,     restless     stride;     as 
thougli  searching  in  vain 

For  the    point    of    some    purpose 
within  him. 

"  Lucile, 

You  shudder  to  look  in  my  face: 
do  you  feel 


When  soft  stars  were  brightly  up-    No  reproach  when  you  look  In  your 

hanging  the  night,  own  heart?  " 

Never  listened,  I  swear,  more  un- 1  **  No,  Duke, 

questioniugly  j  In  my  conscience  I  do  not  deserve 

Than  thy  fate  hath  eompelled  tliee  '  your  rebuke  : 

to  listen  to  me  I  "  Not  yours  I  "   she  replied. 

To  the  sound  of  his  voice,  as  tliougli  "  No,"  he  muttered  again, 

out  of  a  dream,  !  *'  Gentle  justice!   you  first  bid  Life 

She  appeared  with  a  start  to  awaken. ;  hope  not,  and  then 

The  stream.    To  Despair  you  say,  *  Act  not ! ' " 
When  he  ceased,  took  the  night  with  v. 

its  moaning  again,  ,  He  watched  her  awhile 

Like  the  voices  of  spirits  depart- 1  With  a  chill  sort  of  restless   and 

ing  in  pain.  sufl'ering  smile. 


**  Continue,"  she  answered,  "  I  lis- 
ten to  hear." 

For  a  moment  he  did  not  reply. 

Through  the  drear 

And  dfm  light  l)etween  them,  she 
saw  that  his  face 

Was  disturl)ed.     To  and  fro  he  con- 
tinued to  pace, 

With  his  arms  folded  close,  and  the 
low  restiess  stride 

Of  a  panther,  in  circles  around  her, 
first  wide,  [At  last 

Then  narrower,  nearer,  and  quicker. 

He  stood  still,  and  one  long  look 
upon  lier  he  cast. 

**  Lucile,   dost  thou   dare   to    look 
into  my  face? 

Is  the  siglit  so  repugnant?  ha,  well  I 
Canst  thou  trace 

One  word  of   tliy  writing  In  this 
wicked  scroll. 

With    thine    own    name    scrawled 
through  it,  defacing  a  soul?  " 

In  his  face  there  was  something  so 
wrathful  and  wild, 

That  the  siglit  of  it  scared  her. 


They  stood  by  the  wall  of  the  gar- 
den.    The  skies. 
Dark,  sombre,  were  troubled  with 

vague  prophecies 
Of  the  dawn  yet  far  distant.    The 

moon  had  long  set. 
And  all  in  a  glimmering  liglit,  pale, 

and  wet 
With  the  night-dews,  the  white  rosea 

sullenly  h)onied 
Round  about  her.     She  spoke  not. 

At  length  he  resumed. 
"  Wretched  cr«;atures  we  are !  I  and 

tlioti.  —  one  and  ail! 
Onlv  al)le  to  injure  each  other,  and 

fall 
Soon  or  late,   in  that  void  which 

ourselves  we  prepare 
For  the   souls   that  we   boast  of 

weak  Insects  we  are ! 
O  heaven !   and  what  has  become  a 

them?   all 
Those  Instincts  of  Eden  sur\'lvlng 

the  Fall : 
That  glorious    faith    In    Inherited 

things : 
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That  sense  in  the  soul  of  the  length 

of  her  wings ; 
(lone !  all  gone !  and  the  wall  of  the 

night-wind  sounds  human, 
Bewailing  those  once  nightly  visit- 
ants !   Woman, 
Woman,  what  hast  thou  doue  with 

my  youtli?    Give  again, 
Give  me  back  the  young  lieart  that 

I  gave  tnee  ...  In  vain." 
"  Duke ! "  she  faltered. 
**  Yes,  yes ! "  he  went  on,  "I  was 

not 
Always  thus!  what  I  once  was.  I 

have  not  forgot." 

VI. 

As  the  wind  tliat  heaps  sand  hi  a 
desert,  there  stirred 

Through  his  voice  an  emotion  that 
swept  every  word 

Into  one  augrj'  wail ;  as,  with  fever- 
ish change, 

He  continued  his  monologue,  fitful 
and  strange, 

"Woe  to  him.  In  whose  nature, 
once  kindled,  the  torch 

Of  Passion  burns  downward  to 
blacken  and  scorch ! 

But  shame,  shame  and  sorrow,  O 
woman,  to  thee 

Whose  hand  sowed  the  seed  of  de- 
struction In  nic ! 

Whose  lip  taught  the  lesson  of  false- 
hood to  mint?! 

Whose  looks  made  me  doul)t  lies 
that  looked  so  divine ! 

My  soul  by  thy  beauty  was  slain  In 
its  sleep : 

And  If  tears  I  mistrust,  *tls  that 
thou  too  canst  weep ! 

Well !  .  .  .  how  utter  soever  It  be, 
one  mistake 

In  the  love  or  a  man,  wliat  more 
change  need  It  make 

In  the  steps  of  his  soul  through  the 
course  love  began, 

Than  all  other  mistakes  In  the  life 
of  a  man? 

And  I  said  to  myself,  *  I  am  young 
yet :  too  young 


To  liave  wholly  survived  my  own 

portion  among 
The  great  needs  of  man's  life,  or 

exhausted  its  joys ; 
What  is  broken?  one  only  of  youth's. 

pleasant  toys ; 
Shall  1  be  the  less  welcome,  wl«crc- 

ever  I  go. 
For  one  passion  survived?  No  I  the 

roses  will  blow 
As   of  yore,   as  of    yore  will  the 

nightingales  sing. 
Not  less  sweetly  for  one  blossom 

cancelled  ft'om  Spring! 
Hast  thou   loved,  ()  my  heart?  to 

thv  love  vet  remains 
All  the  wide  loving-kindness  of  na- 
ture.    The  plains 
And  the   hills   witli  enrli    summer 

their  verdure  renew. 
Wouldst  tliou   be  as  they  are?  do 

thou  then  as  tliey  do. 
Let  the  dead  sleep  in  peace.    Would 

the  living  divine 
Where  they  slumber?   Let  only  new 

flowers  be  the  sign  ! 
**Valn!   all  vain!   .  .  .  For  when, 

laughing,  the  wine   1  woul(» 

(juaff,  [to  laugh. 

I  remembered  too  well  all  it  cost  me 
Through  the  revel  it  was  but  the 

old  song  I  heard. 
Through  the  crowd  the  old  footsteps 

behind  me  thev  stirred, 
In  the  night-wind,  the  starlight,  the 

murmurs  of  even. 
In  the  ardors  of  earth,  and  tlie  Ian 

guors  of  heaven, 
I  could  trace  nothing  more,  nothing 

more  through  the  spheres. 
But  the  sound  of  old  sobs,  and  the 

tracks  of  old  tears  I 
It  was  with  me  the  night  long  In 

dreaming  or  waking, 
It  abided  in  loatlilng,  when  dayllgiit 

was  l)reaking, 
The  l)urden  of  the  bitterness  in  me^ 

Behold. 
All  my  days  wen^  become  as  a  tale 

that  Is  told. 
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And  I  said  to  my  sight,  'No  good 
thing  sha1t«tliou  sec. 

For  the  noonday  is  turn6d  to  dark- 
ness in  nic. 

In  the  house  of  Oblivion  my  bed  I 
have  made.' 

And  I  sdid  to  tlie  grave,  '  Lo,  my 
fatlier !  *   and  said 

To  the  worm,  •  Lo,  my  sister ! '  The 
dust  to  tlie  dust, 

And  one  end  to  the  wicked  shall  be 
with  the  just!" 

VII. 

He  ceased,  as  a  wind  that  wails  out 

on  the  night, 
And  moans   itself  mute.    Through 

the  indistinct  light 
A  voice  clear,  and  tender,  and  pure 

witli  a  tone 
Of  ineffable  pity  replied  to  his  own. 
"And  say  you,  and  deem  you,  that 

I  wrecked  your  life? 
Alas!   Due  dc  Luvois,  had  I  been 

your  wife 
By  a  fraud  of  tlie  heart  which  could 

yield  you  alone 
For  the  love  in  your  nature  a  lie  in 

my  own, 
Should  i  not,  in  deceiving,  have  in- 
jured you  worse? 
Yes,   1  then  should  have    merited 

justly  your  curse. 
For  I  then  should   have  wronged 

you ! " 

"  Wronged !  ah,  is  it  so? 
You  could  never  have  loved  me?" 

*'l)uke!" 

"Never?  O  no!" 

(He  broke  into  a  fierce,  angry  laugh, 

as  he  said) 
*'  Yet,  lady,  you  knew  that  I  loved 

you :  you  led 
My  love  on  to  lay  to  its  heart,  hour 

by  hour. 
All  the  pale,  cruel,  beautiful,  pas- 
sionless power 
Shut  up  in  that  cold  face  of  yours ! 

was  this  well? 
But  enough,  not  on  you  would  I 

vent  tiie  wild  hell 


Which  has  grown  in  my  heart.     0 

that  man,  llrst  and  last 
He  tramples  in  triumph  my  life  I  he 

hascilst 
His  shadow  'twixt  me  and  the  sun 

...  let  it  pass ! 
My  hate  yet  may  find  him ! " 

She  murmured,  "  Alas! 
These  words,  at  least,  spare  me  the 

pain  of  reply. 
Enough,  Due  de  Luvois!  farewell. 

I  shall  try  [every  sight 

To  forget  every  word  I  have  heard, 
That  has  grieved  and  appalled  me  in 

this  wretched  night 
Which  must  witness  our  final  fare- 
well.   May  you,  Duke, 
Never  know  greater  cause  your  own 

heart  to  rebuke 
Than  mine  thus  to  wrong  and  afflict 

you  have  had ! 
Adieu ! " 
"Stay,    Lucile,   stay!"    ...    he 

groaned,  .  .  .  "I  am  mad, 
Brutalized,  bliud  with  pain !  I  know 

not  what  I  said. 
I  meant  It  not.    But "  (he  moaned, 

drooping  his  head) 
"  Forgive  me  I  I  —  have  I  so  wrong- 
ed you  Lucile? 
I  .  .  .  have  I  .  .  .  forgive  me,  fojSi 

give  me !  " 

"  I  feel 
Only  sad,  very  sad  to  the  soul,"  she 

said,  "  far. 
Far  too  sad  for  resentment." 

"  Yet  stand  as  you  are 
One   moment,"  he  murmured.     "I 

think,  could  I  gaze 
Thus  awhile  on  your  face,  the  old 

innocent  days 
Would  come  back  upon  me,  and  this 

scorching  heart  [not  depart 
Free  itself  in  hot  tears.  Do  not,  do 
Thus,  Lucile !  stay  one  moment.     I 

know  why  you  shrink. 
Why  you  shudder;   I  read  in  your 

face  what  you  think. 
Do  not  speak  to  me  of  it.    And  yet^ 

if  you  will, 
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Whatevcrj-ousav.inv  own  lips shnll 

be  Btm. 

I  lied.    And  the  truth,  now,  conld 

Justify  niLuglit 
There    nre   bottles,  it  may  be,  In 

which  to  have  fought 
Is  thore  shnmeCal  than,  simply,  to 

fall.    Yet.mcUe, 
Had  you  helped  me  to  bear  what  yon 

forced  me  to  feel — " 
"  Could  I  help  you,"  she  munnnred, 

"  but  what  can  I  say 
That  your  llfo  will  respond  to?" 

"  My  life?  ■■  he  sighed.  "  Nay. 
Hy  life  hath  brought  forth  only 

evil,  and  there 
The  wild  wind  hath  planted  the 

wild  weed :  yet  ere 
Ton  exclaim, '  Fling  the  weed  to  the 

flames,'  Ihlnk   again 
Why  the  field  Is  so  barren.     With  all 

other  men  [only  goes 

First  love,  though  It  perish  from  life. 
Like  the  primrose  ttiat  falls  to  make 

way  tor  the  rose. 
For  a  man,  at  Iva-st  niost  men,  may 

love  on  through  life : 
Love  In  fame;  love  In  knowledge; 

in  work ;  earth  Is  rife 
With  labor,  and  therefore  with  love, 

for  n  man.  [and  the  plan 

If  one  love  fulls,  another  succeeds. 
Of  man's  life  inehidrs  love  in  all 

objects!    but  I? 
All  such  loves  from  my  life  through 

Its  whole  destiny 
Fate  excluded.    The  love  that  I  gave 

Was  the  sole  love  that  life  gave  to 
me.     Let  that  pass  I 
'  [t  perished,  and  all  perished  wltli  it. 
Ambition? 

Wealth  left  nothlni;  to  add  to  my 
social  coiulltlon. 

Fame?  Bnt  fame  In  Itself  presup- 
poses some  great 

Field  wherein  to  pnrsuo  and  attain 
It.    The  State? 

\  to  cringe   to  an  npstarti    The 
Camp?  1,  to  draw 


From  its  sheath  the  olil  sword  of 
the  Dukes  vt  Luvois 

To  defend  usurpation  ?  Booki, 
then?    Science,  Art? 

But,  alas !  I  was  fasliiuued  for  ac- 
tion :  my  heart. 

Withered  thing  though  It  be,  1 
slioultl  linrdly  compress 

'Twixt  the  loaves  ot  a  treatise  on 
Stnlics:  life's  stress 

Needs  scope,  not  contraction !  what 
rests?  to  wear  ont 

At  some  diirk  northern  court  on  ex- 
istence, no  doubt. 

In  wretched  and  paltry  Intrigues 
for  a  canse 

As  hopeless  as  Is  my  own  life!  By 
the  laws  [dispule, 

Of  a  fate  I  cnn  neither  control  nor 

1  am  what  1  am !  " 

For  a  while  she  was  Diutc. 
Then  she  answered,  '■  We  arc  our 

own  Hites.     Our  own  deeds 
Are  our  doomsmen.     Man's  life  was 

made  not  for  men's  creeds, 
But  men's  actions.    And,   l>uc   dc 

Luvois,  I  might  say 
That  all  life  attests,  that  '  the  will 

makes  the  woy.' 
Is  the  land  of  our  birth  less  the 

land  of  our  birth, 
Or  its  claim  the  less  strong,  or  Its 

cause  the  less  worth 
Our  nphoidiiig,  because  the  white 

lily  no  more 
Is  as  sncrcil  as  all  that  It  bloomed 

for  of  yore? 
Tet  be  that  as  It  inny  be ;  I  cannot 

perchance 
Judge    this    mutter.      I   am  but  n 

Has  for  me  simpler  dnlles.  Large 
hope,  though,  Kug&nc 

De  Luvois,  should  be  yours.  There 
Is  purpose  In  pain, 

Otherwise  it  were  devilish.  I  trust 
In  my  soul 
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Of  this  deep  harp  of  life,  if  at  mo- 
ments it  stretch 

To  shrill  tension  some  one  wailing 
nerve,  means  to  fetch 

Its  response  the  truest,  most  strin- 
gent, and  smart, 

Its  pathos  the  purest,  from  out  the 
wrung  heart,  [less 

"Whose  faculties,  flaccid  It  may  be,  if. 

Sharply  strung,  sharply  smitten,  had 
failed  to  express 

Just  the  one  note  the  great  final  har- 
mony needs. 

And  what  best  proves  there's  life  in 
a  heart  ?  — that  it  bleeds ! 

Grant  a  cause  to  remove,  grant  an 
end  to  attain. 

Grant  both  to  be  just,  and  what 
mercy  in  pain ! 

Cease  the  sin  with  the  sorrow !  See 
morning  begin  I 

Pain  must  bum  itself  out  if  not 
fuelled  l)y  sin. 

There  is  hope  in  yon  hill-tops,  and 
love  in  yon  light. 

Let  hate  and  despondency  die  with 
the  night ! " 

He  was  moved  by  her  words.  As 
some  poor  wretch  confined 

In  cells  loud  with  meaningless  laugh- 
ter, whose  mind 

Wanders  trackless  amidst  its  own 
ruins,  may  hear 

A  voice  heard  long  since,  silenced 
many  a  year, 

And  now,  'mid  mad  ravings  recap- 
tured again, 

Singing  through  the  caged  lattice  a 
once  Wfll-known  strain. 

Which  brings  back  his  boyhood  upon 
it,  until 

The  mind's  ruinedcrcvicesgracious- 
Iv  fill 

With  music  and  nien^pry,  and,  as  it 
were 

The  long-troubled  spirit  grows 
slowly  aware 

Of  the  mockery  round  it,  and  shrinks 
flrom  each  thing 


It  once  sought,  —  the  poor  idiot  who 

passed  for  a  king. 
Hard   by,   with   his   sciualid   straw 

crown,  now  confessed 
A  madman  more  painfully  mad  that 

the  rest, — 
So  the  sound  of  her  voice,  as  it  then 

wandered  o'er 
His  echoing  heart,  seemed  in  part  tc 

restore 
The  forces  of  thought :  herecapturea 

the  whole 
Of  his  life  by  the  light  which,  in 

passing,  her  soul 
Reflected   on  his :   he  appeared  to 

awake 
From  a  dream,  and  perceived  he  had 

dreamed  a  mistake : 
His  spirit  was  softened,  yet  troubled 

in  him : 
He  felt  his  lips  falter,  his  eyesight 

grow  dim. 
But  he  murmured  .  .  . 
'*  Lucile,  not  for  me  that  sun's  light 
Which  reveals — not  restores — the 

wild  havoc  of  night. 
There  are  some  creatures  bom  for 

the  night,  not  the  day. 
Broken-hearted  the  nightingale  hides 

in  the  spray, 
And  the  owl's  moody  mind  in  his 

own  hollow  tower 
Dwells  muffled.   Be  darkness  hence- 
forward my  dower. 
Light,  be  sure,  in  that  darkness  there 

dwells,  by  which  eyes 
Grown  familiar  with  ruins  may  yet 

recognize 
Enough  desolation." 

IX. 

"  The  pride  that  claims  here 
On  earth  to  itself  (howsoever  severe 
To  itself  itmay  be)  God'sdread  ollice 

and  right 
Of  punishing  sin,  is  a  sin  in  heaven's 

sight. 
And  against  heaven's  service. 

"  tiug^ne  de  Luvol.**, 
Leave  the  judgement  to  Him  whu 

alone  knows  the  law. 


re.    Grunt. 


Surely  no  man  can  be  liJs  own  juilgc 

least  of  all 
Ills  own  doom  small." 

Her  tvoTils  Keemou  to  fall 
With  the  weight  of  ti^urit  In  Jh> 
lie  loohcil  lip.  and 
That  sad  BcrenbcounteiiHiice.mui 

Antt  tender  as  )ilty,  honc-d  n'er  h 

and  heard 
lu  some  tlilcket  the  niatinal  chirp 

of  a  birtl. 

"  Vulgar  natures  alont  EulTcr  valniy. 

■■  EuBfinc." 

She  continued.  "  in  lifu  we  Itave  mtt 

once  again, 
And  once  more  life  parts  us.     Yoit 

day-spring  for  iiic 
Lifts  the  veil  of  a  future  In  whidi 

It  may  be 
We  shall  mt-et  i 

0  (.'rant  tc 
The  bclii-f  tliat  it  t.*  not  In  vain  we 

have  met!  [sco|hv 

I  plead  for  the  future.    A  now  horo- ; 
I  would  C8.st :  Hill  you  read  ity    I  I 

plead  for  a.  hope ; 
I  plead  for  a  memory ;  yours,  you.-^  , 

To  restore  or  to  spare.  Letthclio|ii- ' 

be  yonr  own, 
lie  the  memory  mine.  I 

"  Oucc  of  yore,  when  for  mtiu  | 
Paltli  yet  lived,  ere  tills  b);c  of  the 

sluiE!;anl  bvKon. 
Men,  aroii!<iil  to  the  kunwIcdKC  of 

evil,  He'd  far 
From  the  fading  rose-fpirdenM  of 

seuse,  to  the  war 
With   the  l^agan.  tlie   eave   in  tlie 

desert,  and  souKtit 
Not  repose,  but  employment  in  ac- 
tion or  thoui;lit, 
Life's  strong  earnest,  in  all  things : 

O  tliink  uut  of  me, 
ButyouDwif!  fori  plead  for  your 

own  destiny ; 
I  plead  for  your  life,  with  its  duties 

undone. 


Willi  its  claims  unappeased,  and  i« 

And  In  pleading  for  life's  fair  ful 

fllinenC,  I  plead 
For  «il  that  you  miss,  and  for  aL 

that  you  need." 

Through  the  calm  crystal  air.  fain 

and  tar,  as  she  spoke, 
A  clear,  chilly  chime  IVom  a  church 

And  the  sound  of  her  voice,  with  the 

sound  of  the  belt. 
On  bts  ear,  where  he  kneeled,  softly 

suotliini^ly  fell. 
All  within  him  was  wild  nnd  con- 
fused. OS  within 
A  chamlMir  deserted  in  some  roail- 

side  inn. 
Where,     [laShing,    wild     travellers 

paused,  over-nlglit, 
To  qu^ and  carouse ;  in  each  socket 

eacli  lifilit 
Is  extinct;  crashed  Ihc  frlasses,  and 

scrawled  is  the  wnii 
With  wild  ribald  ballads;  serciielv 

o'er  nil, 
For  the  first  time  percelied.  where 

the  ilawn-llKht  creeps  faint 
Through  the  wrecks  of  tliut  orgy, 

the  face  of  a  saint. 
Seen  through  some  broken  frame. 

appears  noting  inciinwhile 
Tlic  ruin  nit  round  witli  n  sorrowful 

smiie. 
And  he  ^azed  round.    The  curtains 

of  Darkness  half  drawn 
Oped  behind  iier;  and  pure  as  the 

pure  liglit  of  dawn. 
She  stood,  bathpil  in  nioriiiut;.  and 

seemctl  to  \iU  eyes 
From  their  sight  lo  he  melting  awav 

In  the  skies 
That  expanded  around  her. 

There  passed  through  his  head 
A  fancy,  —  a  vision.     That  n  oinaii 

He  had  loved  long  ago. —  ii)ved  and 
lost!  dead  to  liiiu. 
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Dead  to  all  the  life  left  him;  but 
there,  in  the  dim 

Dewy  light  of  the  dawn,  stood  a 
spirit ;  'twas  hers ; 

And  he  said  to  the  soul  of  Lucile  dc 
Nevers:  [away! 

"  ()  soul  to   its   sources   departing 

i^ray  for  mine,  if  one  soul  for  anoth- 
er r  may  pray. 

1  to  aslv  have  no  right,  thou  to  give 
hast  no  power, 

One  hope  to  my  heart.  But  in  this 
parting  hour 

I  name  not  my  heart,  and  I  speak 
not  to  thine. 

Answer,  soul  of  Lucile,  to  this  dark 
soul  of  mine, 

1  )oes  not  soul  owe  to  soul,  what  to 
heart  heart  denies, 

Hope,  when  hope  is  salvation?  Be- 
hold, in  yon  skies, 

Tliis  wild  night  is  passing  away 
while  I  speak: 

Lo,  above  ns,  the  day-spring  begin- 
ning to  l)reak ! 

Something  wakens  within  me,  and 
warms  to  the  beam. 

Is  it  hope  that  awakens?  or  do  I  but 
dream  ? 

I  know  not.  It  may  be,  perchance, 
the  first  spark 

Of  a  new  light  within  me  to  solace 
the  dark  [it  may  be 

Unto  wiiich  I  return  ;  or  perchance 

The  last  spark  of  flres  half  extin- 
guished in  me. 

I  know  not.  Thou  goest  thy  way :  I 
my  own  : 

For  good  or  for  evil,  I  know  not. 
Alone 

Tliis  I  know:  we  are  parting.  I 
wished  to  say  more, 

But  no  matter  I  'twill  i)ass.  All  be- 
tween us  is  o'er. 

Forget  the  wild  words  of  to-night. 
'Twas  the  pain 

For  long  years  hoarded  up,  that  rush- 
ed from  me  again. 

I  was  unjust:  forgive  me.  Sparc 
now  to  reprove 


Other  words,  other  de^ds.     it  was 

madness,  not  love. 
That  you  thwart^^-d  this  niglit.  What 

is  done  is  now  done. 
Death  remains  to  avenge  it,  or  life  to 

atone. 
I  was  maddened,  delirious  I     I  saw 

you  return 
To  him  —  not  to  me ;  and  I  felt  my 

heart  burn 
Witli  a  fierce  thirst  for  vengeai'ce  — 

and  thus  .  .  .  let  it  pass! 
Long  thoughts  tliese»  and  so  brief 

the  moments,  alas ! 
Thou  goest  thy  way,  and  I  mine     I 

suppose 
'Tis  to  meet  nevermore.     Is  it  not 

so?     Who  knows, 
Or  who  heeds,  where  the  exile  from 

Paradise  flies? 
Or  what  altars  of  his  in  the  desert 

may  rise? 
Is  it  not  so,  Lucile?     AVell,   well 

Thus  then  we  part 
Once  again,  soul  from  soul,  as  befor 

heart  from  heart ! " 

XIII. 

And  again,  clearer  far  than  the  chlm 

of  the  bell, 
The  voice  on  his  sense  softly,  sooth- 
ingly fell. 
"Our  two  patiis  must  part  us,  Eu- 

gt'ue ;  for  my  own 
Seems  no  more  through  that  world 

in  which  henc(»forth  alone 
You  must  work  out  (as  now  I  believe 

that  you  will) 
The  hope  wldch  yoii  speak  of.    That 

work  I  shall  still 
(If  I  live)  watch  and  welcome,  and 

bless  far  away. 
Doubt  not  this.    But  mistake  not  th;- 

thought,  if  I  say, 
That  the  great  moral  combatbetwee  n 

human  life 
And  each  human  soul  must  be  single. 

The  strife 
None  can  share,  though  by  all  its 

results  may  be  known. 
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When  the  soul  arms  for  battle,  she  [  And  at  once,  in  her  phice,  was  liu 

goi's  forth  alone.  Sunrise :   It  rose 

I  sfty  not,   hideed,  wc   shall  meet  I  In    its    sumptuous    splendor    and 

nevermore,  I  solemn  repose, 

For  I  know  not.    But  meet,  as  we  !  The  supreme  revelation   of    light. 

have  mc^t  of  yore,   •  Domes  of  ^old, 

I  know  that  we  (rannot.     Perclianee    Realms  of  rose,  in  the  Orient  I  And 

we  may  meet  breatldess,  and  bold, 

By  the  death-bed,  Ww  tomb,  in  the    While   the  lurreat  gates  of  heaven 


crowd,  In  the  street. 
Or  In  solitude  even,  but  never  again 
Shall  wc  meet  from  henceforth  as 

we  htive  met,  Eugfeue. 
For  we  know  not  the  way  we  are 

going,  nor  yet 
Where  our  two  ways  may  meet,  or 

may  cross,     i/ife  hath  set 
No  landimirks  before  us.     But  this, 

this  alone, 
I  will  promise  :  whatever  your  patli, 

or  my  own, 
If,  for  once  in  tlie  conflict  before 

von,  it  eliance 
That  the  l>rjigon  prevail,  and  with 

cleft  shield,  and  lance 
Lost  or  shattered,  borne  down  bv 

the  stress  of  the  war. 
You  falter  and  hesitate,  if  from  afar 
1,  still  watching  (unknown  to  your- 
self, it  may  be) 
O'er  the  conflict  to  which  I  conjure 

you.  should  see 
That  my  pn-sence  could  rescue,  sup- 
port you,  or  guide, 
In  the  hour  of  that  need  I  shall  be 

at  your  side. 
To  warn,  if  you  will,  or  incite,  or 

control; 
And   again,    one<*    ajjain,  we   shall 

meet,  soul  to  soul !  " 

XIV. 

The  voice  ceased. 


rolled  back  one  by  one. 
The  bright  herald  angel  stood  stern 

in  the  sun  I 
Thrice    holy  Eospheros!      Light's 

reign  began 
In  the  heaven,  on  the  earth,  in  the 

heart  of  the  man. 
The  dawn  on  tlie  mountains!   the 

dawn  everywhere ! 
Light!  silence!   the  fresh   innova- 
tions of  air ! 
()  earth,  and  O  ether!   A  butterfly 

breeze 
Floated    up,   fluttered    down,    and 

poised  blithe  on  the  trees. 
Through  the  revelling  woods,  o'er 

the  sharp-rippled  stream, 
Tp  the  vale  slow  uncoiling  itself 

out  of  dream. 
Around  the  brown  meadows,  adown 

the  hill-slope. 
The  spirits  of  mondug  were  whis 

pering,  "  Hope!'' 

XV. 

lie  uplifted  his  eyes.     In  the  i)lace 

where  she  stood 
I  But  a  moment  before,  and  where 

now  rolled  the  flood 
Of  the  sunrise  all  golden,  he  seemed 

to  behohl. 
In  the  young  liirht  of  sunri.se,  an 

iinaire  unfold 


He  uplifted  his  eyes.        Of  his  own  youth,  —  its  ardors,  -^ 


All  alone 
He  stood  on  the  bare  edge  of  dawn. 

She  was  jjone. 
Like  a  star,  when  up  bay  after  bay 

of  the  night, 


its  pn)mise  of  fame,  — 
Its  ancestral  ambition;  and  France 

bv  the  name 
or   his   sires   seemed   to  call   him. 

Tliere,  hovered  in  light, 


Ripples  in,  wave  on  wave,  the  broad  ;  That  image  aloft,  o'er  the  sliapoless 
ocean  oV  light.  and  bright 
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And  Aurorcau  cIdiuIs,  which  them- 
selves seemed  to  be 

Brilliant  fragments  of  that  golden 
world,  wlierein  he 

Had  once  dwelt,  a  native ! 

There,  rooted  and  bound 

To  the  earth,  stood  tiie  man,  gazing 
at  it !  Around 

The  rims  of  the  sunrise  it  hovered 
and  shone 

Transcenilent,  that  type  of  a  youth 
tliat  was  gone ; 

And  he,  —  as  the  body  may  yearn 
for  the  soul. 

So  he  yearned  to  embody  that  im- 
age.    His  whole 

Heart  arose  to  regain  it. 

••And  18  it  too  late?" 

No !  For  time  is  a  iietion,  and  limits 
not  fate. 

Thought    alone    is    eternal.      Time 
thralls  it  in  vain. 

For    the   thought    that    springs    up- 
ward and  yearns  to  regain 

T)»e   pure  source  of  spirit,  there  is 

no  Too  LATE. 

As   the   stream  to  its  first  mountain 

levels,  elate  [liim 

In   the   fountain  arises,  the  spirit  in 
Arose    to    that    image.      The  image 

waned  dim 
Into  heaven;    and  heavenward  with 

it,  to  melt 
As  it  melted,  in  day's  broad  expan- 

si<m,  he  felt 
With  a  thrill,  sweet  and  strange,  and 

intense, — awed,  amazed, — 
Sometliing   soar   and   ascend    in  his 

soul,  as  he  gazed. 


CANTO   VI. 


I. 


Man  is  born  on  a  battle  field.  Round 
him,  to  rend 

Or  resist,  the  dread  Towers  he  dis- 
places attend, 

By  tlie  cradle  which  Nature,  amidst 
the  stern  shocks 


That  have  shattered  creation,  and 

shapen  it,  rocks. 
He  leaps  with  a  wail  into  being; 

and  lo ! 
His  own  mother,  fierce  Nature  her- 
self, is  his  foe. 
Her    whirlwinds    are    roused    into 

wrath  o'er  nis  head  : 
'Xeath  his  feet  roll  lier  earthquakes : 

her  solitudes  spread 
To  daunt  him :  her  forces  dispute 

his  command: 
Her  snows  fall  to  freeze  him :  her 

suns  burn  to  brand  : 
Her  seas  yawn  to  engulf  him:  her 

rocks  rise  to  crush : 
And   the   lion  and  leopard,  allied, 

lurk  to  rush 
On  their  startled  invader. 

In  lone  Malabar, 
Where   the  infinite  foiest  spreads 

breathless  and  far, 
'Mid    t*he    cruel    of    eye    and    the 

stealthy  of  claw 
(Striped  and   spotted  destroyers!) 

he  sees,  pale  with  awe, 
On  the  menacing  edge  of  a  fiery  sky 
(irim  Doorga,  blue-limbed  and  red- 
handed,  go  by,  [Terror. 
And  the  first  thing  he  worships  Is 

Anon,  [on. 

Still  impelled  by  necessity  hungrily 
lie  conquers  the  realms  of  his  own 

self-reliance. 
And  the  last  cry  of  fear  wakes  the 

first  of  defiance. 
From   the   serpent   he   crushes    its 

poisonous  soul : 
Smitten  down  in  his  path  see  the 

<lead  lion  roll ! 
On  toward  Heaven  the  son  of  Ak- 

meiia  strides  high  on 
The  heads  of  the  Hydra,  the  spoils 

of  the  lion ; 
And    man,    conquering    Terror,   is 

worshipped  by  man. 
A  camp  has  tins  world  been  since 

first  it  began ! 
From  his  tents  sweeps  the  roving 

Arabian;  at  peace. 
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Amerewai<i(lcringshei>li('nlt]iatfal-    In  t1i«  light  of  the  nureolc  over  licr 

lows  tho  fleece :  ln.-:iil, 

But,  warring   his   way   tlinragh    a  ^  Hears.  ulJ  IuihIs  uot  tlie  wound  In 

world's  dcHtiiiicK,  i  hur  hoart  frunh  and  red. 

\a,  from  Itellil,  from  Jtaj^adt.  from  I  llloivn  wide  liy  the  lilarc  of  tlic  clar- 

Cordiiva,  rise  ion,  uiifolil 

Domes  nf  cmpirv.  doncrcd  witli  I  Thcshrlllclaiigli]*;cunalnsof  w.ir' 

jtcltiuce  and  art,  '  And  behold   - 

Schools,  lll)rari<-H,  furumx.  th;-  pal-   \  rislou  \ 

ace,  tliu  mart  \  \  The  antique  Ilcrarlean  aeatH : 

The   Bta^   k^i.t!.elr  secrets    th.- I  ■^'>*'   ^^"^   ■^■''   ""P"'!'   ^"^*   "^  ^'" 
jne   Btara   Kuvp  ineii    secrets,  tut  ,.|,ifi«l  riw.ro.innti.. 

ewth  bides  bor  own.  ,„.i  ,h„  ?„  .  r  „.  f.J Tot'  w,,  ,    . 

AiKl  bold  must  the  ii.aii  be  that   •^"'' *^^""/";,^,"{ '"'*"■  "'"'^ »'''' 


.  ,  rimn-f,  iilde  by  side 

B,,l  bSC'.elu.d  r,,r  It,  .„u|i:«l™it.oJJ;lns(0,uU„lBrit 
soiiU  toiled  and  Mtrli 


ti  abreast !) 

.     .  „         ,  .„, „...  i  Where  the  towcra  of  the  Xorth  fret 

And  many  have  striven,  and  many  ,  ,^    ^,       ,  ,,     .. 


Iiavc  (Ulcil.       [lliey  nssnile<<.  | 
And  many  died,  slain  by  thu  truth  •  iii. 

Bnt  nlien  Man  bath  turned  Nature,    Since    that    sunrise,    wtiich    rose 

Bfliwrifd  biK  place  ihrou^rh  t  lie  calm  linden  stem '< 

Aiid dominion. behold!  heisbronght  |  O'er  I.uclle  and  Kugiine,  in  the  gar- 
face  to  fiicu  I  den  at  Ems. 
WItbancw  foe.  — hlmsflf!                  Throii^'h  tweiity-tlvc  Hcasous  eucii- 

N<ir  may  tnan  <ni  liis  shield  |  <-ilng  tlic  sun, 

Kvurreat.forhlslbc  iMforeverallold,    This  planet  of  ours  on  its  pathway 
Danger  ever  at  band.  Illl  the  annl^d  .  hathfrone. 

Archangel  i  And  the  fatvs  that  I  sing  ot  Ihlvc 

Sound  o'er  him  tlie  trump  of  earth's  '  llowiil  wltii  tile  fttcs 

llnal  evanjccl.  (if  a  world.  In  the  red  wslicor  «;ir, 

I  round  the  ^ntes  [wldeli 

„,,  ■!,.'.        ..        ,11  "f  tbat  doomed  and  heroieal  citv,  in 

Silence  strdKhtway.  sl.-rn  Muse,tl>e  I  (j.,^  .-rownlutf  the  n.n.pari,  l.l-.o.l 

Hoft  cymbals  ..f  pleasure,  batldng  tho  ditch ! ) 

Uc  ail  bninien  tbese  nui.Tbers,  and    ^^^  ^       asbto  the  Itussian  as  sonie 

martini  the  tneasurt'  \  limited  bi-ar 

llreatbc,sonoroiislybrealhe,o'erthu    whom  the  buulsn.en  biiv.-  hommed 
,»       fP'*^"'"'*'  ,    ,  ,.,    ,,  round  at  last  in  his  lair. 

One  strain,  sad  and  stern,  of  that  | 

deep  Epopee  '*'■ 

Whii-b  tliou.  from  the   fanldouless    \   fiiu^ed.  arid  pUiln,  sapped   with 

<-loud  of  fur  time.  underground  lire. 

Chautest  lonely,  when  \'ii  tury,  |>ale, '  Soaked  witb  snow,  torn  with  slml. 

and  sulilime  1  manbed  to  one  jjory  mlrcl 
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f  here  Fate's  iron  scale  iiuiigs  in  hor- 
rid suspense, 

While  those  two  famished  ogres,  — 
tlie  Siege,  the  Defence, 

Face  to  face,  tii rough  a  vapor  frore, 
dismal,  and  dun, 

(ilare,  scenting  tlie  breath  of  each 
other. 

Tlie  one 

Double-bodied,     two-headed,  —  by 
separate  ways 

Winding,  serpent- wise,  nearer;  the 
otlier,  eacli  da.v's 

Sullen  toll  adding  size  to,  —  concen- 
trated, solid, 

IndefatigabU',  —  the  brass-fronted, 
emboli  ied, 

And  audible  auroygone  sombrely  forth 

To  the  world  from  that  Autocrat 
Will  of  the  north! 

V. 

In  the  dawn  of  a  moody  October,  a 
pale  [prevail 

Ghostly  motionless  vapor  began  to 

Over  city  and  camp:  like  tlie  gar- 
ment of  death 

Which  (is  formed  by)  the  face  It 
conceals. 

'Twas  the  breath 

War,  yet  drowsily  yawning,  began 
to  suspire ; 

Where    tlirough,   here    and    there, 
flashed  an  eye  of  red  fire, 

And  closed,  from  some  rampart  be- 
ginning to  bellow 

Hoarse  challenge  ;  replied  to  anon, 

tlirough  the  yellow 
\nd  sulphurous  twilight:   till   day 

reeleil  and  rocked, 
\\\\  roared   into  dark.     Then   the 

midnight  was  mocked 
iVllh    fierce   apparitions.  ^  Kbiged 
round  by  a  rain 

/  >f  red  fire,  and  of  iron,  the  muither- 
ous  plain 

Flared  with  fltfUl  combustion;  where 
fitfully  fell 

Afar  off  the  fatal,  disgorged  tfchar- 
pendle, 


And  fired  the  horizon,  and  singed 

the  colled  gloom 
With  wings  of  swift  flame  round  that 

City  of  Doom. 

VI. 

So  the  day  —  so  the  night !     So  by 

nlglit,  so  by  day. 
With   stern   patient  pathos,   while 

time  wears  away. 
In  the  trench  flooded  through,  in  the 

wind  where  It  walls, 
In  the  snow  where  it  falls,  in  the  fire 

where  it  hails 
Shot  and  shell  —  link  by  link,  out  of 

hardship  and  pain. 
Toll,  sickness,  endurance.  Is  forged 

the  bronze  chain 
Of  those  terrible  siege-lines ! 

No  change  to  that  toil 
Save  the  mine's  sudden  leap  from 

the  treacherous  soil. 
Save  the  midnight  attack,  save  the 

groans  of  the  maimed. 
And    Death's    dally    obolus    due, 

whether  claimed 
By  man  or  by  nature. 

VII. 

Time  passes.    The  dumb. 

Bitter,  snow-bound,  and  .sullen  No- 
vember is  come. 

And  its  snows  have  been  bathed  in 
the  blood  of  the  brave : 

And  many  a  young  heart  has  glutted 
the  grave : 

And  on  Inkerman  yet  the  wild 
bramble  Is  gory. 

And  those  bleak  heights  henceforth 
shall  be  famous  in  story. 

VIII. 

The  moon,  swathed  In  storm,  has 

long  set :  through  the  camp 
No  sound  save  the  .sentinel's  slow 

sullen  tramp, 
The  distant  explosion,  the  wild  sleety 

wind, 
Tliat  seems  searching  for  something 

It  never  can  find. 
The  midnight  is  turning :  the  lamp 

IS  nigh  spent : 
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Ana,  wounded  and  lone,  in  a  deso- 
late tent 

Lies  a  young  British  soldier  whose 
sword  .  .  . 

In  this  place, 

Howerer,  my  Muse  is  compelled  to 
retrace 

Her  precipitous  steps  and  revert  to 
the  past. 

The    shock    which    had    suddenly 
shattered  at  last 

Alfred  Vargrave*s  fantastical  holi- 
day nature, 

Had  sharply  drawn  forth  to  his  full 
size  and  stature 

The  real  man,  concealed  till   that 
moment  beneath 

All  he  yet  had  appeared.     From  the 
gay  broidcred  sheath 

Which  a  man  in  his  wrath   fliugs 
aside,  even  so 

Leape  the  keen  trenchant  steel  sum- 
moned forth  by  a  blow. 

And  thus  loss  of  f  ortune'gave  value 
to  life.  [a  wife, 

The  wife  gained  a  husband,  the  hus- 

In  that  home  which,  thougli  humbled 
and  narrowed  by  ifate. 

Was  enlarged  and  ennobled  by  love. 
Low  their  state, 

But  large  their  possessions. 

Sir  Ridley,  forgiven 

By  those  he  unwittingly   brought 
nearer  heaven 

By  one  fraudulent  act,  than  through 
all  his  sleek  speech 

The  hypocrite  brought  ^lis  own  soul, 
safe  fVom  reach 

Of  the  law,  died  abroad. 

Cousin  John,  heart  and  hand, 

Purse  and  i)erson,  henceforth  (hon- 
est man  !)    took  his  stand 

By  Matilda  and  Alfred ;  guest,  guar- 
dian, and  friend 

Of  the  home  he  both  shared  and 
assured,  to  the  end, 

With  his  large  lively  love.     Alfred 
Vargrave  meanwhile 

Faced  the  world's  frown,  consoled 
by  Ms  uifc-N  faithful  smile. 


Late  in  life  he  began  life  in  earnest 
and  still,  [lute  will. 

With  tlie  tranquil  exertion  of  reso- 

Through  long,  and  laborious,  and 
diflicult  days, 

Out  of  manifold  failure,  by  weari- 
some ways, 

Worked  his  way  through  the  world 
till  at  last  he  began 

(Reconciled  to  the  work  which  man- 
kind claims  from  man), 

After  years  of  unwitnessed,  unwea- 
ried endeavor. 

Years  impassioned  yet  patient,  to 
realize  ever 

More  clear  on  the  broad  stream  of 
current  opinion 

The  reflex  of  powers  in  himself,  — 
that  dominion 

Which  the  life  of  one  man,  if  his 
life  be  a  truth, 

May  assert  o'er  the  life  of  mankind. 
Thus,  his  youth 

In  his  manhooti  renewed,  fame  and 
fortune  he  won 

Working  only  for  home,  love,  and 
duty. 

One  son 

Matilda  had  borne  him ;  but  scarce 
had  the  bov. 

With  all  Eton  yet  fresh  in  his  full 
heart's  frank  joy, 

The  darling  of  young  soldier  com- 
rades, just  glanced 

Down  the  glad  dawn  of  manhood 
at  life,  when  it  chanced 

That  a  blight  sharp  and  sudden  was 
breathed  o'er  tin*  bloom 

Of  his  joyous  and  generous  years, 
and  the  gloom 

Of  a  grief  premature  on  their  fair 
promise  fell : 

No  light  cloud  like  those  which,  for 
June  to  dispel. 

Captious  April  engenders;  but  deep 
as  his  own 

Deep  nature.    Meanwhile,  ere  I  fully 
make  known 

The  cause  of  this  sorrow,  I  track 
the  event. 
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When  first  a  wiUl  war-note  through 

En^laud  was  scDt, 
He,  transferring  without  either  to- 

Iven  or  word, 
To  friend,  parent,  or  comrade,  a  yet 

virgin  sword, 
From  a  lioliday  troop,  to  one  bound 

for  the  war, 
Had  marc  lied  forth,  with  ej'es  that 

saw  deatli  in  the  star 
Whence  others  sought  glory.   Thus, 

lighting,  lie  fell 
On  the  red  field  of  lukcrman ;  found, 

who  can  tell 
By  what  miracle,  breathing,  though 

shattered,  and  borne 
To  the  rear  by  his  comrades,  pierced, 

bleeding,  and  torn. 
Where  for  long  days  and  nights, 

with  the  wound  In  his  side, 
He  lay,  darlv. 

IX. 

lUit  a  wound  deeper  far,  unde- 

scribed, 
In  the  young  heart  was  rankling; 

for  tliere,  of  a  truth. 
In  the  first  earnest  faith  of  a  pure 

pensive  youth, 
A    love    large    as    life,  deep  and 

changeless  as  death, 
Lay  ensheatlied  :  and  that  love,  ever 

ftettlng  its  sheath. 
The  frail  scabbard  of  life  pierced  and 

w^ore  through  and  through. 
There  are  loves  In  man's  life  for 

which  time  can  renew 
All  that  time  may  destroy.     Lives 

there  are,  though.  In  love, 
Which  cling  to  one  faith,  and  die 

with  It;  nor  move, 
Though  earthquakes    may   shatter 

the  shrine. 

Whence  or  how 
Love  laid  claim  to  this  young  life, 

it  matters  not  now. 

X. 

0,  is  it  a  phantom?   a  dream  of  the 

night? 
A  vision  which  lever  hath  fashioned 

Xm  sight? 


The  wind  wailing  ever,  with  motion 

uncertain, 
Sways  sighingly  there  the  drenched 

tent's  tattered  curtain. 
To  and  fro,  up  and  down. 

But  It  Is  not  the  wind 
That  Is  lifting  it  now :  and  It  Is  not 

the  mind 
That  hath  moulded  that  vision. 

A  pale  woman  enters. 
As  wan  as  the  lamp's  waning  light, 

which  concentres 
Its  dull  glare  upon  her.     WMth  eye? 

dim  and  dimmer 
There,  all  in  a  slumberous  and  shad' 

owy  glimmer, 
The   sutterer  sees   that  still    form 

floating  on. 
And  feels  faintly  aware  that  he  Is 

not  alone. 
She    is   riitting    before    him.     She 

pauses.     She  stands 
By  his  bedside,  all  silent.     She  lays 

her  white  hands 
(Jii  the  brow  of  the  boy.     A  light 

finger  is  pi*essing 
Softly,  softly  the  sore  wounds  :  the 

hot  blood-sUiined  dressing 
Slips   fVom   them.      A    comforting 

quietude  steals 
Through  the  racked  weary  frame : 

and,  throughout  it,  he  feels 
The  slow  sense  of  a  merciful,  mild 

neighborhood.    . 
Something  smooths  the  tossed  pil- 
low.    Beneath  a  gray  hood 
Of  rough  serge,  two  intense  tender 

eyes  are  bent  o'er  him, 
And  thrill  through  and  through  him. 

The  sweet  form  before  him. 
It  is  surely  Death's  angel  Life's  last- 
vigil  keeping  I 
A  soft  voice  says  ..."  Sleep!" 

And  he  sleeps  :  he  is  sleeping. 

XI. 

He  waked  before  dawn.    Still  the 

vision  is  there : 
Still  that  pule  woman  move?  not 

A  ministering  care 


J40  '•tc 

&I<Anwhilc  lias  Ijuvii  silently  chang- 

iDg  au>l  uliuuriiiK 
Theas|>cctof  uUtliliiK;4nrouudlilm. 
IlevLTlut; 
Some  power  unkiiotvn  and  bi-iil^- 

naiit,  he  bles!ie(l 
In  silence  tliv  suaxc  ot  Rnlvatioii, 

And  rest 
Having  loosened  tlic  mind's  tan{(leil 

meBhcs,  be  fuliuly 
Sighed  .  .  .    "Say  what  thou   art 

blessild  dream  of  a  saintly 
And  ministering  spirit!  " 

A  whisper  sereni 
Slid,  softer  tliBQ  silence  .      .  "Tin 

t^QCur  Seraph  Inc. 
A  poor  Sister  of  Charity.    Shun  ti 

Aught  further,  young  soldier.    The 

son  of  thy  sire. 
ifur  the  sake  of  that  sire,  1  reclaim 

from  the  grave. 
Thou  didst  not  shun  death:  shun 

not  life.    'TIs  more  brave 
To  live,  than  to  die.     Sleep!" 

lie  slue|is :  he  Is  sleeping. 

lie  wakened  again,  when  the  dawn 

was  just  stccpiiiu: 
The  skies  with  chill  splendor.     And 

there,  never  flitting, 
Never  nittlug,  that  vision  of  mercy 

was  sitting. 
As  the  dawn  to  the   darkness,   so 

life  seemed  returning 
Slowlj-,   feebly   within    him.      The 

nlglit-lamp.  yet  burning, 
Made  ghastly  the  glimmering  day- 

llc  said, 
"  If  thou  be  of  the  living,  and  not 

of  the  denil, 
Sweet  minister,  pour  out  yet  rurther 

the  healing  [revealing 

Ot  that  balmy  voice ;  if  it  iniij-  he. 
Thy  mission  of  mercy !    whence  art 

thou?" 


of 


Who  is  not  of  the  living 

the  dead : 
To  thee,  and  to  others,  alive  yet," 

.  .  .  she  said  .  .  . 
"  So  long  as  there  llvelh  the  poor 

gill  in  me  [to  thee. 

Of  this  mluistratlou ;  to  tliem,  and 
Deadinallttiiugsbesldc.   A  French 

Nun,  whose  vociitlon 
Is  now  by  this  bedside.    A  unn  hath 

no  nation.  [may  soothe, 

Whatever  man   suffers   or   woman 

There  her  land  [  there  her  kindred ! " 

She  bent  down  to  smooth 

The  hot  pillow :  and  added  .  .  . 

"Yet  more  than  another. 
Is   tliy  life   dear  to  me.     For  thy 

rather,  thy  mother, 
I  knew  thi'm,  —  I  know  them." 

■'Oeanitbe?  youl 
My dearcNt dear  father!  mymotltcrl 

You  know  tjicm?" 

She  bowed,  halfavertlng,  her  heail 
In  silence. 

He  brokenly,  timidly  said, 
■'  Do  they  know  I  am  thus?  " 

"llnsh!"  .  .  .  she  smiled, as  she 

From  her  bosom  two  letters;  and 

—can  it  be  true? 
That  belovcil  and  fnjniliar  ^vrltlng! 
He  burst 
Into   tears  .  .  .  "My  poor  m<'ther 

—  my  Jiither!   the  worst 
Will  have  reached  tlieui!" 
"  No,  no '. "   she  e.xclulincd  with  a 

"They  know  you  are  liiing;  they 

know  that  meanwhile 
I  am  watching  beside  you.    Young 

soldier,  weep  not ! " 
Itut  still  on  the  nun's  nursing  bosom, 

the  hot 
Fevered  brow  of  the  boy  weeping 

wildly  is  pressed. 
There,  at  last,  Ihe  young  licart  sob» 

itself  into  rest: 
And  lie  hears,  as  11  were  1M^twceu 

smiling  and  weeping. 
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The  calm  voice  sa}'  .  .  .  ''Sleep!" 
And  he  sleeps,  he  is  sleeping. 

XIII. 

And  day  followed  day.     And,  as 
wave  follows  wave, 

With  the  tide,  day  by  day,  life,  re- 
issuing, drave 

Through  tliat  young  hardy  frame 
novel  currents  of  liealth. 

Vet     some     strange     obstruction, 
whicli  life's  self  by  stealth 

Seemed  to  cherish,  impeded   life's 
progress.    And  still 

A  feebleness,  less  of  the  frame  tlian 
the  will, 

Clung  about  the  sick  man :  hid  and 
harbored  within 

The  sad  hollow  eyes :  pinched  the 
cheek  pale  and  thin  : 

And  clothed  the  wan  fingers  with 
languor. 

And  there. 

Day  by  day,  night  by  night,  unre- 
mitting in  care, 

Unwearied  in  watching,  so  cheerful 
of  mien, 

^nd   so  gentle    of   hand,  sat    the 
SoBur  Seraphme ! 

XIV. 

A  strange  woman  truly !  not  young ; 

yet  her  face, 
Wan   and   worn,   as    it  was,   bore 

about  it  the  trace 
Of  a  beauty  which  time  could  not 

ruin.     For  the  whole 
Quiet  cheek,  youth's  lost  bloom  left 

transparent,  the  soul 
Seemed  to  fill  with  its  own  light, 

like  some  sunny  fountain 
KviTlastingly  fed  from   far  off  m 

the  mountam 


Feeling  only  what  suffering  with 
these  must  have  passed 

To  have  perfected  there  so  much 
sweetness  at  last. 

XV. 

Thus,  one  bronzeu   evening,  when 

day  had  put  out 
His  brief  thrifty  llres,  and  the  wind 

was  about, 
The  nun,  watchful  still  bj*^  the  boy, 

on  his  own 
Laid   a   tiim  quiet  hand,   and   the 

deep  tender  tone 
Of  her  voice  moved  the  silence. 

She  said  ..."  I  have  healed 
These  wounds  of  the  body.     Why 

hast  thou  concealed, 
Young  soldier,  that  yet  open  wound 

in  the  heart? 
Wilt  thou  trust  no  hand  near  it?" 

He  winced,  with  a  start. 
As  of  one  that  is  suddenly  touched 

on  the  spot 
From    which   every   nerve    derives 

suffering. 

••  What? 
Lies  my  heart,  then,  so  bare?*' he 

moaned  bitterlv. 

"  Nay," 
With    compassionate    accents    she 

hastened  to  say, 
"  Do  you  think  that  these  eyes  are 

with  sorrow,  young  man. 
So  all  unfamiliar,  indeed,  as  to  scan 
Her  features,  yet  know  them  not? 

*•  O,  was  it  .spoken, 
•  iio  ye  forth,  heal  the  sick,  lift  thf 

loir,  hind  the  broken  /' 
Of  the  body  alone?    Is  our  mission, 

then,  done. 
When  we  leave  the  bruised  hearts, 

if  we  bind  the  bruised  bone! 


That  pours,   in  a  garden  deserteil, ;  Nay,  is  not  the  mission  of  mercy 
its  streams,  twofold? 


And  all  the  more  lovely  for  loneli- 
ness seems. 

So  that,  watching  that  face,  you 
would  scarce  pause  to  guess 

The  years  which  its  calm  careworn 
lines  might  express, 


Whence  twofold,  perchance,  are  the 
powers,  that  we  hold 

To  f  uUil  it,  of  Heaven !  For  Heaven 
doth  still 

To  us,  Sisters,  it  may  be,  who  seek 
it,  send  skill 
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V/on  from  Ion*;    intercourse   with 

affliction,  unci  art 
Helped  of  Heaven,  to  bind  up  the 

broken  of  heart. 
Trust  to    me!"     (His  two   feeble 

hands  in  her  own 
She  drew  gently.)    "  Trust  to  me ! " 

(she  said,  witli  soft  tone)  : 
*'  I  am  not  so  dead  in  renienibrancc 

to  all 
I  liave  died  to  in  tliis  world,  but 

wliat  1  recall  [trial, 

Knoughof  its  sorrow,  enough  of  its 
To    grieve   for  both,  —  save   from 

both  haply !     The  dial 
Ufceives   many   shades,   and    qawXx 

points  to  the  sun. 
The  shadows  are  many,  the  sunliglit 

is  one. 
Life's  sorrows  still  fluctuate  :  God's 

love  does  not. 
And  His  love  is  unchanged,  when  it 

changes  our  lot. 
Looking  up  to  this  light,  which  is 

common  to  all. 
And  down   to  those   shadows,   on 

each  side,  that  fall 
In  time's  sileiit  circle,  so  various 

for  each, 
Is   it  nothing  to   know  that  they 

never  can  reach 


Of  a  life's  early  sorrow.     The  story 

is  old. 
And  in  words  few  as  may  be  shall 

straightway  be  told. 


XVI. 

A  few  years  ago,  ere  the  fair  form 

of  Peace 
Was  driven  from  Europe,  a  young 

girl  —  the  niece 
Of  a  French  noble,  leaving  an  old 

Norman  pile 
By  the  wild  nortliern  seas,  camo  t(» 

dwell  for  a  while 
With  a  lady  allied  to  her  race,  — an 

old  dam*^ 
Of   a   threefold    legitimate  virtue 

and  name, 
lu  the  Faubourg  Saint  Germain. 

Upon  that  fair  child, 
From    childhood,   nor    father   nor 

mother  luid  smiled. 
One   uncle  their  i>lace  in   her  life 

had  supplied. 
And  their  place  in  her  heart:  she 

liad  grown  at  his  side, 
And  under  his  roof-tree,  and  in  his 

regard. 
From  childhood  to  girlhood. 

This  fair  orjdian  ward 
Seemed  the    sole    human   creature 

that  lived  in  the  heart 


So  far,  but  what  light  lies  beyond  | ,,,  ,,  V    ♦  *''"'^*'*  T  ^ 

them  forever?  [endeavor  I  ^^^  ^»»'^^  ?^'^"  Vf  !^^  »"^"' ''''  ^^'^^«^^ 

Tnist  to  me!     O.  if  in  this  hour  1    ,,         smde  couhl  nnpart 

trace  the  shade  creeping  across  ,  O"^'^    ray  of   response    to  the  eyes 
the  voung  life  "    "„       .^Y^^V^  ^^^^'}^ 


Which,  in  prayer  till  this  hour,  1 


Her  fair  infant    forehead,    looked 

have  watched  through  its  strife    ,^,        *^^*^^'"  ^/*^I^  *^  ^^^^ , 
AYith  the  shadow  ofdeath, 'tis  with.  ^'^^^  f^»"^'^^  almost  .stern,  .so  in- 

this  faith  alone  '  tense  was  its  dull 

That,  in  tracing  the  shade,  I  shall   ^^^^^^    stillness,   like    sunlight    on 


And  out  the  sun. 
Trust  to  me ! " 

She  paused :   he  was  weeping. 
Small  need 
Of  added  appeal,  or  entreaty,  indeed. 


some  lonely  hill. 
Which   is   colder  and    stiller   than 
sunliglit  elsewhere. 

Grass  grew  m   the  courtyard;  the 
chambers  were  bare 


Had  those   gentle  accents   to  win    In  that  ancient  mansion ;  when  flrst 


from  his  pale 
And  parched,  trembling  lips,  as  it 
ros»«,  tlie  brief  talc 


the  stern  tread 
Of  Its  owner  awakened  ♦heir  \iy  hoes 
long  dead : 
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Bringing  with  liim  this  infant  (the 

cliild  of  a  brother) , 
Whom,  cluing,  the  Imnds  of  a  deso- 
late mother 
Had  placed  on  his  bosom.     'Twas 

said  —  right  or  wrong  — 
That,  in  the  lone  mansion,  left  ten- 

antless  long. 
To  which,  as  a  stranger,  its   lord 

now  returned, 
In  years  yet  recalled,  through  loud 

midnights  had  burned 
The  light  of  wild  orgies.     Be  tliat 

false  or  true. 
Slow  and  sad  was  the  footstep  which 

now  wandered  through 
1  hose  desolate  chambers ;  and  calm 

and  severe 
Was  the  life  of  their  inmate. 

Men  now  saw  appear 
Every  morn  at  the  mass  that  firm 

sorrowful  face, 
Which  seemed  to  lock  up  in  a  cold 

iron  case 
Tears   hardened    to    crystal.      Yet 

harsh  if  he  were, 
ITis  severity  seemed   to  be  trebly 

severe 
In  the  rule  of  his  own  rigid  life, 

which,  at  least, 
Was    benignant    to    others.      The 

poor  parish  priest, 
Who  lived  on  his  largess,  his  piety 

praised.  [was  raised, 

The  peanant  was  fed,  and  the  clmpel 
And  the  cottage  was  built,  by  his 

liberal  hand. 
Yet  he  seemed  in  the  midst  of  his 

good  deeds  to  stand 
A  lone,  and  unloved,  and  unlovable 

man. 
There  appeared   some    inscrutable 

flaw  in  the  plan 
Of  his  life,  that  love  failed  to  pass 

over. 

That  child 
Alone  did  not  fear  him,  nor  shrink 

from  him ;  smiled 
To  his  frown,  and  dispelled  it. 

The  sweet  sportive  elf 


Seemed  the  type  of  some  joy  lost, 

and  missed  in  himself. 
Ever  welcome  he  suffereil  her  glad 

face  to  glide 
In   on   hours  when  to   others  his 

door  was  denied : 
And    many   a    time  w^ith    a    mute 

moody  look 
He  would  watch  her  at  prattle  and 

play,  like  a  brook 
Whose    babble     disturbs    not    the 

quietest  spot. 
But  soothes  us  because  we  need 

answer  it  not. 

But  few  years  had  passed  o'er  that 

*  chiUlhood  before 
A   change  cume  among    them.     A 

letter,  which  bore 
Sudden  consequence  with   it,   one 

morning  was  placed 
In  the  hands  of  the  lord  of  the  chS- 

teau.     He  paced 
To  and  fro  in  his  chamber  a  whole 

night  alpne 
After  reading  that  letter.     At  dawn 

he  was  gone. 
Weeks  passed.    When  he  came  back 

again  he  returned 
With    a    tall   ancient   dame,   from 

whose  lips  the  child  learue<l 
That  they  were  of  the  same  race 

and  name.    With  a  face 
Sad  and  anxious,  to  this  withered 

stock  of  the  race 
He  condded   the   orphan  and    left 

them  aU)ue 
In  the  lonely  old  house. 

In  a  few  days  'twas  known, 
To  the  angry  surprise  of  half  Paris, 

that  one 
Of  the  chiefs  of  that  party  which, 

still  clinging  on 
To  the  banner  tliat  l)ears  the  white 

lilies  of  France, 
Will  fight  'neath  no  other,  nor  yet 

for  the  chance 
Of    restoring    their  own,  had  re* 

nounced  the  watchword 
And  the  creed  of  his  youth  in  ur- 

sheathing  his  swoid  * 
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For  a  Fatheiiancl  fathered  no  more 

(such  is  fate  \) 
IJy  legitimate  parents. 

And  meanwhile,  elate 
And  in  no  wise  disturbed  by  what 

Paris  might  say, 
The  new  soldier  thus  wrote  to  a 

friend  far  away  :  — 
'•  To  the  life  of  inaction  farewell! 

After  all, 
Creeds  the  oldest  may  crumble,  and 

dynasties  fall, 
But  the  sole  grand  Legitimacy  will 

endure. 
In  whatever  makes  death  noble,  life 

strong  and  pure. 
Freedom!  action!  .  .  .  the  desert  to 

breathe  in,  —  tlie  laucc 
Of  the  Arab  to  follow  I    I  :;<>  I    Mcr 

la  France  !  " 

Few  and   rare  were   the  meetings 
henceforth,  as  years  lied, 

*Twixt  tlie   cliild   and   the  soldier. 
The  two  women  led 

Lone    lives     in    the    lone    house. 
Meanwliile  the  child  grew 

Into  girlhood ;  and,  like  a  sunbeam, 
sliding  through 

Her  green  quiet  years,  changed  by 
gentle  degrees 

To  the  loveliest  vision  of  youtli  a 
youth  sees 

In  his  loveliest  fancies  :  as  pure  as 
a  pearl, 

And  as  perfect :  a  noble  and  inno- 
cent girl. 

With  eighteen  sweet  summers  dis- 
solved in  the  light 

Of   her    lovely  and    hivable   eyes, 
soft  and  bright  I 

Then  her  guardian  wrote   to    tlie 
dame,  ..."  Let  Consti\nce 

Go  with  you  to  Paris.    I  trust  that 
in  France 

I  may  be  ere  the  close  of  the  year. 
I  confide 

.^ly  life's  treasure  to  you.     Let  her 
see,  at  your  side, 

The  world  which  we  live  in." 

To  Paris  then  came 


CoustAnce  to   abide  with   that  ohi 

stately  dame 
In  that  old  stately  Faubourg. 

The  young  Englishman 
Thus  met  her.    'Twas  there  their 

acquaintance  began. 
There  it  closed.    That  old  miracle 

—  Love-at-flrst-sight — 
Needs  no  explanations.    The  heart 

reads  aright 
Its  destiny  sometimes.      His   love 

neither  chidden 
Nor  checked,  the  young  soldier  was 

graciously  bidden 
An  habitual  guest  to  that  house  by 

the  dame. 
His  own  candid  graces,  the  world- 
honored  name 
Of  his  father(in  himnot  dishonored) 

were  both  [ing  loath. 

Fair  titles  to  favor.    His  love,  notli- 
Tlie  old  lady  observed,  was  returned 

by  Constilnce. 
And  as  the  child's  uncle  his  absence 

from  France 
Yet   prolonged,   she    (thus    easing 

long  self-gratulation) 
Wrote   to   him   a    lengthened    antl 

moving  narration 
Of   the    graces    and   gifts    of   the 

young  English  wooer : 
His   father's  fair  fame;   the  boy's 

deference  to  her; 
His    love    for    ConstAnce,  —  unaf- 
fected, sincere; 
And  the  girl's  love  for  him,  read  by 

her  in  those  clear 
Limpid  eyes ;  then  the  pleasure  with 

which  she  awalUnl 
Her  cousin's  approval  of  all  she  hael 

stated. 

At  length  from  that  cousin  an  an- 
swer there  came. 

Brief,  stem ;  such  as  stunned  and 
astonished  the  dame. 

"Let   Constance  leave   Paris  with 

you  on  the  day 
You  receive  this.    Until  my  returu 

she  may  stay 
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At  her  convent  awhile.   If  my  uiccc 

wishes  ever 
To  beliokl   ine  a^ain,  understand, 

slie  will  never 
Wed  that  man. 
"  You  have  brolten  faith  with  me. 

Farewell  I " 

No  appeal  from  that  sentence. 

It  needs  not  to  tell 
The  tears  of  ConstAnce,   nor  the 

grief  of  her  lover : 
The  dream  they  had  laid  out  their 

lives  in  was  over. 
Bravely  strove  the  young  soldier  to 

look  in  the  face 
Of    a  life,   where   invisible  hands 

seemed  to  trace 
O'er  the  threshold,  these  words  .  .  . 

•*  Hope  no  more !  " 

Uureturned 
Had  his  love  been,  the  strong  man- 
ful heart  would  have  spurned 
That  weakness  which  suffers  a  wo- 
man to  lie 
At  the  roots  of  man's  life,  like  a 

canker,  and  dry 
And   wither  the   sap  of  life's  pur- 
pose.    But  there 
hay  the  bitterer  part  of  the  pain ! 

C'ouhl  he  dare 
To  forget  he  was  loved?  that  he 

grieved  not  alone? 
Recording  a  love  that  drew  sorrow 

upon 
The  woman  he  loved,  for  himself 

dare  he  seek 
Surcease    to    that    sorrow,    which 

thus  held  him  weak. 
Beat  him  down,  and  destroyed  him? 
News  reached  him  indeed. 
Through  a  comrade,  who  brought 

him  a  letter  to  read 
From   the  dame  who  had  care  of 

Const&nce  (it  was  one. 
To  whom,  when  at  Paris,  the  boy 

had  been  known, 
A   Frenchman,  and   friend   of   the 

Faubourg),  which  said 
That  Constance,  although  never  a 

murmur  betra^'ed 


What  she  suffered,  in  silence  grew 

paler  each  day, 
And  seemed   visibly  drooping  and 

dying  away. 
It  was  then  he  sought  death. 

XVII. 

Thus  the  tale  ends.    *Twas  told 
With  such  broken,  passionate  words, 

as  unfold 
In  glimpses  alone,  a  coiled  grief. 

Through  each  pause 
Of  its  fltful  recital,  in  raw  gusty 

flaws, 
The  rain  shook  the  canvas,  unheed- 
ed; aloof, 
And     unheedt'd.     the     night-wind 

around  the  tont-roof 
At  intervals   wirbled.     And  when 

all  was  said, 
The  sick  man,  exhausted,  drooped 

backward  his  head. 
And  fell  into  a  feverish  slumber. 

Long  while 
Sat  the   Soeur  Seraphine,  in   deep 

thought.     The  still  smile 
That  was  wont,  angel-wise,  to  in- 
habit her  face 
And  make  it  like  heaven,  was  fled 

from  its  place 
In  her  eyes,  on  her  lips ;  and  a  deep 

sadness  there 
Seemed  to  darken  the  lines  of  long 

sorrow  and  care. 
As  low  to  herself  she  sighed  .  .  . 

"  Hath  it,  Eugene, 
Been  so  long,  then,  the  struggle?  .  .  . 

and  yet,  all  in  vain ! 
Nay,   not  all   in  vain!      Shall   the 

world  gain  a  man, 
And  yet  Heaven  lose  a  soul?    Havf 

I  done  all  I  can? 
Soul  to  soul,  did  he  say?    Soul  to 

soul,  be  It  so ! 
And  then,  —  soul  of  mine,  whither? 

whither?" 

xviii. 

Large,  slow, 
Silent  tears  in  those  deep  eyes  ar; 
cended,  and  felL 
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**  Here^  at  least,  I  have  failed  not " 

.  .  .  she  mused  .  .  .  **  this  is 

well ! " 
She  drew  from  her  bosom  two  let- 
ters, lu  one, 
A  mother's  heart,  wild  with  Alarm 

for  her  son, 
Breathed  bitterly  forth  its  despair- 
ing appeal. 
"The  pledge  of  a  love  owed  to 

thee,  O  Lucile  I 
The  hope  of  a  home  saved  by  thee, 

—  of  a  heart 
Which  hath  never  since  then  (thrice 

endeared  as  thou  art!) 
Ceased  to  bless  thee,  to  pray  for 

thee,  save ! . . .  save  my  son ! 
And    if    not"  . .  .  the    letter   went 

brokenly  on, 
**  Heaven  help  us !  " 

Then  followed,  from  Alfred,  a  few 
Blotted    heart-broken    pages.      lie 

mournfully  drew. 
With   pathos,   the  picture   of  that 

earnest  youth,  [and  truth 
So  unlike  his  own :  how  in  beauty 
He  had  nurtured    that  nature,  so 

simple  and  brave ! 
And  how  he  had  striven  his  son*s 

youth  to  save 
From  the  errors  so  sadly  redeemed 

in  his  own, 
And  so  deeply  repented  :  how  thus, 

in  that  son, 
In  whose  youth  he  had  garnered 

his  age,  he  had  seemed 
To  be  blessed  by  a  pledge  that  the 

past  was  redeemed. 
And  forgiven.     lie  bitterly  went  on 

to  speak 
Of  the  boy's  bafHed  love ;  in  which 

fate  seemed  to  break 
Unawares  on  his   dreams  with  re- 
tributive pain. 
And  the  ghosts  of  tlie  past  rose  to 

scourge  back  again 
The  hopes  of  the  future.    To  sue 

for  consent 
Pride   forbade :   and  the  hope  his 

old  foe  might  relent 


Experience    rejected  .  .  .  "My  life 

for  the  boy's  I  " 
(He  exclaimed) ;   "  for  I  die  with 

my  son,  if  he  dies ! 
Lucile!   Heaven  bless  you   for  all 

you  have  done  I 
Save  him,  save  him,  Lucile!   save 

my  son !  save  my  son !  " 

XIX. 

"  Ay !  "  murmured  the  Soeur  Sera- 

phine  .  .  .  *'  heart  to  heart ! 
There ^  at  least,  I   have  failed  not. 

Fulfilled  is  my  part? 
Accomplished    my  mission?      One 

act  crowns  the  whole. 
Do  I  linger?    Nay,  be  it  so,  then ! 

.  .  .  Soul  to  soul ! " 
She  knelt  down,  and  prayed.    Still 

the  boy  slumbered  on. 
Dawn  broke.    The  pale  nun   from 

the  bedside  was  gone. 

XX. 

Meanwhile,  'mid  his  aides-de-camp, 

busily  bent 
O'er  the  daily  reports,  in  his  well- 
ordered  tent 
There    sits    a    French    General, — 

bronzed  by  the  sun 
And  seared  by  the  sands  of  Algeria. 

One 
Who  forth   from  the  wars  of  the 

wild  Kabylee  [be 

Had  strangely  and  rapidly  risen  to 
The  idol,  the  darling,  the  dream, 

and  the  star 
Of  the  younger  French   chivalr}' : 

daring  in  war, 
And  wary  in  council.     He  entered. 

indeed, 
Late  in    life    (and    discarding    lii^ 

Bourbonite  creed) 
The    Army    of   France :    and    had 

.risen,  in  part, 
From  a  singular  aptitude  proved  for 

the  art 
Of  that  wild  desert  warfare  of  ani- 

l)ush,  surprise. 
And  stratagem,  wliicli  to  the  Frcncli 

camp  supplies 
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Its  subtlest  intelligence ;  partly  from 

chance ; 
Partly,  too,  from  a  name  and  posi- 
tion which  France 
Was  proud  to  put  forward;    but 

mainly,  in  fact, 
From  the  prudence  to  plan,  and  the 

daring  to  act, 
In  frequent  emergencies  startlingly 

shown, 
To  the  rank  which  he  now  held,  — 

intrepidly  won 
With   many  a  wound,  trenched  in 

many  a  scar. 
From  fierce  Milinnah  and  Sidi-Sakh- 

dar. 

XXI. 

All  within,  and  without,  that  warm 
tent  seems  to  bear 

Smiling  token  of  provident  order 
and  care. 

All  about,  a  well-fed,  well-clad  sol- 
diery stands 

In  groups  round  the  music  of  mirth- 
breathing  bands. 

In  and  out  of  tlie  tent,  all  day  long, 
to  and  fro, 

The  messengers  come,  and  the  mes- 
sengers go, 

Upon  missions  of  mercy,  or  errands 
of  toil : 

To  report  how  the  sapper  contends 
with  the  soil 

In  the  terrible  trench,  how  the  sick 
man  is  faring 

In  tlie  hospital  tent :  and,  combin- 
ing, comparing. 

Constructing,    within    moves    the 
brain  of  one  man, 

Moving  all. 
He  is  bending  his  brow  o'er  some 
plan 

For  the  hospital  service,  wise,  skil- 
ful, humane. 

The  officer  standing  beside  him  is 
fain 

To   refer  to  the   angel    solicitous 
cares 

Of  the  Sisters  of  Charity:  one  he 
declares 


To  be  known  through  the  camp  aa 
a  seraph  of  grace ; 

He  has  seen,  all  have  seen  her  in- 
deed, in  each  place 

Where  suffering  is  seen,  sileat,  ac- 
tive,—  the  Sojur  .  .  . 

SoBur  .  .  .  how  do  they  call  her? 

**  Ay,  truly,  of  her 

I  have  heard  much,"  the  General, 
musing,  replies ; 

"  And  we  owe  her  already  (unless 
rumor  lies) 

The  lives  of  not  few  of  our  bravest 
You  mean  .  .  . 

Ay,  how  do  they  call  her?  .  .  .  the 
Soeur —  Seraphine, 

(Is  it  not  so?)  I  rarely  forget  names 
once  heard." 


tc 


Yes;  the  Soeur  Seraphine.     Her  I 
meant." 

*'  On  my  word, 

I  have  much  wished  to  see  her.    I 
fancy  I  trace, 

In  some  facts  traced  to  her,  some- 
thing more  than  the  grace 

Of  an  angel :  I  mean  an  acute  hu- 
man mind, 

Ingenious,  constructive,  intelligent. 
Find 

And,  if  possible,  let  her  come  to  me. 
We  shall, 

I  think,  aid  each  other. 

*•  Oux^  man  GSn/iral: 

I  believe  she  has  lately  obtained  the 
permission 

To  tend  some  sick  man  in  the  Sec- 
ond Division 

Of  our  Ally :  they  say  a  relation. 

*' Ay,  so? 

A  relation?" 

'"Tis  said  so." 

" The  name  do  you  know?" 

'' Xoiij  man  General** 
While  they  spoke  yet,  there  went 

A  murmur  and  stir  round  the  door 
of  the  tent 

'*  A  Sister  of  Charity  craves,  in  a 
case 

Of  urgent  and  serious  importance, 
the  grace 
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Of  brief  private  speccli  with  the 

General  there. 
Will  the  General  speak  with  her?  " 

*'  Bid  her  declare 
Her  mission.'* 
**  She  will  not.     She  craves  to  be 
seen 
And  be  heard." 

•*  Well,  her  name  then?" 
"The  Soeur  Seraphine." 
**  Clear  the  tent.     She  may  enter." 

XXII. 

The  tent  has  been  cleared. 
The     chieftain     stroked    moodily 

somewhat  his  beard, 
A  sable  long  silvered :  and  pressed 

down  liis  brow 
On  his  hand,  heavy  veined.     All  his 

countenance,  now 
Unwitnessed,  at  once  fell  dejected, 

and  dreary, 
As  a  curtain  let  fall  by  a  liand  that's 

grown  weary. 
Into  puckers  and  folds.     From  his 

lips,  unrcpressed. 
Steals    th'    impatient    quick    sigh, 

which  reveals  in  man's  breast 
A  conflict  concealed,  an  experience 

at  strife 
With    itself,  —  the    vexed    heart's 

passing  protest  on  life, 
lie  turned  to  his  papers.     He  heard 

the  liglit  tread 
Of  a  faint  foot  beiiind  him :  and, 

lifting  his  head. 
Said,  "  Sit,  Holy  Sister  I  your  worth 

is  well  known 
To  the  hearts  of  our  soldiers ;  nor 

less  lo  my  own. 
I  have  much  wislied  to  see  you.     I 

owe  you  some  thanks : 
In  the  name  of  all  those  you  have 

.saved  to  our  ranks 
I   record   tliem.     Sit!     Now   then, 

your  mission?  " 

The  nun 
Paused  silent.     The   General  eyed 

her  anon 
More    keenly.      His    aspect    grew 

troubled.    A  change 


Darkened   over  his   features.      He 

muttered  ....   **  Strange'. 

strange ! 
Any  face  should  so  strongly  remind 

me  of  her  I 
Fool !  again  the  delirium,  the  dream ! 

does  it  stir? 
Does  it  move  as  of  old?    Psha! 

•*Sit,  SisU»r!  I  wait 
Your  answer,   my  time   lialts  but 

hurriedly.    State 
The  cause  why  you  seek  me?" 

*'  The  cause?  ay,  the  cause!  " 
She  vaguely  repeated.    Then,  after 

a  pause,  — 
As    one    who,    awaked    unawares, 

would  i)ut  back  [the  track 
The  sleep  that  forever  returns  in 
Of  dreams   which,   though  scared 

and  dispersed,  not  the  less 
Settle  back  to    faint   eyelids  that 

yield  'neath  their  .stress. 
Like    doves    to    a   pentliouse,  —  a 

movement  she  made. 
Less  toward   him  than  away  from 

herself ;  drooped  her  head 
And  folded  her  hands  on  her  bosom  : 

long,  spare, 
Fatigued,  mournful  hands!     Not  a 

stream  of  stray  liair 
Escaped    the    pale    bands;    searc^ 

more  pah;  than  the  face 
Which  they  bound  and  locked  U|> 

in  a  rigid  white  case. 
She  fixed  her  eyes  on  him.     There 

crept  a  vague  awe 
O'er  his  sense,  such  as  irhosts  cast. 

•'  Lugene  de  Luvois, 
The  cause  which  recalls  me  again 

to  your  .side 
Is  a  promise  that  rests  unfulfilled," 

she  replied. 
'•I  come  to  fulfil  it." 

lie  sprang  from  the  place 
Where  he  sat,  pressed  his  hand,  as 

in  doubt,  o'er  his  face; 
And,  cautiously   feeling   each   step 

o'er  the  ground 
That  he  trod  on  uu;  one  who  walks 

fearing  the  sound 
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Of  his  footstep    may  startle    and 

scare  out  of  sight 
Some  straDge  sleeping  creature  on 

which  he  would  light 
Unawares),  crept  towards  her ;  one 

heavy  hand  laid 
On  her  shoulder  in  silence;    bent 

o*er  her  his  head, 
Searched  her  face  with  a  long  look 

of  troubled  appeal 
Aj:2:ainst  doubt ;  staggered  backward, 

andmurraurod  .  .  .  **Lucilc'! 
Thus  we  meet  then?  .  .  .  here!  .  . 

thus?" 
*•  Soul  to  soul,  ay,  Eugftnc, 
As  1  pledged  you  my  word  tlmt  we 

should  meet  again. 
Dead,  .  .   .  *' slic*  niunnured, '*  long 

dead!   all   that  lived   in  our 

lives,  — 
Thine  and  mine,  —  saving  that  which 

ev'n  life's  self  survives, 
The  soul !    'Tis  my  soul  seeks  tliine 

own.     What  may  reach 
From  my  life  to  thy  life  (so  wide 

each  from  each!) 
Save  tlie  soul  to  the  soul?    To  the 

soul  I  would  speak. 
May  I  do  so?" 
lie  said  (worked  and  white  was 

his  cheek 
As  he  raised  it),  "Speak  to  me!" 

Deep,  tender,  serene, 
And  sad  was  the  gaze  which   the 

Soeur  Seraphiue 
Held  on  him.     She  spoke. 

XXIII. 

As  some  minstrel  may  fling, 
Preluding  the   music  yet  mute   in 

each  string, 
A  swift  hand  athwart  the  hushed 

lieart  of  tlie  whole, 
Seeking  which  note  most  fitly  may 

first  move  the  soul ; 
And,   leaving  uutroubled  the  deep 

chords  below. 
Move  pathetic  in  numbers  remote ; 

—  even  so 
Tlie  voice  wliich  was  moving  the 

heart  of  that  man 


Far   away   from   its  yet  voiceless 
purpose  began, 

Far  away  in  the  pathos  remote  of 
the  past; 

Until,  through  her  words,  rose  be- 
fore him,  at  last. 

Bright  and  darl(  in  their  beauty,  the 
hopes  that  were  gone 

Unaccomplished  from  life. 

He  was  mute. 

XXIV. 

She  went  on. 
And  still  further  down  the  dim  past 

did  she  lead 
Each  yielding  remembrance,  far,  far 

off,  to  feed 
'Mid  the  pastures  of  youth,  in  tlie 

twilight  of  hope, 
And   tlie  valleys   of   boyhood,  the 

fresh-flowered  slope 
Of  life's  dawning  land ! 

'Tis  the  heart  of  a  boy, 
With  its  indistinct,  passionate  pre- 
science of  joy ! 
Tlie  unproved  desire,  —  the  unaimed 

aspiration,  — 
The  deep  conscious  life  that  fore- 
stalls consumiiiatioii ; 
With  ever  a  flitting  deliglit,  —  one 

arm's  length 
In  advance  of  the  august  inward 

impulse. 

The  strength 
Of  the  spirit  which  troubles  the  seed 

in  the  simd 
With  the  birth  of   the   palm-tree! 

Let  ages  expand  [lie  shut 
The  glorious  creature!  .The  ages 
(Safe,  see!)  in  the  seed,  at  time's 

signal  to  put 
Forth  their  beauty  and  power,  leaf 

by  leaf,  layer  on  layer. 
Till  the  palm  strikes  the  sun,  and 

stands  broad  in  bine  air. 
So  the  palm  In  the  pnlm-soed !   so, 

slowly  —  so,  wrought 
Year  by  year  unpcrceived,  hopo  on 

hope,  thought  by  thought, 
Trace  the  growth  of  the  man  from 

its  germ  in  the  boy. 
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All,  hut  NftUire,  tli.it  nurtures,  mny  I 

also  dPHtroy ! 
Charm  tliu  u'lnd  anil  ihc  sun,  lent 

Wbne  the  leaf's  In  the  hml.  while 

the  Btcm'H  III  the  jo^en. 
A  light  bird  beurlH  the  branch,  a 

llp;ht  bnsezc  lircakH  Ihc  boui^h, 
Which,  If  spareU  by  the  lifrht  breeze, 

the  light  binl,  may  grow 
To  haffle  tliu  tem[iet<t,  aud  rock  the 

high  nc.*t, 
And   take   both   the   bird   and    the 

bree/e  to  Us  breast. 
8hall  we   save   a   whole   forest   In 

sparing  one  seeil? 
Save  the  man   In  the  boy?  In  the 

thought  save  the  deed? 
Let  tlie  whirlwind  uproot  the  grown 

tree,  if  it  can! 
Save  the  Hccd  from  the  nortb-wiud. 

So  let  the  ^rown  man 
Face  out  fate.    Siwii'e  the  man-seed 

In  youth. 

lie  was  dumb. 
Hlie  went  one  step  further. 

Lo!  man  hoo<l  Ix  come. 
And  love,  the  wild  song-bird,  hath 

tlown  to  tho  tree, 
And    tlic   whirlwind    conies    after. 

Now  prove  wi\  aud  sec : 
What  xhadc   from  the  leaf?   what 

support  from  the  branch? 
Spreads   the  leaf   broail  and  fair  ? 

holds  the  bough  strong  and 

stanneh? 
There,  he  saw  himself, — dark,  as 

he  stood  on  that  night. 
The  last  when   they  met  and  they 

parted :  a  sight 
For  heaven  to  moiini  o'er,  for  hell 

to  rejoice ! 
An  liicRitblc  tciuleniuKs  troubled  her 

It  grew  weak,  and  a  sigh  broke  it 

thmuelt. 

Then  he  said 
Itfevar  lookinit  at  her,  never  lifting 

his  head, 


As   though,  at   his   feet,  there   lay 

visibly  liurled 
Those  fragments),  "It  was  not  a 

love,  'twas  u  world, 
'Twasallfe  that  lay  ruined,  Luclte ! " 

Sh£  went  on. 
"So   l)e    It:      Perish    Babel,    arise 

Babylon ! 
From  ruins  like  these  rise  the  fanes 

that  shall  last. 
And  to  build  up  the  future  heaven 

shatters  the  post." 
"  Ay."  he  moodily  murmured,  "  and 

The  heart's  perished  world,  if  the 

world  gains  a  man? 
From  the  past  to  the  present,  though 

late.  I  appeal ; 
To   the   nuu   Seraphine.    from   tiiu 

woman  Lucllel" 

Liieile!  .  .  .    the  old  name,  —  tlie 
old  self!  silenced  long : 

Heard  once  morel  felt  once  more: 
As  some  soul  to  the  throng 

Of   Invisible  spirits  admitted,  bap- 
tized [ —  surprised 

By  death  to  a  new  name  and  nature, 

'Mid  the  songs  of  the  seraplis,  heara 
faintly,  aud  far, 

Some  voice  Tn>ia  tlic  earth.  left  l>e- 
low  a  dim  star. 

Calling  to  her  forlornly;  and  (sad- 
dening the  psalms 

Of    the   iingcls,   and    piercing   the 
Fiiradise  pnlms!) 

The  name  borne  'mid  earthly  lie- 
lovCds  ou  earth 

Sighed  above  some  lone  grave  In 
the  land  of  her  birth;  — 

So  that  one  word  .  .  .  Luellc:  .  .  . 
stirred  the  Kceiir  Scraphine. 

For  a  moment.    Anon  she  resumed 
her  serene 

Aud  concentrated  calm. 

■■  Let  the  Nun,  then,  retrace 

The  IIIV:  of  the  Soldier  1"  .  .  .  she 
aald.  with  a  face 
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That  glowed,  gladdening  her  words. 
•'  To  the  present  I  come : 
Leave  the  Past." 
There  her  voice  rose,  and  seemed 

as  when  some 
Pale  Priestess  proclaims  from  her 

temple  the  praise 
Of  the   hero  whose  brows   she   is 

crowning  with  ba3's. 
Step  by  step  did  she  follow  his  path 

frori  the  place 
Where  their  two  paths  diverged. 

Year  by  year  did  she  trace 
V Familiar  with  all)  his,  the  soldier's 

existence.  [resistance ; 

>ler  words  were  of  trial,  endurance, 
Of  the  leaguer  around  this  besieged 

world  of  ours : 
And  the  same  sentinels  that  ascend 

the  same  towers 
And  report  the  same  foes,  the  same 

fears,  tho  same  strife. 
Waged  alike  to  the  limits  of  each 

human  life. 
She  w^ent  on  to  speak  of  the  lone 

moody  lord, 
Shut  up  in  his  lone  moody  halls : 

every  word 
Held  the  weight  of  a  tear :  she  re- 
corded the  good 
He  had  patiently  wrought  through 

a  whole  neighborhood ; 
And  the  blessing  that  lived  on  the 

lips  of  the  poor, 
Ay  the  peasant's  hearthstone,  or  the 

cottager's  door. 
There  she  paused  :  and  her  accents 

seemed  dipped  in  the  hue 
Of  his  own  sombre  heart,  as  the 

picture  she  drew 
Of  the  poor,  proud,  sad  spirit,  re- 
jecting love's  wages. 
Yet  working  love's  work;  reading 

backwards  life's  pages 
For  penance ;  and  stubbornly,  many 

a  time, 
Both  missing  the  moral,  and  marring 

the  rhyme. 
Then  she  spoke  of  the  soldier !  .  .  . 

the  man's  work  aud  fame. 


The  pride  of  a  nation,   a  world's 

just  acclaim ! 
Life's  inward  approval ! 

xxviii. 

Her  voice  reached  his  heart, 
And  sank  lower.     She  spoke  of  her- 
self:  how,  apart 
And  unseen,  —  far  away,  — she  had 

watched,  year  by  year. 
With   how   many  a  blessing,  how 

many  a  tear. 
And  how  many  a  prayer,  every  stage 

in  the  strife : 
Guessed  the  thought  in  the  deed: 

traced  the  love  in  the  life : 
Blessed  the  man  in  the  man's  work ! 

'*  Thy  work  . .  .  O,  not  mine! 
Thine,  Lucile ! "...  he  exclaimed 

.  .  .  "all  the  worth  of  it  thine 
If  worth  there  be  in  it! " 

Her  answer  conveyed 
His  reward,  and  her  own ;  joy  that 

canuot  be  said 
Alone  by  the  voice  .  .  .  eyes — face 

—  spoke  sikmtly : 
All  thewoman,onegratciful  emotion ! 

And  she 
A  poor  Sister  of  Charity!   hers  a 

life  spent 
In  one  silent  effort  for  others !  .  .  . 

She  bent 
Her  divine  face  above  him  ai?d  filled 

up  his  heart 
With  the  look  that  glowed  from  it. 
Then  slow,  with  soft  art; 
Fixed  her  aim,  aud  moved  to  it. 

XXIX. 

He,  the  soldier  humane. 
He,  the  hero;  whose  heart  hid  in 

glory  the  pain 
Of  a  youth  disappointed ;  whose  life 

had  made  known 
The  value  of  man's  life!  .  .  .  that 

youth  overthrown 
And  retrieved,  had  it  left  hlra  no 

pity  for  youth 
In  another?  his  own  life  of  streuu* 

ous  truth 
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Accompltshed  in  act,  had  it  taught 

him  no  care 
For  the  life  of  another?  ...  O  no  I 

everywhere 
In    the    camp    which    she  moved 

througli,  she  came  face  to  face 
SVlth  some  noble  tolien,  some  gener- 
ous trace 
Of  his  active  humanity  .  .  . 

"  Well,"  he  replied, 
*Tf  it  be  so?" 

**  1  come  from  the  solemn  bedside 
Of  a  man  that  is  dying/'  she  said. 

'*  While  we  ^peak 
A  life  is  in  jeopardy." 

*' Quick  then!  you  seek 
Aid  or  medicine  or  what? " 

"  'Tis  not  needed,"  she  said. 
•*  Medicine?  yes,  for  the  mind  I  'Tls 

a  heart  that  needs  aid ! 
You,  Eug5ne  de  Luvois,  you  (and 

you  only)  can  [save  it?  " 

Save  the  life  of  tliis  man.    Will  you 

'*  What  man? 
How?  . . .  where?  . . .  can  you  ask?" 

She  went  rapidly  on 
To  her  object  in  brief  vivid  words 

.  .  .  The  young  son 
Of    Matilda  and  Alfred  — the   l>oy 

lying  there 
Half  a  mile  from  that  tent-door  — 

the  father's  despair, 
The    mother's   deep  anguish  —  the 

pride  of  the  boy 
In  the  father  —  the  father's  one  hope 

and  one  joy 
In  the  son: — the  son  now — wound- 
ed, dying!     She  told 
C)f  the  father's  stern  struggle  with 

life:. the  boy's  bold, 
Pure,  and  beautiful  nature :  the  fair 

life  before  him 
If  that  life  were  but  spared  .  .  .  yet 

a  word  might  restore  him  ! 
The  boy's  broken  love  for  the  niece 

of  Eugdne ! 
Its  pathos:  the  girl's  love  for  him; 

how,  half  slain 
In  his  tent  she  had  fouitd  him ;  won 

from  him  the  tale ; 


Sought  to  nurse  back  his  life ;  found 
her  ettbrts  still  fail ; 

Beaten  back  by  a  love    that  was 
stronger  than  life ; 

Of   how  bravely  till  then   he  had 
stood  in  thvt  strife 

Wherein    England    and    France  in 
their  best  blood,  at  last. 

Had  bathed  from  remembrance  the 
wounds  of  the  past. 

And  shall  nations  be   nobler  than 
men?    Are  not  great 

Men  the  models  of  nations?    For 
what  is  a  state 

But  the  many's  confused  imitation 
of  one?  [the  son 

Shall  he,  the  fair  hero  of  France  on 

Of  his  ally  seek  vengeance,  destroy- 
ing perchance 

An  Innocent  life,  —  here  when  Eng- 
land and  France 

Have  forgiven  the   sins    of    their 
fathers  of  yore, 

And  baptized  a  new  hope  in  their 
sons'  recent  gore? 

She  went  on  to  tell  liow  the  boy  had 
clung  still  [until 

To  life,  for  the  sake  of  life's  use-<, 

From   his  weak   hands   the  strong 
effort  dropped,  stricken  down 

By  the  news  that  the  heart  of  Con- 
stAnce,  like  his  own, 

Was  breaking  beneath  .  .  . 
But  there,  '*  Hold  !  "  he  exclainu'd, 

Interrupting,   "forbear I"    .  .  .  !ils 
whole  face  wiis  intlameil 

With  the  heart's  swarthy  thnn-.ler 
which  yet,  while  she  spok**. 

Had  been  gathering  s.lent,  —  at  last 
the  stoim  broke 

In  grief  or  in  wrath  .  .  . 

•*'Tis  to  him,  then,"  he  cried.  .  .  . 

Checking  suddenly  short  the  tumul- 
tuous stride, 

'*  Tha<i  I  owe  these  late  greetings, 
—  for  him  you  are  here,  — 

For  his   sake  you   seek    me,  —  for 
him.  It  is  clear, 

You  have  deigned  at  the  last  to  be- 
think you  again 
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Of  this  long-forgotten  existence  I 

'*  Eugene!" 
**Ha!    fool  that  I  was!"  ...  he 

went  on, . .  .  *'  and  just  now, 
While  you  spoke  yet,  my  heart  was 

beginning  to  grow 
Almost  boyish  again,  almost  sure 

of  one  friend ! 
Yet  this  was  the  meaning  of  all,  — 

this  the  end ! 
Be  it  so!    There's  a  sort  of  slow 

justice  (admit!) 
In  this,  — that  the  word  that  man*s 

finger  iiath  writ  [last. 

In  fire  on  my  heart,  I  return  him  at 

Let  him  learn  that  word,  —  Never ! " 

*'  Ah,  still  to  the  past 

Must  the  present  be  vassal?  "  she 

said.     '*  In  the  hour 
Wc  last  parted  I  urged  you  to  put 

forth  the  power 
Which  I  felt  to  be  yours,  In  the 

conquest  of  life. 
Yours,  the  promise  to  strive :  mine, 

—  to  watch  o'cT  the  strife. 
I  foresaw  you  would  conquer;  you 

have  conquered- much. 
Much,  indeed,  that  is  noble !     I  hail 

it  as  such,  [it.    I  saw 

And  am  here  to  record  and  applaud 
Not  the  less  in  your  nature,  Eugene 

de  Luvois, 
One    peril,  —  one    point    where    I 

feared  you  would  fail 
To  subdue  tliat  worst  foe  which  a 

man  can  assail,  — 
Himself :  and  I  promised  that,  if  I 

should  see 
My  chuinpion  once  falter,  or  bend 

the  bruve  knee, 
That  moment  would  bring  me  again 

to  his  side. 
That  moment    is   come!    for   that 

peril  was  pride. 
And  you  falter.     I  plead  for  your- 
self, and  one  other, 
For  that  gentle  child  without  father 

or  mother, 
To  whom  you  are  both.    I  plead, 

soldier  of  France, 


For  your  own  nobler  nature,  —  and 

plead  for  Const&nce  I " 
At  the  sound  of  that  name  he  avert- 
ed his  head. 
"  Const&nce !  .  .  .  Ay,  she  entered 

my  lone  life  **  (he  said) 
*'When  its  sun  was  long  set;  and 

hung  over  its  night 
Her  own  starry  childhood.     I  have 

but  that  light. 
In  the  midst  of   much    darkness. 

Who  names  me  but  she 
With  titles  of  love?  and  what  rests 

there  for  me 
In  the  silence  of  age  save  the  voice 

of  that  chUd?  [undefiled ! 
The  child  of  my  own  better  life. 
My    creature,   carved    out    of    my 

heart  of  hearts !  ** 

"  Say," 
Said  the   Soeur  Scraphine,  —  "arc 

you  able  to  lay 
Your  hand  as  a  knight  on    your 

heart  as  a  man 
And  swear  that,  whatever  may  hap- 
pen, you  can 
Feel  assured  for  the  life  you  thus 

cherish?  " 

'*How  so?*' 
lie  looked  up.     "If  the  boy  should 

die  thus?" 

'*  Yes,  I  know 
What  your  look   would   Imply  .  .  . 

this  sleek  stranger  forsooth ! 
Because  on  his  cheek  was  the  red 

rose  of  youth 
The  heart  of  my  niece  must  break 

for  it ! " 

She  cried, 
*•  Nay,  but  hoar  me  yet  further!  " 

With  slow  heavy  stride. 
Unheeding  her  words,  he  was  pacing 

the  tent,  [he  went. 

He  was  muttering  low  to  himself  as 
"  Ay,  these  young  things  lie  safe  in 

our  heart  just  so  long 
As  their  wings  are  ingrowing;  and 

when  these  are  strong 
They  break   it,   and   farewell!    the 

bird  flies !  "  .  .  . 
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The  nun 
Laid  her  hand  on  the  soldier,  and 

murmured,  **  The  sun 
Is  descending,  life  fleets  while  we 

talk  thus !    O,  yet  [set, 

Let  this  day  upon  one  flnal  victory 
And  complete  a  life's  conquest !  " 

He  said,  "  Understand! 
If  Const&nce  wed  the  son  of  this 

man,  by  whose  liand 
My  heart  hath  been  robbed,  she  is 

lost  to  my  life ! 
Can  her  home  be  my  home?    Can  I 

claim  in  the  wife 
Of  that  man's  son  the  child  of  my 

age?    At  her  side 
Shall  he  stand  on  my  hearth?   Shall 

I  sue  to  the  bride 
Of  .  .  . enough ! 

''  Ah,  and  you  immemorial  halls 
Of  my  Norman  forefathers,  whose 

shadow  yet  falls 
On  my  fancy,  and  fuses  hope,  mem- 
ory, past, 
Present,  —  all,  in   one  silence!   old 

trees  to  the  blast 
Of  the  North  Sea  repeating  the  tale 

of  old  days, 
Nevermore,  nevermore  in  the  wild 

bosky  ways 
Shall  I  hear  through  your  umbrage 

ancestral  the  wind 
Prophesy  as  of  yore,  when  it  shook 

the  deep  mind 
Of  my  boyhood,  with  whispers  from 

out  the  far  vears 
Of    love,   fame,  the    raptures    life 

cools  down  with  tears ! 
Henceforth   shall    the    tread  of   a 

Vargrave  alone 
Kouse  your  echoes?  "  [son 

*'0,  think  not,"  she  said,  **of  the 
of    the   man   whom    unjustly  you 

hate;  only  think 
Of  this  young  human  creature,  that 

cries  from  the  brink 
Of  a  grave  to  your  mercy ! 

"  Recall  your  own  w^ords 
(Words    my    memory    mournfully 

ever  records !) 


How  with  love  may  be  wrecked  a 

whole  life !  then,  Eugene, 
Look  with  me  (still  those  words  in 

our  ears !)  once  again 
At  this  young  soldier  sinking  from 

life  here,  —  dragged  down 
By  the  weight  of  the  love  in  his 

heart :  no  renown, 
No   fame    comforts    himl   nations 

shout  not  above 
The  lone  grave  down  to  which  he 

is  bearing  the  love 
Which  life  has  rejected !    Will  you 

stand  apart? 
You,   with   such  a  love's  memory 

deep  in  your  heart ! 
You  the  hero,  whose  life  hath  per- 
chance been  led  on 
Through  the  deeds  it  liath  wrought 

to  the  fame  it  hath  won. 
By  recalling  the  visions  and  dreams 

of  a  youth, 
Such  as  lies  at  vour  door  now  :  who 

have  but,  in  truth, 
To  stretch  forth  a  hand,  to  speak 

only  one  word,  [life !  " 

And  by  that  word    you   rescue   a 

He  was  stirred. 
Still  he  sought  to  put  from  him  the 

cup ;  bowed  his  face 
On  his  hand ;  and  anon,  as  though 

wishing  to  chase 
With   one   angry  gesture  his   own 

thoughts  aside, 
He   sprang   up,    brushed   past  her, 

and  bitterly  cried, 
"  No !  —  Constance  wed  a  Vargrave ! 

—  I  cannot  consent  I  " 
Then  uprose  the  Sa^iir  Seniphine. 

The  low  tent 
In    her    sudden    uprising,    seemed 

dwarfed  by  the  height 
From   which    those    imperial   eyes 

poured  the  light  [him. 

Of  their  deep  silent  sadness  upon 

No  wonder 
He  felt,  as  it  were,  his  own  stature 

shrink  under 
The  compulsion  of  that  grave  re 

gard !     For  between 
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The  Due  de  Luvois  and  the  Soeur 

Seraphine 
At  that  moment  there  rose  all  the 

heijfht  of  oue  soul 
O'er  another ;  she  looked  down  on 

him  from  the  whole 
Lonely  len;;?th  of  a  life.    There  were 

sad  nights  and  days, 
There  were  long  months  and  years 

in  tliat  heart-searching  gaze ; 
And  her  voice,  when  she  spoke,  with 

sharp  pathos  thrilled  through, 
And  transfixed  him. 

••  Eugene  de  Luvois,  but  for  you, 
I  might  have  l)een  now,  —  not  this 

wandering  nun. 
But  a  mother,  a  wife, — pleading, 

not  for  the  son 
Of  another,  i)ut  blessing  some  child 

of  my  own, 
llis,  —  the  man's  that  I  once  loved ! 

.  .  .  lluiih !  that  which  is  done 
I    regret  not.      I    breathe    no   re- 
proaches.   That's  best 
Which  God  sends.   'Twas  His  will : 

it  is  mine.    And  the  rest 
<  >f  that  riddle  I  will  not  look  back 

to.    He  reads 
In  your  heart,  —  He  that  judges  of 

all  thoughts  and  deeds, 
With  eyes,  mine  forestall  not  I   This 

only  I  say : 
You  have  not  the  right  (read   It, 

you,  as  you  may!) 
To  say  ...  *  I  am  the  wronged.'  "  . . . 
"Havel  wronged  thee? — wronged 

thee  !  " 
He  faltered,  ••  Lucile,  ah,  Luclle !  " 

**  Nay,  not  me," 
She  murmured,   "but  man!     The 

lone  nun  standing  here 
Has  no  claim  upon  earth,  and  is 

passed  from  tlie  sphere 
Of  eartli's  wrongs  and  earth's  rep- 
arations.    But  she. 
The  dead  woman,  Lucile,  she  whose 

grave  is  in  me,  [to  man, 

Demands  from  her  grave  reparation 
Iteparation  to  God.     Heed,  O  liced, 

while  you  can. 


This  voice  ftrom  the  grave !  " 

"  Hush !  "  he  moaned,  •*  I  obey 
The  Soeur  Seraphine.    There,  Lu- 
clle !  let  this  pay 
Every  debt   that    is    due    to    that 

grave.     Now  lead  on : 
I  follow  you,  Soeur  Seraphine !  . .  . 

To  the  son 
Of  Lord  Alfred   Vargrave  .  .  .  and 

then,"  . .  . 

As  he  spoke 
He  lifted  the  tent-door,  and  down 

the  dun  smoke 
Pointed  out  tlie  dark  bastions,  with 

batteries  crowned. 
Of  the  city  beneath  them  .  .  . 

"  Then,  there,  underground. 
And  valete  et  plaudite,  soon  as  may 

be! 
Let  the  oM  tree  go  down  to  the 

earth, —  the  old  tree. 
With  the  worm  at  its  heart!    Lay 

the  axe  to  the  root ! 
Who  will  miss  the  ohl  stump,  so  we 

save  the  young  shoot? 
A  Vargrave !  .  . .  this    pays  all .  . . 

Lead  on !  ...  In  the  seed 
Save  the  forest !  .  .  . 
**  I  follow  .  .  .  forth,  forth  I  where 

you  lead." 

XXX. 

The  day  was  declining;  a  day  sick 

and  damp. 
In  a  blank  ghostly  glare  shone  tlie 

bleak  ghostly  camp 
Of  the  English.    Alone  in  his  dim, 

spectral  tent 
(Himself  the  wan  spectre  of  youth), 

with  eyes  bent 
On  the  dayliglit  departing,  the  sick 

man  was  sitting 
Upon     his     low     pallet.        These 

thoughts,  vaguely  Hitting, 
Crossed   the   silence  between   him 

and  death, which  seemed  near. 
—  "Pain    o'erreaches   itself,   so   is 

balked !  else,  how  bear 
This  intense  and  .intolerable   soli- 
tude. 
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With  its  eye  on  my  heart,  and  its 

hand  on  my  blood? 
Pulse  by  pulse  I    Day  goes  down : 

yet  she  comes  not  again. 
Other   suffering,   doubtless,   where 

hope  is  more  plain, 
Claims  her  elsewhere.  I  die,strange! 

and  scarcely  feel  sad. 
Oh,  to  think  of  Constance  thu%^  and 

not  to  go  mad ! 
But  Death,  it  would  seem,  dulls  the 

sense  to  his  own 
Dull  doings  ..." 

XXXI. 

Between  those  sick  eyes  and  the 
sun 
A  shadow  fell  thwart. 

XXXII. 

*Tls  the  pale  nun  once  more ! 
But  who  stands  at  her  side,  mute 

and  dark  in  the  door? 
How  oft  had  he  watched  through 

the  glory  and  gloom 
Of  the  battle,  with  long,  longing 

looks  that  dim  plume 
Which    now   (one    stray   sunbeam 

upon  it)  shook,  stooped 
To  where  the  tent-curtain,  dividing, 

was  looped ! 
How  that  stern  face  had  haunted 

and  hovered  about 
The  dreams  it  still  scared !  through 

what  fond  fear  and  doubt 
Had  the  boy  yearned  in  heart  to  the 

hero  I     (What's  like 
A    boy's    love    for    some    famous 

man?)  ...  Oh,  to  strike 
A  wild    path   through  the   battle, 

down  striking  perchance 
Some  rash    foeman    too  near  the 

great  soldier  of  France, 
And  so  fall  in  his  glorious  regard ! 

.  .  .  Oft,  how  oft 
Had  his  heart  flashed  this  hope  out, 

whilst  watchinj?  aloft 
The  dim  battle  that  plume  dance 

and  dart,  —  never  seen 
80   near    till    this    moment!    how 

eager  to  ^lean 


.  Every  stray  word,  dropped  through 
the  camp-babble  in  praise 

Of  his  hero,  —  each  tale  of  old  ven- 
turous days 

In  the  desert !  And  now  .  . .  could 
he  speak  out  his  heart 

Face  to  face  with  that  man  ere  he 
died ! 

XXXIII. 

With  a  start 
The  sick  soldier  sprang  up :    the 

blood  sprang  up  in  him, 
To  his  throat,  and  o'crthrew  him : 

he  reeled  back :  a  dim 
Sanguine  haze  filled  his  eyes,  in  his 

ears  rose  the  din 
And  rush,  as  of  cataracts  loosened 

within. 
Through  which  he  saw  faintly,  and 

heard,  the  pale  nuu 
(Looking  larger  than   life,    where 

she  stood  in  tlie  sun) 
Point  to  him   and   niurinur,  "Be- 
hold !  •'    Then  that  plume 
Seemed  to  wave  like  afire,  and  fade 

off  in  the  gloom 
Which  momently  put  out  the  world. 

XXXIV. 

To  his  side 

Moved  the  man  the  bov  dreaded  vet 

loved  . . .  "  Ah  I"  . . .  ho  sighed, 

'*  The  smooth  brow,  tiit;  fair  Var- 

grave  face  I  and  those  eyes. 

All  the  mother's!     The  old  things 

again! 

"  Do  not  rise. 
You  suffer,  young  man?" 

TiiK  Boy. 
Sir,  I  die. 

TiiK  DrKE. 

Not  so  young ! 

Thk  Boy. 

So  young?    yes!    and   yet   I   have 

tangled  among 
The  frayed  warp  and  woof  of  this 

brief  life  of  mine 
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Other  lives  than  my  own.  Conld 
my  death  but  untwine 

The  Tcxt  skein  .  .  .  but  it  will  not. 
Yes,  Duke,  youug — so  young  I 

And  I  knew  you  not?  yet  I  have 
done  you  a  wrong 

Irreparable!  .  .  .  late,  too  late  to 
repair. 

If  I  knew  any  means  .  .  .  but  1 
know  none !  .  .  .  I  swear, 

If  this  broken  fraction  of  time 
could  extend  [end 

Into  iuAnite  lives  of  atonement,  no 

Would  seem  too  remote  for  my  grief 
(could  that  be!) 

To  include  it!  Not  too  late,  how- 
ever, for  me 

To  entreat :  is  it  too  late  for  you 
to  forgive? 

TnK  Duke. 

You  wrong  —  my  forgiveness  —  ex- 
plain. 

The  Boy. 
Could  I  live ! 

f^uch  a  very  few  hours  left  to  life, 
yet  I  shrink, 

J  falter!  .  .  .  Yes,  Duke,  your  for- 
giveness I  think 

Should  free  my  soul  hence. 

Ah  !   you  could  not  surmise 

That  a  boy's  beating  heart,  burning 
thoughts,  longing  eyes 

Were  following  yon  evennore  (heed- 
ed not!) 

While  the  battle  was  flowing  be- 
tween us :  nor  what 

Eager,  dubious  footsteps  at  night- 
fall oft  went 

With  the  wind  and  the  rain,  round 
and  round  your  blind  tent, 

Persistent  and  wild  as  the  wind  and 
the  rani, 

rnnoticed  as  these,  weak  as  these, 
and  as  vain ! 

Oh,  how  obdurate  then  looked  your 
tent !     The  waste  air 

Grew  stern  at  the  gleam  which  said 
.  .  .  "Off!  he  Is  there!" 

I  know  not  what  merciful  mystery 
now 


Brings  you   here,  whence  the  man 

whom  you  see  lying  low 
Other  footsteps  (not  those!)  must 

soon  bear  to  the  grave. 
But  death  Is  at  hand,  and  the  few 

words  I  have 
Yet  to  speak,  I  must  speak  them  at 

once. 

Duke,  I  swear. 
As   I   He  here   (Death's  angel  too 

close  not  to  hear !) 
That  I  meant  not  this  wrong  to  you. 

Due  de  Luvols, 
I  loved  your  niece  —  loved?  why,  I 

l(fce  her !    I  saw. 
And,  seeing,  how  could  I  but  love 

her?    I  seemed 
Born  to  love  her.    Alas,  were  that 

all !   had  I  dreamed 
Of  this  love's  cruel  consequence  as 

It  rests  now 
Ever  fearfully  present  before  me,  I 

vow 
That  the  secret,  unknown,  had  gone 

down  to  the  tomb 
Into  which  I  descend  .  .  .  O  why, 

wlillst  there  was  room 
In  life  left  for  warning,  hail  no  one 

the  heart 
To  warn  me?    Had  any  one  whis- 
pered ..."  Depart!" 
To  the  hope  the  whole  world  seemed 

In  league  then  to  nurse ! 
Had  any  one  hinted  ..."  Beware 

of  the  curse 
Which  Is  coming !  "    There  was  not 

a  voice  raised  to  tell. 
Not  a  hand  moved  to  warn  from 

the  blow  ere  It  fell. 
And  then  .  .  .  then   the   blow   fell 

on  h(}ih  !    This  Is  why 
I  Implore  you  to  pardon  that  great 

Injury 
Wrought  on  her,  and,  through  her, 
wrought  on  you.  Heaven  knows 
How  unwittingly ! 

The  Dukk. 
Ah !  .  .  .  and,  young  soldier,  suppose 
That  I  came  here  to  seek,  not  grant 
pardon? — 
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The  Boy. 

Of  whom? 

The  Duke. 
Of  yourself. 

The  Boy. 
Duke,  I  bear  iu  my  heart  to  the 

tomb 
No    boyish    resentment;    not    one 

lonely  thought 
That  honors  you  not.    In  all  this 

there  is  nought 
'Tis  for  me  to  forgive. 

Every  glorious  act 
Of  your  great  life  starts  forward, 

an  eloquent  fact, 
To  confirm  in  my  boy's  heai't  its 

faith  in  your  own. 
And  liave  I  not  lioarded,  to  ponder 

upon, 
A  hundred  great  acts  from  yourlife? 

Nay,  all  these. 
Were  they  so  many  lying  and  false 

witnesses, 
Does  there  rest  not  one  voice,  which 

was  never  untrue? 
I  believe  in  Constiknce,  Duke,  as  she 

does  in  you ! 
In  tills  great  world  around  us,  wher- 
ever we  turn. 
Some  grief  irremediable  we  discern ; 
And  yet  —  there  sits  God,  calm  in 

Heaven  above ! 
Do  we  trust  one  whit  less  in  His  ; 

justice  or  love? 
I  judge  not. 

The  Duke. 
Enough !  hear  at  last,  then,  the  trutli. 
Your  father  and  I,  — foes  we  were 

in  our  youth. 
It  matters  not  why.    Yet  thus  mucli 

understand : 
The  hope  of  my  youth  was  signed 

out  by  his  hand. 
I  was  not  of  those  whom  the  buffets 

of  fate 
Tame    and   teach:    and    my  heart 

buried  slain  love  in  hate. 
If  your  own  frank  youn^  heart,  yet 

unconscious  of  all 


Which  turns  the  heart's  blood  in  its. 
springtide  to  gall, 

And  unable  to  guess  even  aught 
that  the  furrow 

Across  these  gray  brows  hides  of 
sin  or  of  sorrow, 

Comprehends  not  the  evil  and  grief 
of  my  life, 

*Twill  at  least  comprehend  how  In- 
tense was  the  strife 

Whicli  is  closed  in  this  act  of  atone- 
ment, whereby 

I  seek  in  the  son  of  my  youth's 
enemy 

The  friend  of  my  age.  Let  the 
present  release 

Here  acquitted  the  past!  In  the 
name  of  my  niece, 

Whom  for  my  life  in  yours  as  a 
hostage  I  give, 

Are  you  great  enough,  boy,  to  for- 
give mc,  —  and  live? 

Whilst  he   spoke  thus,  a  doubtful 

tumultuous  joy 
Chased  its  flcetin^r  effects  o'er  the 

face  of  the  boy  : 
As  Avhen  some  stormy  moon,  in  a 

long  cloud  con  lined. 
Struggles  outward  through  shadows, 

the  varj'ing  wind 
Alternates,     and     bursts,    self-sur- 
prised, from  her  prison. 
So  that  slow  joy  grew  clear  in  his 

face.     He  hail  risen 
To  answer  the  Duke;  but  strength 

failed  every  limb ; 
A  strange  happy  feebleness  trembled 

through  him. 
With  a  faint  cry  of  rapturous  won- 
der, he  sank  [near. 
On  the  breast  of  the  nun,  who  stood 

*'  Yes,  boy!    tliauk 
This  guardian  angel,"  the  liuke  said, 

'*I  — you, 
We  owe  all  to  her.  Crown  her  work. 

Live !   be  true 
To  your  young  life's  fair  promise, 

and  live  for  her  sake ! " 
"Yes,   Duke:    I   will   live.     I   mml 

live,  -^  live  to  make 


..."  The  faint  head 
DedJncJ  on  Ihe  nun's  gsnlle  liosoni." 

Lucilf. —  i'age  /J9. 
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My    whole    life    the    answer    you 

claim,"  the  boy  said, 
"  For  joy  does  not  kill ! " 

Back  again  the  faint  head 
Declined  on  the  nun's  gentle  bosom. 

She  saw 
His  lips  quiver,  and  motioned  the 

Duke  to  withdraw 
And  leave  them  a  moment  together. 

He  eyed 
Them  both  with  a  wistful  regard ; 

turned,  and  sighed, 
And  lifted  the  tent-door,  and  passed 

from  the  tent. 

XXXV. 

Like  a  furnace,  the  fervid,  intense 
Occident 

From  its  hot  seething  levels  a  great 
glare  struck  up 

On  tlie  sick  metnl  sky.  And,  as  out 
of  a  cup  [portents  arise, 

Some  witcli  watches  boiling  wild 

Monstrous  clouds,  massed,  misshap- 
en, and  tinged  with  strange 
dyes. 

Hovered  over  the  red  Aime,  and 
changed  to  weird  shapes 

As  of  snakes,  salamanders,  efts,  liz- 
ards, storks,  apes. 

Chimeras,  and  hvdras :  whilst  — 
ever  the  same  — 

In  the  midst  of  all  these  (creatures 
ftised  by  his  flame, 

And  changed  by  his  influence!) 
changeless,  as  when, 

Ere  he  lit  down  to  death  genera- 
tions of  men, 

0*er  tliat  crude  and  ungainly  crea- 
tion, which  there 

With  wild  shapes  this  cloud-world 
seemed  to  mimic  in  air, 

The  eye  of  Heaven's  all-judging 
witness,  he  shone, 

And  shall  shine  on  the  ages  we 
reach  not,  —  the  sun  I 

XXXVI. 

Nature  posted  her  parable  thus  in 

the  skies, 
And  the  man's  heart  bore  witness. 

Life's  vapors  arise 


And  fall,  pass  and  change,  group 
themselves  and  revolve 

Round  the  great  central  life,  wliich 
is  Love :  these  dissolve 

And  resume  themselves,  here  as- 
sume beauty,  there  terror ; 

And  the  phantasmagoria  of  infinite 
error. 

And  endless  complexity,  lasts  but  a 
while ; 

Life's  self,  the  immortal,  immutable 
smile 

Of  God,  on  the  soul,  in  the  deep 
heart  of  Heaven 

Lives  changeless,  unchanged :  and 
our  morning  and  even 

Are  earth's  alterations,not  Heaven's. 

xxxvn. 

While  he  yet 

Watched  the  skies,  with  this  thought 
in  his  heart;  while  he  set 

Thus  unconsciously  all  his  life  forth 
in  his  mind. 

Summed  it  up,  searched  it  out, 
proved  it  vapor  and  wind, 

And  embraced  the  new  life  which 
that  hour  had  revealed,  — 

Love's  life,  which  earth's  life  had 
defaced  and  concealed ; 

Lucile  left  the  tent  and  stood  by  him. 

Her  tfread 

Aroused  him ;  and,  turning  towards 
her,  he  said : 

*'  O  SoBur  Seraphine,  are  you 
happy?" 

"  Kug^nc, 

What  is  happier  than  to  have  hoped 
not  in  vain?" 

She  answered,  —  "  And  you? " 

*'  Yes." 
"  You  do  not  repent?  " 

"No." 

"  Thank  Heaven  !  "  she  mur- 
mured.   He  musingly  bent 

His  looks  on  the  sunset,  and  some- 
what apart 

Where  he  stood,  sighed,  as  though 
to  his  Innermost  heart, 

* '  O  blessed  are  they,  amongst  whom 
I  was  not. 


Wh&sc  morning  unclouded,  without 
stain  or  spot, 

Predicts  B,  pure  evening ;  who,  sun- 
like, In  light 

Have  tmviTMcd,  unsullied,  the  world, 
and  set  bright  1" 

Rut  she  111  response,  "  Mark  yon 
ship  far  awuy, 

Aslep])  on  the  ware,  in  the  last  light 

With  all  Its  hushed  thunders  shut 

up !     Would  j'ou  know 

';A  thought  which  came  to  nie  a  few 
,'  days  ago, 

I  Whilst  watching  those  ships?  .  . . 

When  the  jn'ent  Slilp  of  Lire, 

■Surviving,  though    shattered,    the 

tumult  and  strife 
Of  earth's  angry  element,  —  inasts 

broken  short. 
Decks  drcncbc<i,  bulwarks  beaten, 

— drives  safe  into  port, 
When  the  Pilot  of  lialilee,  seen  on 

the  strand, 
Stretches  ovorllie  waters  a  welcom- 
ing hand ; 
When,  hecdinj;  no  longer  the  sea's 

baffled  roar, 
The  mariner  turns  to  his  rest  cver- 

What  will  then  be  the  answer  the 
hctrosmnn  must  give'j* 

Will  it  l)e  .  .  .  'I-o,  our  log-book! 
Thus  once  <ild  we  live 

In  the  zones  of  the  South;  tlius  wc 
traversed  the  seas 

Of  the  Orient;  there  dwelt  with  the 
Ilesperides; 

Thence  followed  the  west-wind  ( 
here,  eastward  we  turned;     ' 

The  stars  failed  un  there ;  just  here 
laud  wc  discerned 

On  our  lee;  there  tbe  storm  over- 
took us  at  last; 

That  day  went  the  bowsprit,  the 
next  day  tbe  mast ; 

There  tlic  mermen  came  round  us, 
and  tlure  we  saw  bosk 

Ahircu?"  Tb«  Captain  of  Port  will 


Any  one  of  sucli  o 

not  think  so ! 
But ... '  What  Is   the   last   Bill  of 

Health  you  can  show?' 
Not  —  How  fared  the  soul  through 

the  trials  she  passed? 
But— What  is   the   state   of    that 

soul  at  the  last?  "  J 

'-  May  It  be  so  I "  he  sighed.  "  There 

the  sun  drops,  behold!  " 
And  Indeed,  whilst  he  spoke,  all  the 

purple  and  gold 
In  the  west  had  turned  ashen,  save 

one  fadin;;  strip 
Of  light  that  yet  gleumed  from  the 

dark  nether  lip 
Of  a  long  reef  of  cloud;  and  o'er 

And   ridges    the   raw   ilamps    were 

hanging  white  screens 
or  inelancnoly  mist. 

■'  Xunc  dimillis!"  she  said. 
'■0  God  of  llie  living!  whilst  yet 

'mid  the  dead 
And  the  dying  we  stand  licre  allvi>. 

and  thy  days 
lieturnlng,  admit  space  for  pniycr 

and  for  praise. 
In  both  these  confirm  us ! 

■'  The  lielmsmun,  Kiiyene. 
Kceils    the    coiiipuss    lo   >teer   by. 

Pray  ulwiiys.     Again 
We  two  part:  ench  to  work  out 

Heaven's  will :  you,  1  trusl. 
In  the  world's  ample  witness;  iind 

I,  as  I  must, 
tn   secret  and   silence :   yon.  love. 

fame,  awult ; 

and  sickness.   Wc  meet   - 
3  gate  ' 

When  all's   over.     The   ways   they 

are  many  and  wide. 
And  seldom  are  two  ways  the  same. 

Side  by  side 
May  ne   stand   at   the   same  little 

door  when  all's  done ! 
The  ivays  they  are  many,  the  eml  it 
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And  who  seckcth,  he  fludcth.  Re- 
member, £ug6ne ! " 

She  turned  to  depart. 
"Whither?    whither?"    ...    he 
said. 

She  stretched  forth  her  hand  where, 
already  outspread 

On  the  darkened  horizon,  remotely 
they  saw 

The  French  camp-flres  kindling. 

"  O  Due  de  Luvois, 

See  yonder  vast  host,  with  Its  mani- 
fold heart 

Made  as  one  man's  by  one  Iiope! 
That  hope  'tis  your  part 

To  aid  towards  achievement,  to  save 
Arom  reverse : 

Mine,  tlirough  suffering  to  soothe, 
and  through  sickness  to  nurse. 

I  go  to  my  work :  you  to  yours." 

XXXVIII. 

Whilst  .she  spoke. 

On  the  wide  wasting  evening  there 
distantly  broke 

The  low  roll  of  musketry.  Straight- 
way, anon, 

From  the  dim  Flag-staff  Battery 
bellowed  a  gun. 

**  Our  chasseurs  are  at  it ! "  he  mut- 
tered. 

She  turned, 

Smiled,  and  passed  up  the  twilight. 

He  faintly  discerned 

Her  form,  now  and  then,  on  the  flat 
lurid  sky 

Rise,  and  sink,  and  recede  through 
the  mists ;  by  and  by 

The  vapors  closed  round,  and  he 
saw  her  no  more. 

XXXIX. 

Nor  shall  we.  For  her  mission,  ac- 
complished, is  o'er. 

The  mission  of  genius  on  earth! 
To  uplift. 

Purify,  and  conflrm  by  its  own  gra- 
cious gift, 

The  world,  in  despite  of  the  world's 
dull  endeavor 


To  degrade,  and   drag  down,  ano 

oppose  it  forever. 
The  mission  of  genius:  to  watch^ 

and  to  wait, 
To  renew,  to  redeem,  and  to  regen- 
erate. 
The  mission  of  woman  on  earth  I 

to  give  birth 
To  the  mercy  of  Heaven  descend*. 

ing  on  earth. 
The  mission  of  woman :  permitted 

to  bruise 
The  head  of  the  serpent,  and  sweetly 

infuse. 
Through   the   sorrow  and    sin    of 

earth's  registered  curse. 
The   blessing  which  mitigates  all; 

bom  to  nurse. 
And  to  soothe,  and  to  solace,  to  help 

and  to  Ileal 
'  The  sick  world  that  leans  on  her. 

Tills  was  Lucile. 

XL. 

A  power  hid  in  pathos :  a  fire  veiled 

in  cloud : 
Yet  still  burning  outward :  a  branch 

which,  though  bowed 
By  the  bird  in  its  passage,  springs 

upward  again : 
Througii  all  symbols  I  search  for 

her  sweetness  —  in  vain ! 
Judge  her  love  by  her  life.    For  our 

life  is  but  love 
In  act.    Pure  was  hers :   and  the 

dear  God  above, 
Who    knows  what    His    creatures 

have  need  of  for  life. 
And  whose  love  includes  all  loves, 

through  much  patient  strife 
Led   her  soul    into  peace.     Love, 

though  love  may  be  given 
In  vain,  is  yet  lovely.    Her  own 

native  heaven 
More  clearly  she  mirrored,  as  life's 

troubled  dream 
Wore  away ;  and  love  sighed  into 

rest,  like  a  stream 
That  breaks  Its    heart    over   wild 

rocks  toward  the  shore 
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Of  the  great  sea  whicli  hushes  It 
up  evermore 

With  its  little  wild  wailing.  No 
stream  from  its  source 

Flows  seaward,  how  lonely  soever 
its  course, 

But  what  some  land  is  gladdened. 
No  star  ever  rose 

And  set,  without  influence  some- 
where.    Who  knows 

What  earth  needs  from  earth's  low- 
est creature?    No  life 

Can  be  pure  in  its  purpose  and 
strong  in  its  strife 

And  all  life  not  be  purer  and  stroug- 
er  thereby. 

The  spirits  of  just  men  made  per- 
fect on  high. 

The  army  of  martyrs  who  stand  by 
the  Throne 

And  gaze  into  the  Face  that  makes 
glorious  their  own, 

Know  this,  surely,  at  last.  Honest 
love,  honest  sorrow, 

Honest  work  for  the  day,  honest 
hope  for  the  morrow. 


Are  these  worth  nothing  more  t  haii 

the  hand  they  make  weary. 
The  heart  they  have  saddened,  the 

life  they  leave  dreary? 
Hush !  the  sevenfold  heavens  to  the 

voice  of  the  Spirit 
Echo:  He  that  o'ercometh  sluill  all 

things  inherit. 

XLI. 

The  moon  was,  in  flre,  carried  up 

through  the  fog; 
The  loud  fortress  barkeci  at  her  like 

a  chained  dog. 
The  horizon  pulsed  flame,  the  air 

sound.     All  without, 
War  and  winter,  and  twilight,  and 

terror,  and  doubt; 
All  within,  light,  warmth,  calm! 

In  the  twilight,  long  while 
Eug5ne    de    Luvois  with    a   deep, 

thoughtful  smile 
Lingered,   looking,    and    listening, 

lone  by  the  tent. 
At    last    he   withdrew,   and  night 

closed  as  he  went. 
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From  the  river  Euphrates,  the  river  whose  source  is  in  Paradise,  far 
As  red  Egypt,  —  sole  lord  of  the  land  and  the  sea,  'twixt  the  home  of  the 

star 
That  is  bom  in  the  blush  of  the  East,  and  the  porch  of  the  chambers  of 

rest 
Where  the  great  sea  is  girded  with  flre,  and  Orion  returns  in  the  West, 
And  the  ships  come  and  go  in  grand  silence,  —  King  Solomon  reigned. 

And  behold, 
In  that  time  there  was  everywhere  silver  as  common  as  stones  be,  and 

gold 
That  for  plenty  was  'counted  as  silver,  and  cedar  a.s  sycamore-trees 
That  are  found  In  the  vale,  for  abundance.    For  God  to  the  King  gav<' 

all  these, 
With  glory  exceeding ;  moreover  all  kings  of  the  earth  to  him  came, 
Because  of  his  wisdom,  to  hear  him.    So  great  was  King  Solomon's 

fame. 
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And  for  all  this  the  King's  soul  was  sad.  And  his  heart  said  within 
him,  **  Alas! 

For  man  dies !  if  his  glory  abidcth,  himself  from  his  glory  shall  pass. 

And  that  which  remaineth  behind  him,  he  seeth  it  not  any  more : 

For  how  shall  he  know  what  comes  after,  who  knoweth  not  what  went 
before? 

I  have  planted  me  gardens  and  vineyards,  and  gotten  me  silver  and 
gold, 

And  my  hand  from  whatever  my  heart  hath  desired  I  did  not  with- 
hold : 

4nd  what  profit  have  I  in  the  works  of  my  hands  which  I  take  not  away? 

(  have  search6d  out  wisdom  and  knowledge :  and  what  do  they  profit 
me,  they? 

As  the  fool  dieth,  so  doth  the  wise.    What  is  gathered  is  scattered  again. 

As  the  breath  of  the  beasts,  even  so  is  the  breath  of  the  children  of  men : 

And  the  same  thing  befalleth  them  both.  And  not  any  man's  soul  is  his 
own." 

This  he  thought,  as  he  sat  in  his  garden  and  watched  the  great  sun 

going  down 
In  the  glory  thereof ;  and  the  earth  and  the  sky  by  the  beam  of  the  same 
Were  clothed  with  the  gladness  of  color,  and  bathed  in  the  beauty  of 

fiame. 
And  **  Behold,"  said  the  King,  **  in  a  moment  the  glory  shall  vanish ! " 

Even  then. 
While  he  spake,  he  was  'ware  of  a  man  drawing  near  him,  who  seemed 

to  his  ken 
(By  the  hair  in  its  blackness  like  flax  that  is  burned  in  the  hemp-dresser's 

shed, 
And  the  brow's  smoky  hue,  and  the  smouldering  eyeball  more  livid  tliau 

lead) 
As  the  sons  of  the  land  lies  under  the  sword  of  the  Cherub  whose  wing 
Wraps  in  wrath  the  shut  gateways  of  Paradise.     He,  l)eing  come  to  the 

King, 
Seven  times  made  obeisance  before  him.    To  whom,  "What  art  thou," 

the  King  cried, 
**  That  thus  unannounced  to  King  Solomon  comest?  "    The  man,  spread- 
ing wide 
The  palm  of  his  right  hand,  showed  in  it  an  apple  yet  bright  from  the 

Tree 
In  whose  stem  springs  the  life  never-failing  which  Sin  lost  to  Adam, 

when  he, 
Tastln;j  knowledge  forbidden,  found  death  in  the  fruit  of  it.  .  .  .  So  doth 

the  Giver 
Evil  gifts  to  the  evil  apportion.    And  ••  Hail !  let  the  King  live  forever ! " 
Bowing  down  at  the  feet  of  the  monarch,  and  laughingly,  even  as  one 
Whose  meaning,  in  joy  or  in  jest,  hovers  hid  'twixt  the  word  and  the 

tone. 
Said  the  stranger,  "For  lo  ye"  (and  lightly  he  dropped  in  the  hand  of 

the  King 
That  apple),  **  from  'twlxt  the  four  rivers  of  Eden,  Goi>  gave  me  to  bring 
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licmalni'il 
In  the  hand  of  the  Kiug  the  life-apple :  ambrosial  of  breath.  ;;[>l(1t'n-i;mined. 
Itosy-bright  asik  litardipt  hi  suiisL-t.  The  Kiug  turned  it  o'ltr,  aud  puniscd 
The  ftrult,  which,  alluring  Jils  lip,  In  hU  hand  lay  uiitiistcd. 

lie  mused, 
"  Life  Is  gooJ :  but  not  life  iu  itself.     Life  eternal.  etcrnalU-  vonna. 
That  wem  Ufc  to  be  lived,  or  desired !    Well  It  weiv  ifn  mnii  ei.uld  proloug 
The  niauhooil  tliut  moves  in  the  iiiQscles.  the  nijiture  tlmt  niduiits  iu  tlic 

When  life  at  the  prtme,  iu  the  pastime  of  living,  Vil  nii  by  the  train 
Urthe  Jubilaut  senses,  exulting  fiocs  forth,  brave  oi'lindy  and  «)plrlt, 
To  conquer,  choose,  claim,  and  enjoy  what 'twas  lH>ni  to  achieve  or  inherit. 
The  danee,  and  the  festal  procession !  the  pride  in  tlie  NtrcnuouK  phty 
Of  the  sinews  that,  pliant  of  power,  the  will,  though  it  wanton,  obey ! 
When  the  veins  are  yet  wlshnil,  niid  in  them  the  bouutinil  Impulses  beat. 
When  the  lilies  of  Love  are  yet  living,  the  roses  of  Ileauiy  yet  sweet: 
And  the  eye  glows  wilh  glances  that  kindle,  the  tip  breathes  the  warmth 

that  inspires. 
And  the  hand  hath  yet  vigor  lo  seize  the  good  thing  which  the  spirit  desires : 
O  well  for  the  foot  that  bounds  foi'wurd!  and  ever  the  wind  it  awakes 
LifU  no  lock  from  the  forelicad  yet  white,  not  a  leaf  that  Is  witliered  yi-t 

shakes 
From  tile  loose  crown  that  laughs  on  young  tresses !  and  eier  the  earili 

and  tlic  skies 
Are cmuimed  with  nudaclouscontingencies.mcnsureless  means  of  surprise! 
Life  Is  sweet  lo  the  young  that  yet  knovv  not  what  life  is.     Hut  life. 

after  Youth, 
The  gay  liar,  leaves  hold  of  the  bauble,  and  Age,  with  liis  terrilile  trutli. 
Picks  it  up,  and  perceives  It  is  broken,  and  knows  it  unlit  to  enira^c 
Theeare  it  yet  craves.  .  .  .Life  eternal,  eternally  wedded  to  Af^c! 
What  gain  were  In  that?     Why  should  auy  man  M'Ck  »  hat  lie  ioutlies  to 

prolong? 
The  twUlgiit  that  darkens  the  eyeball ;  the  dull  ear  thafs  deaf  lo  the  sunn, 
When  the  nialdcDS  rejoice  and  the  bride  to  the  bridegroom,  »ith  music. 

is  leait ; 
The  palsy  that  shakes  'neatli  the  blossoms  that  fall  (toni  the  chill  bridal  bed. 
When  the  hand  saith  ■  /  Aid;  not '  /  will  do,'  tlie  heart  saith  '  /(  irat;  not 

••TanU,<\' 
Too  late  In  man's  life  is  Forever.  —  t«o  late  comes  this  apjile  t()  me ! "' 
Then  the  King  rose.    And  lo,  it  was  evening.     And  leaning,  bec.iuse  he 

was  old. 
Qn  the  sceptre  that,  curiously  sculptiirt'd  in  ivory  garnisheil  with  gold, 
To  others  a  rod  of  dominion,  to  him  was  a.  staff  for  support. 
Slonpaced  he  the  murmurous  pathways  where  myrtles. in  courtu))  to  t-ourt, 
Miztwlth  roses  iugarden  on  garden,  were  rauged  around  fountains  that  fed 
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With  cool  music  green  odorous  twilights :  and  so,  never  lifting  his  liead 
To  look  up  from  the  way  he  walked  wearily,  he  to  the  House  of  his  Pride 
Keascendcd,  and  entered. 

In  cluster,  high  lamps,  spices,  odors,  each  side 
Burning  inward  and  onward,  from  cinnamon  ceilings,  down  distances  vast 
Of  voluptuous  vistas,  illumined  deep  halls  through  whose  silentness  passed 
King  Solomon  sighing;  Avhere  columns  colossal  stood,  gathered  in  groves 
As  the  treos  of  the  forest  in  Libanus,  —  there  where  the  wind,  as  it  moves» 
Whispers,  "I,  too,  am  Solomon's  servant!"  —  huge  trunks  hid  in  gar- 
lands of  gold. 
On  whose  tops  the  skilled  sciflptors  of  Sidon  had  granted  men's  gaze  to 

behold 
How  the  phcenix  that  sits  on  the  cedar's  lone  summit  'mid  fragrance  and  Are, 
Ever  dyiug,  and  living,  hath  loaded  with  splendor-^  her  funeral  pyre; 
How  the  stork  builds  her  nest  on  the  pine-top;  the  ilate  from  the  palm- 
branch  depends ; 
And  the  aloe's  great  blossom  bursts,  crowning  with  beauty  the  life  that 
it  ends.  [eyed. 

And  from  hall  on  to  hall,  in  the  doors,  mute,  magnificent  slaves,  watchful- 
howed  to  the  earth  as  King  Solomon  passed  them.     And,  passing.  King 

Solomon  sighed. 
And,  from  hall  on  to  hall  pacing  feebly,  the  king  mused  .  .  .  "  O  fair 

Shnlamite  I 
Thy  beauty  is  brighter  than  starlight  on  Hebron  when  Hebron  is  bright. 
Thy  sweetness  is  sweeter  than  Carmel.    The  King  rules  the  nations ;  but 

thou. 
Thou  rulest  the  King,  my  Beloved." 

So  murmured  King  Solomon  low 
To  himself,  as  he  passed  through  the  portal  of  porphyry,  that  dripped, 

as  he  passed 
From  the  myrrh-sprinkled  wreaths  on  the  locks  and  the  lintels ;  and  en- 
tered at  last, 
Still  sighing,  the  sweet  cedani  chamber,  contrived  for  repose  and  delight. 
Where  the  beautiful  Shulamite  slumbered.     And  straightway,  to  left  and 

to  right. 
Bowing  down  as  he  entered,  the  Spirits  in  bondage  to  Solomon,  there 
Keeping  watch  o'er  Ins  love,  sank  their  swords,  spread  their  wings,  and 

vanished  in  air. 
The  King  with  a  kiss  woke  the  sleeper.  And,  showing  the  fruit  in  his  hand, 
"  Behold !  this  was  brought  me  erewhile  by  one  coming,"  he  said,  *'  from 

the  lan<I 
That  lies  under  the  sword  of  the  Cherub.    *Twas  pluckt  by  strange  hands 

from  the  Tree 
Of  whose  fruit  whoso  tastes  lives  forever.  And  therefore  I  bring  it  to  thee. 
My  Beloved.    For  thou  of  the  daughters  of  women  are  fairest.     And  lo, 
I,  the  King,  I  that  love  thee,  whom  men  of  roan's  sons  have  called  wise -t, 

I  know 
That  iti  knowledge   is  sorrow.    Much  thought  is  much  care.    In  the 

beauty  of  youth. 
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Not  the  wisdom  of  age,  is  enjoyment.     Nor  spriii;;,  is  it  sweeter,  lu  truth, 
Than  winter  to  roses  once  withered.    The  garment,  though  broidered 

with  gohi, 
Fade8  apace  where  the  niotli  frets  the  fibres.    So  I,  in  my  g*»ory,  grow  old 
And  this  life  maketh  mine  (save  tlie  bliss  of  my  soul  In  the  beauty  of  thee) 
No  sweetness  so  great  now  that  greatly  unsweet  'twere  to  lose  what  to  me 
lAfe  prolonged,  at  Its  utmost,  can  promise.     But  thine,  O  thou  spirit  of 

bliss, 
Tlilne  Is  all  that  the  liviug  desire,  —  youth,  beauty,  love,  joy  in  all  this ! 
And  O  were  it  not  well  for  the  praise  of  the  world  to  maintain  evermore 
This  mould  of  a  woman,  God's  master  work,  made  for  mankind  to  adore? 
Wherefore  keep  thou  the  gift  I  resign.     Live  forever,  rejoicing  In  life! 
And  of  women  unborn  yet  the  fairest  shall  still  be  King  Solomon's  wife." 
So  he  said,  and  so  dropped  In  her  bosom  the  apple. 

But  when  he  was  gone, 
And  the  beautiful  Shulamlte,  e\'eing  the  gift  of  the  King,  sat  alone 
WlUi  the  thoughts  the  King's  words  had  awakened,  as  ever  she  turned 

and  perused 
The  fruit  that,  alluring  her  lip,  In  her  hand  lay  untasted  —  she  mused, 
"  Life  is  good ;  but  not  life  In  itself.  So  Is  youth,  so  is  beauty.  Mere  stuff 
Are  all  these  for  Love's  usance.    To  live,  it  Is  well ;  but  it  Is  not  enough. 
Well,  too,  to  be  fair,  to  be  young;  but  what  good  is  in  beauty  and  youth 
If  the  lovely  and  young  are  not  surer  than  they  that  be  neither,  forsooth. 
Young  nor  lovely,  of  being  beloved?   O  my  love,  if  thou  lovest  not  me, 
Sli.iU  I  love  my  own  life?    Am  I  fair,  if  not  fair,  Azarlah,  to  thee." 
Then  >he  hid  in  her  bosom  the  apple.     And  rose. 

And,  reversing  the  ring 
That,  inscribed  with  the  word  that  Avorks  wonders,  and  signed  with  the 

seal  of  the  King, 
(^)mpels  even  spirits  to  obedience —  (for  she,  for  a  plaything,  erewhile 
From  King  Solomon's  awful  forefinger,  had  won  it  away  with  a  smile)  — 
The  beautiAil  Shulamlte  folded  her  veil  o'er  her  forehead  and  eyes, 
And  unseen  ft-om  t!ie  sweet  cedarn  chamber,  unseen  through  the  long 

galleries, 
I'nseen  from  the  palace,  she  passed,  and  passed  down  to  the  city  unseen. 
Unseen  pas.sed  the  green  garden  wicket,  the  vineyard,  the  cypresses  green, 
And  stood  by  the  doors  of  the  house  of  the  Prince  Azariah.     And  cried. 
In  the  darkness  she  cried,  —  *'Azariali,  awaken  I  ope,  ope  to  nie  wide. 
Opo  the  .door,  ope  the  lattice !     Arise !     Let  me  In.  ()  my  love  I     It  is  I. 
1,  the  bride  of  King  Solomon,  love  thee.     Love,  tiirry  not.     Love,  shall 

r  die 
At  tiiy  doors?     1  am  sick  of  desire.     For  my  h)ve  is  more  comely  than 

gold. 
More  precious  to  me  is  my  love  than  the  throne  of  a  king  that  is  old. 
Behold,  I  have  passed  through  the  city,  unseen  of  the  watchmen,  I  stand 
By  the  doors  of  the  house  of  my  love,  till  my  love  lead  me  in  by  the  hand." 
Azariah  arose.     And  unbolted  the  door  to  the  fair  Shulamlte." 
*'0  my  (jueen,  what  dear  folly  Is  this,  that  hath  led  thee  alone,  and  by 

night, 
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To  the  house  of  Kiug  Solomon's  servant!^    For  lo  you,  the  watchnien 

awake. 
ADd  much  for  my  owu,  O  my  queen,  must  I  fear,  and  much  more  for  thy 

sake. 
For  at  that  which  is  done  in  the  chamber  the  leek  on  the  house-top  shall 

peep: 
And  the  hand  of  a  king  it  is  heavy :  the  eyes  of  a  king  never  sleep : 
But  the  bird  of  the  air  i)eareth  news  to  the  king,  and  tlie  stars  of  the  sky 
Are  as  soldiers  by  night  on  tlie  turrets.     I  fear,  O  my  queen,  lest  we  die." 
"  F'ear  thou  not.  ()  my  love!  Azariah,   fear  nothing.     For  lo,  what  I 

bring  I 
' Tis  the  fruit  of  the  Tree  that  In  Paradise  God  hideth  under  the  wing 
of  the  Cherub  tliat  chased  away  Adam.     And  whoso  tliis  apple  Joth  eat 
Shall  live  —  live  forever!     And  since  unto  nie  my  own  life  is  less  sweet 
Than  thy  love,  Azariah,  (sweet  only  my  life  is  if  thou  lovestme!) 
Tlierefore  eat!    Ijive,  and  love,  for  life's  salte,  stili,  the  love  that  gives 

life  unto  thee ! 
Tlien  she  held  to  his  lips  the  life-apple,  and  kissed  him. 

But  soon  as  alone, 
Azariah  leaned  out  from  his  lattice,  he  muttered,  *'*Tis  well!     She  is 

gone." 
While  the  fruit  in  his  hand  lay  untasted.    *'  Such  visits,"  he  mused,  **  may 

cost  dear. 
In  the  iove  of  the  great  is  great  danger,  much  trouble,  and  care  more 

than  cheer." 
Then  he  laughed  and  stretched  forth  his  strong  arms.     For  he  heani 

from  the  streets  of  the  city 
Tho  song  of  the  women  tliat  sing  in  the  doors  after  (iark  their  love  ditty. 
And  tlie  clink  of  the  wine-cup,  the  voice  of  the  wanton,  tlie  tripping  of 

feet, 
And  the  laughter  of  youths  running  after,  allured  him.      And  **  lAfe,  it 

in  HxorH 
While  it  hists,''  sang  the  women,  *♦  ami  sweeter  the  good  minute^  in  that  it 

goes. 
For  who,  if  the  rose  blooined  forever^  so  greatly  would  care  for  the  rosef 
Wherefore  haste!   pluck  the  time  in  the  blossom.*'     The   prince  mused, 

**  The  coun.sel  is  well." 
And  the  fruit  to  his  lips  he  uplifted :  yet  paused.     *'  Who  is  he  that  can 

tell 
What  his  days  shall  bring  forth?    Life  forever  .  .  .  But  what  sort  of 

life?     Ah,  the  doubt!" 
'Neath  his  cloalc  then  he  thrust  back  the  apple.     And  opened  the  door 

and  passed  out 
To  the  house  of  the  harlot  Egyptian.     And  mused,  as  he  went,  ♦•  Life  is 

good : 
But  not  life  in  itself.     It  is  well  while  the  wine-cup  is  hot  in  the  blood, 
And  a  man  goeth  whither  lie  listeth.  and  doeth  the  thing  that  he  will, 
And  liveth  his  life  as  he  lusteth,  and  taketh  in  freedom  his  till 
Of  the  pleasure  that  pleaseth  his  humor,  and  feareth  no  snare  i)y  the  way 
8hall  1  care  to  be  loved  by  a  queen,  if  my  pride  with  my  freedom  I  pay? 
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Hotter  far  Is  a  aandful  in  quiet  than  botli  Iiauds,  thougli  filled  to  o'erHow 
With  pride,  in  vexation  of  spirit.     And  sweeter  the  roses  tliat  bloiv 
Vroni  the  wild  seeds  the  wind,  where  he  wanders,  with  heedless  l»cneli- 

cenee  tiiugs, 
Than  those  that  are  guarded  by  dragons  to  brighten  the  gardens  of  kings. 
Let  a  man  talve  his  chance,  and  be  happy.     The  hart  by  the  hunter  pur- 
sued, 
That  far  from  the  lierd  on  the  hill-top  bounds  swift  through  the  blue 

solitude, 
Js  more  to  be  envied,  tliough  Death  with  his  dart  follow  fast  to  destroy, 
r»ian  the  tanu?  beast  that,  pent  in  the  i>addock,  tastes  neither  tlie  danger 

nor  jov 
Of  the  mountain,  and  all  it^  surprises.     The  main  thing  is,  not  to  livi- 

long. 
Hut  to  /it7e..    Hetter  moments  of  rapture  soon  ended  than  ages  of  wronir. 
Life's  foA.st  is  best  spiced  by  the  flavor  of  death  in  it.    Just  the  one  chance 
To  lose  it  to-morrow  the  life  that  a  man  lives  to-day  tloth  enhance. 
The  may-be  for  me,  not  the  must-be!     Best  flourish  vvhile  flourish  the 

flowers,  [powers? 

And  fall  ere  the  frost  falls.     The  dead,  do  they  rest  or  arise  with  new 
Either  way,  well  for  them.    Mine,  meanwhile,  be  the  cup  of  life's  fulness 

to-ni«;ht. 
A»*d   to-morrow  .  .  .   Well,  time  to  consider"  (he  felt  at  the  fruit). 

*'  What  delight 
Of  his  birthright  had  Esau,  when  hungry?    To-day  with  its  pottage  is 

sweet. 
For  a  man  cannot  feed  and  be  full  on  the  faith  of  to-morrow's  baked 

meat. 
Open !  open,  my  dark-eyed  beguiler  of  darkness. 

Up  rose  to  his  knock, 
Light  of  foot,  the  lascivious  Egyptian,  and  lifted  the  latcli  from  the  lock. 
And  opened.     And  led  in  the  prince  to  her  chamber,  and  shook  out  her 

hair, 
Dark,  heavy,  and  humid  with  odors;  her  bosom  beneath  it  laid  bare. 
And  fjeek  sallow  shoulder;  and  sloped  back  her  face,  as,  when  falls  the 

slant  South 
In  wet  whispers  of  rain,  flowers  bend  to  catch  it;   so  she,  with  shut 

mouth 
Half-unfolded  for  kisses:  and  sank,  as  they  fell,  'twixt  his  knees,  with  a 

laugh, 
On  the  floor.  In  »  floo  I  of  deep  hair  flung  behind  her  full  throat;  held 

him  half  [lay, 

Aloof  with  one  large,  languid  arm.  while  the  other  unpropp«^d.  where  she 
Limbs  flowing  in  fulnes^^  and  lucid  in  surface  as  waters  at  play. 
Though  in  firmness  as  slippery  marble.     Anon  she  sprang  loose  from  his 

clasp, 
.\nd  whirled  ftrom  the  table  a  fiagon  of  silver  twined  round  by  an  asp 
That  glittered,  —  rough  gold  and  red  rubies;  and  poured  him,  and  praised 

him,  the  wine 
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Wherewith  she  first  brightened  the  moist  lip  that  murmured,  "  Ila,  fool! 

art  thou  mine? 
I  am  thine.    This  will  last  for  an  hour.*'    Then,  humming  strange  words 

of  a  song, 
Sung  by  maidens  in  Memphis  the  old,  when  they  bore  the  Crowned  Image 

along, 
Apples  yellow  and  red  from  a  basket  with  vine-leaves  o*erlaid  she  'gan  take. 
And  played  with,  peeled,  tost  them,  and  caught  them,  and  bit  them,  for 

idleness*  sake ; 
But  the  rinds  on  the  floor  she  flung  from  her,  and  laughed  at  the  figures 

they  made, 
As  her  foot  pusht  them  this  way  and  that  way  together.    And  **Look. 

fool,**  she  said, 
«*  It  is  all  sour  fruit,  this !     But  those  I  fling  from  me,  —-see  here  bv  the 

stain :  —  [pain, 

Sliall  carry  the  mark  of  my  teeth  in  their  flesh.     Could  they  feel  but  the 
U  my  soul,  how  these  teeth  should  go  through  them!    Fool,  fool,  what 

good  gift  dost  thou  bring? 
For  thue  have  I  sweetened  with  cassia  my  chambers.*'    ♦♦  A  gift  for  a  king,*' 
Azariah  hiughed  ?oud ;  and  tost  to  her  the  apple.    ♦*  This  comes  from  the 

Tree 
Of  whose  fVuit  whoso  tastes  lives  forever.    I  care  not.    I  give  it  to  thee. 
Nay,  witch !  'tis  worth  more  than  the  shekels  of  gold  thou  hast  charmed 

lYom  my  purse. 
Take  it.    Eat,  and  thank  me  for  the  meal,  witch !  for  F>e,  thy  sly  mother, 

fared  worse. 
Othou  white-tooth6d  taster  of  apples!"    "Thou  liest,  fool!"    *•  Taste, 

then,  and  try. 
For  the  truth  of  the  fruit's  in  the  eating.    'Tis  thou  art  the  serpent,  not  I." 
And  the  strong  man  laughed  loud  as  he  pushed  at  her  lip  the  life-apple. 

She  cauglit 
And  held  it  away  from  her,  musing;  and  muttered  ...  "Go  to!     It  L<? 

naught. 
Fool,  wny  dost  thou  laugh?"     And  he  answered,  *' Because,  witch,  it 

tickles  my  brain 
Intensely  to  tliink  that  all  we,  that  be  Something  while  yet  we  remain, 
We,  I  he  princes  of  people,  — ay,  even  the  King's  self.  —  shall  die  in  our  day. 
And  thou,  that  art  Nothing,  shalt  sit  on  our  graves,  with  our  grandsons, 

and  play." 
So  he  said,  and  laughed  louder. 

But  when,  in  the  gray  of  the  dawn,  he  was  gone. 
And  the  wan  light  waxed  large  in  tlie  window,  as  she  on  lier  bed  sat 

alone, 
With  tho  fruit  that,  alluring  her  lip,  in  h(?r  hand  lay  untasted,  perusing, 
Perplext,  the  gay  gift  of  the  Prince,  the  dark  woman  thereat  fell  a  musing, 
And  she  thought .  .  .  **  What  is  Life  without  Honor?    And  what  can  the 

life  that  I  live 
Give  to  me,  I  shall  care  to  continue,  not  caring  for  aught  it  can  give? 
I,  despising  the  fools  that  despise  me, — a  plaything  not  pleasing  myself. — 
Whose  life,  lor  the  pelf  that  maintains  it,  must  sell  what  is  paid  not  by  pelf ' 
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i?  .  . .  the  mau  called  roe  Nothing.     Ue  said  well.     '  The  great  in  their 

glory  must  go.' 
And  why  should  1  linger,  whose  life  leadeth  nowhere?  —  a  life  which  I 

know 
To  name  is  to  shame  —  struck,  unsexed,by  the  world  from  its  list  of  the 

lives 
Of  the  women  whose  womanhood,  saved,  gets  them  leave  to  be  mothers 

and  wives. 
And  the  fancies  of  men  change.     And  bitterly  bought  is  the  bread  that  I 

eat; 
For,  though  purchased  with  body  and  spirit,  when  purchased  *tis  yet  all 

unsweet." 
Her  tears  fell :  they  fell  on  the  apple.     She  sighed  ..."  Sour  ftnit,  like 

the  rest  I 
Let  it  go  with  the  salt  tears  upon  it.    Yet  life  ...  it  were  sweet  if  pos- 
sessed [say? 
In  the  power  thereof,  and  the  beauty.     *  A  gift  for  a  king '  .  . .  did  he 
Ay,  a  king's  life  is  a  life  as  it  should  be,  — a  life  like  the  light  of  the  day. 
Wherein  all  that  liveth  rejolcoth.     For  is  not  the  King  as  the  sun 
That  shineth  in  heaven  and  seenieth  both  heaven  and  itself  all  in  one? 
Then  to  whom  may  this  fruit,  the  life-giver,  be  worthily  given?    Not  me. 
Nor  the  fool  Azariah  that  sold  it  for  folly.    The  King!  only  he, — 
Only  he  hath  the  life  that's  worth  living  forever.    Whose  life,  not  alone 
Is  the  life  of  the  King,  but  the  life  of  the  many  made  mighty  in  one. 
'I'o  the  King  will  I  carry  this  apple.     And  he  (for  the  hand  of  a  king 
Is  a  fountain  of  hope)  in  his  handmaid  shall  honor  the  gift  that  I  bring. 
And  men  for  this  deed  shall  esteem  me,  with  Kahab  by  Israel  praised. 
As  first  among  those  who,  though  lowly,  their  shame  into  honor  have 

raised : 
Such  honor  as  lasts  when  life  goes,  and,  while  life  lasts,  shall  lift  it  above 
What,  if  loved  by  the  many  I  loathe,  must  be  loathed  by  the  few  1  could 

love." 

So  she  rose,  and  went  forth  through  the  city.    And  with  her  the  apple 

she  bore 
In  her  bosom :  and  stood  'mid  the  multitude,  waiting  therewith  in  the 

door 
Of  the  hall  where  the  King,  to  give  judgment,  ascended  at  morning  his 

throne : 
And,  kneeling  there,  cried,  "Let  the  King  live  forever!     Behold,  I  am 

one 
Whom  the  vile  of  themselves  count  the  vilest     But  great  is  the  grace  of 

my  lord. 
And  now  let  my  lord  on  his  handmaid  look  down,  and  give  ear  to  her 

word." 
Thereat,  in  the  witness  of  all,  she  drew  forth,  and  (uplifting  her  head) 
Showed  the  Apple  of  Life,  which  who  tastes,  tastes  not  death.     "  And 

this  apple,"  she  said, 
*'  Last  night  was  delivered  to  me,  that  thy  servant  should  eat,  and  not  ili'\ 
But  I  said  to  the  soul  of  thy  servant,  •  Not  so.     For  heliold,  what  am  I? 


THE  APPLE  OF  LIFE. 


171 


That  the  King,  in  his  glory  aud  gladness,  should  cease  from  the  light  of 

sun, 
Whiles  I,  that  am  least  of  his  slaves,  in  my  shame  and  abasement  live  on.* 
For  not  sweet  is  the  life  of  thy  servant,  unless  to  thy  servant  my  lord 
Stretch  his  hand,  and  show  favor.    For  surely  the  frown  of  a  king  is  a 

sword, 
But  the  smile  of  the  King  is  as  honey  that  flows  from  the  clefs  of  the 

rock, 
And  his  grace  is  as  dew  that  from  Horeb  descends  on  the  heads  of  the 

flock  : 
In  the  King  is  the  heart  of  a  host :  the  King's  strength  is  an  army  of  men : 
And  the  wrath  of  the  King  is  a  lion  that  roareth  by  night  from  his  den : 
But  as  grapes  from  the  vines  of  En-Gedi  are  favors  that  fall  from  his 

hands. 
And  as  towers  on  the  hill-tops  of  Shenir  the  throne  of  King  Solomon 

stands. 
And  for  this,  it  were  well  that  forever  the  King,  who  is  many  in  one, 
Should  sit,  to  be  seen  through  all  time,  on  a  tlm)ne  'twixt  the  moon  and 

'  the  sun ! 
For  how  shall  one  lose  what  he  hath  not?    Who  hath,  let  him  keep  what 

he  hath, 
Wherefore  I  to  the  King  give  this  apple." 

Then  great  was  King  Solomon's  wrath. 
And  he  rose,  rent  his  garment,  and  cried,  **  Woman,  whence  came  this 

apple  to  thee?" 
But  when  he  was  'ware  of  the  truth,  then  his  heart  was  awakened.  And  he 
Knew  at  once  that  the  man  who,  erewhile,  unawares  coming  to  him,  had 

brought 
That  Apple  of  Life  was,  indeed,  God's  good  Angel  of  Death.    And  he 

thought 
"In  mercy,  I  doubt  not,  when  man's  eyes  were  opened,  and  made  to  see 

plain 
All  the  wrong  in  himself,  and  the  wretchedness,  God  sent  to  close  them 

again 
For  man's  sake,  his  last  friend  upon  earth  —  Death,  the  servant  of  God, 

who  is  just. 
Let  man's  spirit  to  Him  whence  it  cometh  return,  aud  his  dust  to  the 

dust ! " 
Then  the  Apple  of  Life  did  King  Solomon  seal  in  an  urn  that  was  signed 
With  the  seal  of  Oblivion :  and  summoned  the  Spirits  that  walk  in  the 

wind 
Unseen  on  the  summits  of  mountains,  Avhere  never  the  eagle  yet  flew; 
And  these  he  commanded  to  bear  far  away,  —  out  of  reach,  out  of  view, 
Out  of  hope,  out  of  memory,  —  higher  than  Ararat  buildeth  his  throne. 
In  the  Urn  of  Oblivion  the  Apple  of  Life. 

But  on  green  jusper-stone 
Did  the  King  write  the  story  thereof  for  instruction.  Aud  Enoch,  the  seer. 
Coming  afterward,  searched  out  the  meaning.    And  he  that  hath  ears,  let 
him  hear. 
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Ad,  in  the  laurePs  murmurous  leaves 
*Twa8  fabled,  ouce,  a  Virgin  dwelt ; 
Within  tho  poet's  page  yet  heaves 
The  poet's  Heart,  and  loves  or  grieves 
Or  triumphs,  as  it  felt. 

\  human  spirit  here  records 

The  aunals  of  its  human  strife. 
A  human  haud  bath  touched  these 

chords. 
These  songs  may  all  be  Idle  words : 
And  yet — they  once  were  life. 

I  gave  my  harp  to  Memory. 
She  sung  of  hope,  when  hope  was 
young, 
Of  youth,  as  youth  no  more  may  Ije ; 
And,  since  she  sung  of  youth,  to 
thee. 
Friend  of  my  youth,  she  sung. 

For  all  youth  seeks,  all   manhood 
needs. 
All  youth  and    manhood    rarely 
find: 
A  strength  more  strong  than  codes 

or  creeds, 
lu  lofty  thoughts  and  lovely  deeds 
Revealed  to  heart  and  mind ; 

A  staff  to  stay,  a  star  to  jaruide ; 

A  spell  to  soothe,  n  power  to  raise ; 
A  faith  by  fortune  firmly  tried ; 
A  Judgment  resolute  to  preside 
0*er  days  at  strife  with  days. 


0  large  in  lore,  In  nature  sound ! 
O  man  to  me,  of  all  men,  dear! 
All  these  in  thine  my  life  hath  fbund, 
A  nd  forced  to  tread  the  rugy:edgrou  nd 
Of  daily  toil,  with  cheer. 

Accept — not  these,  the  broken  cries 

Of  days  receding  far  from  me — 
Bnt  all  the  love  that  in  them  lies, 
The  man^s  heart  in  the  melodies. 
The  man's  heart  honoring  thee ! 

Sighing  I  sung ;  f«)r  some  sublime 
Kniotitm  made  my  mnsic  jar: 
The  forehead  of  tlii.s  restless  time 
Pales  in  a  fervid,  passionate  clime. 
Lit  by  a  ehnni»enil  star: 

And  o'er  tlie  Age's  threshold,  traced 

In  characters  of  hectic  tire. 
The  name  of  that  ke«'n.  fervent- faced 
And  toiling  serapli,  hath  been  placed 
Which  men  have  called  Desire. 

But  thou  art  strong  where,  even  of 
old. 
The  old  heroic  strength  was  rare 
In  high  emotions  self-controled, 
.And  insight  keen,  but  never  cold, 
To  lay  all  falsehood  bare ; 

Despising  all  those  glittering  lies 
Which  in  these  davs  can  foolman^ 
kind ; 
But  full  of  noble  sympathies 
For  what  Is  genuinely  wise. 
And  beautiful,  and  kind. 
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And  thou  wilt  parduii  all  the  much 
Of  weakness    which    doth    here 
abound, 
Till  music,  little  prized  as  such, 
With  thee  find  worth  from  one  true 
touch 
Of  nature  in  its,  sound. 

Though  mighty  spirits  are  no  raoro» 
Yet  spirits  of  beauty  still  remain. 
Gone  is  the  Seer  that,  by  the  shore 
Of  lakes  as  limpid  as  Ids  lore, 
Lived  to  one  ceaseless  strain 

And  strenuous  melody  of  mind. 

But  one  there  rests  that  hath  the 

power  [bind 

To  charm  the  midnight  moon,  and 

All  spirits  of  the  sweet  south-wind, 

And  steal  ft-pm  every  shower 

That  sweeps  green  Eugland  cool  and 
clear. 
The  violet  of  tender  song. 
Great  Alfred!  long  may  England's 

ear 
His  music  fill,  his  name  be  dear 
To  English  bosoms  long ! 

And    one  ...  in     sacred     silence 
sheathed 
That  name  I  keep,  my  verse  would 
shame. 
The  name  my  lips  in  prayer  first 

breathed 
Was  his :   and  prayer  hath  yet  be- 
queathed 
Its  silence  to  that  name ;  — 

Which  yet  an  age  romot(»  shall  hear, 
Home  on  the  fourfold  wind  sub- 
lime fyotir 
By  fame,  where,  with  some  faded 
These  so?u:s  shall  sink,  like  leaflets 
sere. 
In  avenues  of  Time. 

Love  on  my  harp  his  finger  lays ; 
Ills    hand    Is    held    against    the 
chords. 
My  heart  upon  the  music  weighs, 
And.  beating,  hushes  foolish  praise 
From  desultory  words : 


And  Childhood  steals,  with  wistful 
grace, 
*Twixt  him  and  me;    an  infant 
hand  [chase 

Chides  gently  back  the  thoughts  that 
The   forward  hour,  and  turns  my 
face 
To  that  remembered  land 

Of  legend,  and  the  Summer  sky, 

And  all  the  wild  Welsh  waterfalls. 
And   liaiints   where  he,  and    thou, 

and  I 
Once  waK;lered  with  the  wandering 
Wye. 
And  scaled  the  airy  walls 

Of  Chepstow,  from  whose  ancient 

height 

We  watched  the  liberal  sun  go 

down ;  [night. 

Then  onward,  through  the  gradual 

Till,  ere  the  moon  was  fully  bright, 

We  supped  in  Monmouth  Town. 

And  though,  dear  friend,  thy  love 
retain^> 
The  choicest  sons  of  song  in  fee. 
To  thee  not  less  I  pour  these  strains, 
Knowing  that  in  thy  heart  remains 
A  little  place  for  me. 

Nor  wilt  thou  all  forget  the  time 
Though  it  be  past,  In  Avhlch  to- 
getlier. 
On  many  an  eve,  with  many  a  rhyme 
Of  old  and  modern  bards  sublime 
We  soothed  the  summer  weather : 

And.  citing  all  he  said  or  sung 
With  praise   reserved  for  bards 
like  him, 
Spake  of  that  friend  who  dwells 

among 
The  Ai)ennine,  and  there  hath  strung 
A  har])  of  .Vnakim  ; 

Than  whom  a  mightier  master  never 
Touched  the  deep  chords  of  hid- 
den things ; 
Nor  error  did  from  truth  dissever 
With  keener  glance ;  nor  made  en 
deavor 
To  rise  on  bolder  wings 
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/In  those  high  regions  of  the  soul 
Where  thought  itself  grows  dim 
with  awe. 
But  now  the  star  of  eve  hath  stole 
Through  the  deep  sunset,  and  the 
whole 
Of  heaven  begins  to  draw 

Flobbnce,  September  24, 1857. 


The  darkness  round  me,  and  the 

dew, 

And  my  pale  Muse  doth  fold  her 

eyes. 

Adieu,  my  friend;  my  guide,  adieu ! 

May  never  night,  'twixt  me  and  you. 

With  thoughts  less  fond  arise ! 

TUB  AUTHOR. 


PEOLOGUE. 


PART  I. 

SwKKT  are  the  rosy  memories  of  the 
lips, 
That  first  kissed  ours,  albeit  they 
kiss  no  more : 
Sweet  is  the  sight  of  sunset-sailing 
ships. 
Although  they  leave  us  on  a  lonely 
shore : 
Sweet  are  familiar  songs,  though 
Music  dips 
Ilcr   hoUoAv   shell    in  Thought's 

forlomest  wells : 
And  sweet,  though  sad,  the  sound 
of  midnight  bells, 
When  the  oped  casement  with  the 

night-rain  drips. 
There  is  a  pleasure  which  is  born  of 
pain : 
The  grave  of  all  things  hath  its 
violet. 
Else  why,  through  days  which  never 
come  again, 
Roams   Hope  with  that  strange 
longing,  like  Regret? 
Why  put  the  posy  in  the  cold  dead 
hand? 
Why  plant  the  rose   above    the 

lonely  grave? 
Why  bring  the  corpse  across  the 
salt  sea- wave? 
Why  deem  the  dead  more- near  in 
native  land?  [life 

Thy  name  hath  been  a  silence  in  my 
So  long,  it  falters  upon  language 
now, 


0  more  to  me  than  sister  or  than 

wife 
Once  .  .  .  and  now  —  nothing!  It 

is  hard  to  know 
That  such  things  have  been,  and  are 

not,  and  3'^ct* 
Life  loiters,  keeps  a  pulse  at  even 

measure. 
And  goes  upon  its  business  and 

its  pleasure. 
And  knoAvs  not  all  the  depths  of  it* 

regret. 

Thou  art  not  in  thy  picture,  O  my 
friend ! 
The  years  are  sad  and  many  since 
I  saw  thee, 
And  seem  with  me  to  have  survived 
their  end. 
Far  otherwise  than  thus  did  mem« 
ory  draw  thee ; 

1  ne*er  shall  knoAv  thee  other  than 

thou  wast. 
Yet  save,  indeed,  the  same   sad 

eyes  of  old. 
And  that  abundant  hair's  warm 

silken  gold. 
Thou  art  changed,  if  this  be  Ilk* 

the  look  thou  hast. 

Changed !     There  the  epitaph  of  all 
the  years 
Was  sounded !   I  am  changed  too. 
Let  it  bo. 
Yet  it  is  sad  to  know  my  latest  tears 
Were  faithful  to  a  memory,  —  not 
to  thee. 
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Notliing    is    left   us!,  nothing  — 

save  the  soul. 
Yet  even  the  immortal  ia  us  alters 

too. 
Who  is  it  his  old  sensations  can 

renew? 
Slowly  the  seas  are  changed.    Slow 

ages  roll 

The  mountains  to  a  level.    Nature 

sleeps, 
And  dreams  her  dream,  and  to 

new  work  awakes 
After  a  hundred  years  are  in  the 

deeps. 
But    Man    is    changed  before  a 

wrinkle  breaks 
The  brow's  sereneness,  or  the  curls 

are  pray. 
.  AVe  stand  within  the  flux  of  sense : 

the  near 
And  far  change  place :  and  we  see 

nothing  clear. 
That's  fi^e  to-morrow  which  was 

true  to-day. 

Ah,  could  the  memory  cast  ncr  spots, 
as  do 
The  snake's  brood  theirs  in  spring ! 
and  be  once  more 
Wholly  renewed,  to  dwell  i'  the  time 
that's  new. 
With  no  rciterance  of  those  pangs 
of  yore. 
Peace,  peace !  My  wild  song  will  go 
wandering 
Too  wantonly,  down  paths  a  pri- 
vate pain 
Hath  trodden  bare.    What  was  it 
Jarred  the  strain? 
Bome    crusht    illusion,    left    with 
crumpled  wiug. 

Tangled  in  Music's  web  of  twinCnl 
strings  — 
That  started  that  false  note,  and 
cracked  the  tune 
In    its    beginning.    Ah,    forgotten 
things 
Stumble  back  strangely  I  And  the 
gho8t  of  June 


Stands  by  December's    Are,    coW, 
cold !  and  puts 
The  last  spark  out. 

How  could  I  sing  aright 
With  those  old  airs  haunting  me  all 

the  night 
And  those  old  steps  that  sound  when 
daylight  shuts? 

For  back  she  comes,  and  moves  re- 
proachAilly, 
The  mistress  of  my  moods,  and 
looks  bereft 
(Cruel  to  the  last !)  as  though  'tweni 
I,  not  she, 
That  did  the  wrong,  and  broke  the 
spell,  and  left 
Memory  comfortless. 

Away!  away! 
Phantoms,  about  whose  brows  the 

bindweed  clings. 
Hopeless  regret  I 

In  thinking  of  these  things 
Some  men  have  lost  their  minds, 
and  others  may. 

Tet,  (),  for  one  deep  draught  in  this 
dull  hour ! 
On.3  deep,  deep  draught  of   the 
departed  time; 
O,  for  one  brief  strong  pulse  of  an- 
cient power, 
To  beat  and  breathe  through  all 
the  valves  of  rhyme ! 
Thou,  Memory,  with  the  downward 
eyes,  that  art 
The  cupbearer  of  gods,  pour  deep 

and  long. 
Brim  all  the  vacant  chalices  of 
song 
AVlth  health!     Droop  down  thine 
urn. 

I  hold  my  heart. 
One  draught  of  what  I  shall  not 
taste  again, 
Save  when  my  brain  with  thy  dark 
wine  is  brimmed, — 
One  draught !  and  tlien  straight  on- 
ward, spite  of  pain, 
And  spite  of  all  things  changed* 
with  gaze  undlmmed. 
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Love's  footsteps  throu«jjh  the  waning 
Past  to  explore 
Undaunted;  and  to  carve,  in  the 

wan  lijyht 
Of  Hope's  last  outposts,  on  Song's 
ulmost  height 
The  sad  resemblance  of  an  hour  no 
more. 

Midnight,  and  love,  and  youth,  and 
Italy ! 
Love  in  tlic  land  where  love  most 
lovely  seems  ! 
J^aiid  of  my  lovi',  though  I  be  far 
from  thee, 
l^nd,  lor  love's  sake,  the  light  of 
thy  moonbeams, 
Tlie  spirit  of  thy  cvpress-groves,and 
all 
Thy  dark-eyed  beauty,  for  a  little 

while 
To  my  desire.     Yet  once  more  let 
her  smile 
Fall  o'er  me :  o'er  me  let  her  lonjr 
hair  fall. 

The  lady  of  my  life,  whose  lovely 
eyes 
Drean^ing,  or  Avaking,  lure  me.     I 
shall  know  her 
By  Love's  own  planet  o'er  her  In  the 
skies, 
And  Beauty's  blossom  in  the  grass 
below  her ! 
Dreaming,  or  waking,  in  her  soft, 
sad  gaze 
Let  my  heart  bathe,  as  on  that 

fated  night 
I  aaw  her,  when  my  life  took  in 

the  siglit 
f  her  sweet  face  for  all  its  nights 
and  d:iys. 

II er  winsome  head  was  bare:  and 
she  liad  twined 
Through  it**  rich  curls  wild  red 
nnemones ; 
One  stream  of  her  soft  hair  strayed 
uncon fined 
Down  her  ripe  cheek,  and  shad- 
owed her  deep  eyes. 


The  bunch  af  sword-grass  fell  IVom 
Iter  loose  hand. 
Her  modest  foot  beneathitssnowy 

skirt 
Peeped,  and  the  golden  daisy  was 
not  hurt. 
Stately,  yet  slight,  she  stood,  as  fair- 
ies stand. 

Under  the  bless6d  darkness  unre- 
proved 
We  were  alone,  in  that  blest  hour 
of  time. 
Which  first  revealed  to  us  how  much 
we  loved, 
'Neath  the  thick  starlight     The 
young  night  sublime 
Hung  trembling  o'er  us.      At  her 
feet  I  knelt. 
And  gazed  up  from  her  feet  into 

her  eyes. 
Her  face  was  bowed  :  we  breathed 
each  other's  sighs : 
We  did  not  speak:  not  move:  we 
looked :  we  felt. 

The  night  said  not  a  word.      The 
breeze  was  dead. 
The  leaf  lay  without  whispering 
on  the  tree, 
As  I  lay  at  her  feet.    Droopt  was  her 
head : 
One  hand  in  mine :  and  one  still 
pensively 
Went  wanderinjr  througli  my  hair. 
We  wore  together. 
How?     Where?     What  matter? 

Somewhere  in  a  dream. 
Drifting,  slow  drifting,   down   a 
wizard  stream : 
Whither?    Together:     tlien    what 
matter  whither  ? 

It  Avas  enough  for  me  to  clasp  her 
hand : 
To  blend  with  her  love-looks  my 
own :  no  more. 
Enough    (with  thoughts  like  ships 
that  cannot  land. 
Blown  by  faint  winds    about   a 
magic  shore) 
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To  realize,  in  each  mysterious  feel- 
ing, 
The  droop  of  the  warm  cheek  so 

near  my  own : 
The  cool  white  arm   about   my 
shoulder  thrown : 
Those  exquisite  frail  feet,  where  I 
was  kneeliug. 

How  little  know  they  life's  divinest 
bliss. 
That  know  not  to  possess  and  yet 
refrain  I 
Let  the  young  Psyche  roam,  a  fleet- 
ing kiss:  — 
Grasp  it  —  a  few  poor  grains  of 
dust  remain. 
See  how  those  floating  flowers,  the 
butterflies, 
Hover  the  garden   through,  and 

take  no  root ! 
Desire  forever  hath  a  flying  foot. 
Free  pleasure  comes  and  goes  be- 
neath the  skies. 

Close  not  tliy  hand  upon  the  inno- 
cent joy 
That  trusts  itself  within  thy  reach. 
It  may, 
Or  may  not,  linger.    Thou  canst  but 
destroy 
The  winged  wanderer.    Let  it  go 
or  stay. 
Love  thou  the  rose,  yet  leave  it  on 
its  stem. 
Tlilnk !  Midas  starved  by  turning 

all  to  gold. 
Bless6d  are  those  that  spare,  and 
that  withhold. 
Because  the  whole  world   shall   be 
trusted  then. 

The  foolish  Faun  pursues  the  un- 
willing Nymph 
That  cuUs  her  flowers  beside  the 
precipice, 

Or  dips  her  shining  ankles  in  the 
lymph : 
But,  just  when  she  must  perish  or 
bo  his, 

Hoaven  puts  an  arm  out     She  is 
safe.    The  shore 


Gains  some  new  fountain ;  or  the 

lilied  lawn 
A  rarer  sort  of  rose :  but,  ah,  poor 

Faun ! 
To  thee  she  shall  be  changed  for- 

evermore. 

Chase  not  too  close  the  fading  rap- 
ture.    Leave  [seen. 
To  Love  his  long  auroras,  slowly 
Be  ready  to  release,  as  to  receive. 
Deem  tho^e  the  nearest,  soul  to 
soul,  between 
Whose  lips  yet  lingers  reverence  on 
a  sigh. 
Judge  what  thy  sense  can  reach 

not,  most  thine  own, 
If  once  thy  soul  hath  seized  it. 
The  unknown 
Is  life  to  love,  religion,  poetry. 

The  moon  had  set.    There  was  not 
any  light. 
Save  oi*  the  lonely  legioned  watch- 
stars  pale  [bright 
In  outer  air,  and  what  by  flts  made 

Hot  oleanders  in  a  rosy  vale 
Searched  by  the  lamping  fly,  whose 
little  spark 
AVent  in  and  out,  like  passion's 

bashful  hope. 
Meanwhile  the  sleepy  globe  began 
to  slope 
A    ponderous    shoulder     sunward 
through  the  dark. 

And  the  night  passed  in  beauty  like 
a  dream. 
Aloof  in  thesedark  heavenspaused 
Destiny, 
With  her  last  star  descending  in  the 
gleam 
Of   the  cold  morrow,  from  the 
emptied  sky. 
The  hour,  the  distance  from  her  old 
self,  all 
The  novelty  and  loneuess  of  the 

place, 
Had  left  a  lovely  awe  on  that  fair 
face, 
And  all  tlie  land  grow  strange  and 
magical 
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As  droops  some  billowing  cloud  to 
the  crouched  hill, 
Heavy  with  all  heaven's  tears,  for 
all  earth's  care, 
She  drooped  unto  me,  without  force 
or  will, 
And  sank  upon  my  bosom,  mur- 
muring there, 
A  woman's  inarticulate,  passionate 
words.  [earth ! 

O  moment  of  all  moments  upon 
O  life's  supreme!     How  worth, 
how  wildly  worth, 
Whole  worlds  of    flame,  to  know 
this  world  affords 

What  even  Ktemity  cannot  restore ! 
When  all  the  ends  of  life  take 
hands,  and  meet 
Round  centres  of  sweet  flre.    Ah, 
never  more, 
Ah  never,  shall  the  bitter  with  the 
sweet 
Be  mingled   so  in  the  pale  after- 
years  ! 
One  hour  of  life  immortal  spirits 

possess. 
This  drains  the  world,  and  leaves 
but  weariness, 
And  parching  passion,  iiud  perplex- 
ing tears. 

Sad  is  it,  that  we  cannot  even  keep 
That  hour  to  sweeten  life's  last 
toil :  but  Youth 
Grasps  all,  and  leaves  us :  and,  when 
we  would  weep, 
We  dare  not  let  our  tears  flow 
lest,  in  truth, 
They  fall  upon  our  work  which  must 
be  done. 
And  so  wc  bind  up  our  torn  hearts 

fVom  breaking : 
Our  eyes  from  weeping,  and  our 
brows  from  aching : 
And   follow   the  long  pathway  all 
alone. 

O  moment  of  sweet  peril,  perilous 
sweet  I 
When    woman    joins   herself   to 
man ;  and  man 


Assumes  the  full-lived  woman,  to 

complete 

The  end  of  life,  since  human  life 

began ! 

When  in  the  perfect  bliss  of  union, 

Body  and  soul  triumphal  rapture 

claim. 
When  there's  a  spirit  in  blood,  in 
spirit  a  flame. 
And  earth's  lone  hemispheres  glow, 
fused  in  one ! 

Rare  moment  of  rare  peril !  .  .  .  The 
bard's  song. 
The  mystic's  musing  fancy.    Did 
there  ever 
Two  perfect  souls,  in  perfect  forms, 
belong 
Perfectly  to  each  other?    Never, 
never ! 
Perilous  were  such  moments,  for  a 
touch 
Might  mar  their  clear  perfection. 

Exquisite 
Even  for  the  peril  of  their  frail 
delight. 
Such  things  man  feigns  :  such  seeks : 
but  finds  not  such. 

No !  for  'tis  in  ourselves  our  love 
doth  grow : 
And,  when  our  love  Is  fully  risen 
within  us. 
Round  the  flrst  object  doth  it  over- 
flow, 
Which,  be  it  fair  or  foul,  is  sure 
to  win  us 
Out  of  ourselves.     We  clothe  wltli 
our  own  nature 
The  man  or  woman  its  flrst  want 

doth  And. 
The  leafless  prop  with  our  own 
buds  we  bind, 
And  hide  in  blossoms  :  fill  the  empty 
feature 

With  our  own  meanings  :  even  prize 

defects 
Which  keep  the  mark  of  our  own 

choice  upon 
The  chosen :  l)less  each  fault  whose 

spot  protects 
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Onr  choice  from  possible  coiifti- 

SiOQ 

With  the  world's  other  creatures: 
we  believe  them 
What  most  we  wish,  the  more  we 

find  they  are  not  : 
Our  choice  once  made,  with  our 
own  choice  we  war  not : 
We  worship  them  for  what  our- 
selves we  give  them. 

Doubt  is  this  other>vi8e.  .  .  .  When 
fate  removes 
The  unwortliy  one  ftrom  our  re- 
luctant arms, 
We  die  with  that  lost  love  to  other 
loves, 
And  turu  to  its  defects  from  other 
charms. 
And  nobler  forms,  where    moved 
those  forms,  may  move 
With  lingering  looks:    our  cold 

farewells  we  wave  them. 
We  loved  our  lost  loves  for  the 
love  we  gave  them, 
And  not  for  an^'tliing  they  gave  oar 
love. 

Old  things  return  not  as  they  were 
in  Time. 
Trust  nothing  to  the  recompense 
of  Chance, 
Which    deals  with    novel    forms. 
This  falling  rhyme 
Fails  from  the  flowerj'  steeps  of 
old  romance, 
Down  that  abyss    which  Memory 
droops  above. 
And,  gazing  out  of  hopelessness 

down  there, 
I  see  the  shadow  creep  through 
Youth's  gold  hair 
And  white   Death    watching   over 
red-lipped  Love. 

PART   II. 

The  soul  lives  on.    What  lives  on 
with  the  soul? 
Glimpses    of    something    better 
than  her  best; 


Truer  than  her  truest :  motion  to  a 
pole 
Beyond  the  zones  of  this  orb's 
dimness  guest : 
And  (since  life  dies  not  with  the 
first  dead  bliss^ 
Blind  notions  of  some  meaning 

moved  through  time, 
Some  purpose  in  the  deeps  of  the 
sublime. 
That  stirs  a  pulse  here,  could  wc 
find  out  this.  ^ 

Visions  and  noises  rouse  us.    I  dis- 
cern 
Even  in  change  some  comfort,  O 
Beloved  I 
Suns  rise  and  set ;  stars  vanish  and 
return; 
But  never  quite  the  same.     And 
life  is  moved 
Toward    new    experience.     Every 
eve  and  morn 
Descends  and  springs  with  in- 
crease on  the  world. 
And  what  is  death  but  life  in  this 
life  ftirled? 
The  outward  cracks,  the  inward  life 
is  born. 

Friends  pass  beyond  the  borders  of 
this  Known, 
And  draw  our  thoughts  up  after 
them.    We  say 
*'  They  are  :  but  their  relations  now 
are  done 
With   Nature,   and   the   plan    of 
night  and  day." 
If    never   mortal  man    from    this 
world's  light 
Did  pass  away  to  that  surround- 
ing gloom, 
'Twere  well  to  doubt  the  life  be- 
yond the  tomb ; 
But  now  is  Truth's  dark  side  re- 
vealed to  sight. 

Father  of  spirits  I    Thine  all  secrets 
be. 
I  bless  Thee  for  the  light  Thou 
hast  revealed, 
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And  that  Thou  hidest.     Part  of  me 
I  see, 
Aud  part  of  me  Thy  wisdom  hath 
concealed, 
Till  the  new  life  divulge  it.    Lord, 
imbue  me 
With  will  to  work  in  this  diurnal 

sphere, 
Knowing  myself    my  life's  day- 
laborer  here. 
Where  evening   brings    the    day's 
work's  wages  to  me. 

I  work  my  work.    All  its  results 
are  Thine. 
I  know  the  loval  deed  becomes  a 
fact 
Which  Thou  wilt  deal  with:    nor 
will  I  repine 
Although  I  miss  the  value  of  the 
act. 
Thou  carest  for  the  creatures  ;  and 
the  end 
Thou  seest.    The  world  unto  Thy 

hands  I  leave  : 
And  to  Thy  hands  my  life.     I  will 
not  grieve 
Because  I  know  not  all  Thou  dost 
intend. 

Something  I  know.     Oft,  shall   it 
come  about 
When  every  heart  is   full  with 
hope  for  man 
The  horizon   straight  is  darkened, 
and  a  doubt 
Clouds  all.    The  work  the  world 
so  well  began 
Wastes  down,  and  by  some  deed  of 
shame  is  finished. 
Ah  yet,  I  will  not  be  dismayed : 

nor  though 
The  good  cause  flourish  fair,  and 
Freedom  flow 
All  round,  my  watch  beyond  shall 
be  diminished. 

What   seemed   the  triumph  of  the 
Fiend  at  length 
Alight  be  the  effort  of  some  dying 
Devil, 


Permitted  to  put  forth  his  fullest 
strength 
To  lose  it  all  forever.     While,  the 
evil 
Whose  cloven  crest  our  paeans  float 
above 
Might  have  been  less  than  what 

unnoticed  lies 
'Neath  our  rejoicings.     Which  of 
us  is  wise? 
We  know  not  what  we  mourn :  nor 
why  we  love. 

But  teach  me,  O  Omnipotent,  since 
strife, 
Sorrow,  and  pain  are  but  occur- 
rences 
Of  that  condition  through  which 
flows  my  life, 
Not  part   of   me,  the   immortal, 
whom  distress 
Cannot  retain,  to  vex  not  thought 
for  these : 
But  to  be  patient,  bear,  forbear. 

restrain, 
And  hold  my  spirit  pure  above 
my  pain. 
No  star  that  looks  through  life's 
dark  lattices, 

But  what  gives  token  of  a  world 
elsewhere. 
I  bless  Tliee  for  the  loss  of  all 
thinffs  here 
Which  proves  tlie  gain  to  be:  the 
hand  of  Care 
That  shades  the  eyes  from  earth, 
and  beckons  near 
The  rest  which  sweetens   all :   the 
shade  Time  throws 
On  Love's  pah^  countenance,  that 

he  may  gaze 
Across  Eternity  for  better  days 
Unblindcd ;  antl  the  wisdom  of  all 
woes : 

I  bless  Thee   for    the    life    Thou 

gavest,  albeit 
It  hath  known  sorrow:    for  tlie 

.sorrow's  self 
I  bless  Thee ;  and  the  gift  of  wings. 

to  fl****  *^, 
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Led  by  this  spirit  of  song,  —  this 
mioistcriug  elf, 
That  to  sweet  uses  doth  unwind  my 
pain, 
And  spin  his  palace  out  of  poison- 
flowers. 
To  float,  an  impulse,  through  tlie 
livelong  hours, 
From  sky  to  sky,  on  Fancy's  glit- 
tering skein. 

Aid  me,  sweet  Spirit,  escaping  from 
the  throng 
Of  those  that  raise  the  Corybantic 
shout, 
And  barbarous,  dissonant  cymbal's 
clash  prolong, 
In  fear  lest  any  hear  the  God  cry 
out, 
Now   that  the  night   resumes  her 
bleak  retreat 
In  these  dear  lauds,  footing  the 

un  wandered  waste 
Of  Loss,  to  walk  in  Italy,  and 
taste 
A  little  while  of  what  was  once  so 
sweet. 

PART   III. 

Nurse  of  an  ailing  world,  belov6cl 
Night! 
Our  days    are    fretful    children, 
weak  to  bear 
A  little  pain  :  they  wrangle,  wound, 
and  flght 
Each  other,   weep,   and    sicken, 
and  despair. 
Thou,  with  thy  motherly  hand  that 
healcth  care. 
Stillest  our  little  noise  :  rebukest 

one, 
Soothost  another :  blames t  tasks 
undone : 
Rcfreshest  jaded  hope ;  and  teachest 
prayer. 

Thine  is  the  mother's  sweet  hu.sh- 
hush,  that  stills 
The    flutteriugs   of    a   plaintive 
heaxt  to  rest. 


Thine  is  the  mother's  mcdicining 
hand  that  Alls 
Sleep's  opiate  :  ihiue  the  mother's 
patient  breast: 
Thine,  too,  the  mother's  mute  re- 
proachful eyes, 
That  gently  look  our  angry  noise 

to  shame 
When  all  is  done :   we  dare  not 
meet  their  blame : 
They  are  so  silent,  and  they  are  so 
wise. 

Thou  that  fVom  this  lone  casement, 
while  I  write, 
Seen   in    the   shadowy  upspring, 
swift  dost  post 
Without  a  sound  the  polar  star  to 
light, 
Not  idly  did  the  Chaldee  shep- 
herds boast 
Ry  thy  stern  lights  man's  life  aright 
to  read. 
All  day  he  hides  himself  from  his 

own  heart, 
Swagfiers  and  struts,  and  plays 
his  foolish  part : 
Thou  only  seest  him  as  he  is  indeed. 

For  who  could  feign  false  worth,  or 
give  the  nod 
Among  his  fellows,  or  this  dust 
disown. 
With  naught  between  him  and  those 
lights  of  (lod, 
Left  awfully alonewith  the  Alone'i^ 
Who  vaunt  higli  words,  whose  least 
heart's  beating  jars 
The  hush  of  sentinel  worlds  that 

take  mute  note 
Of    all    beneath    yofl    judgment 
plains  remote?  — 
A  universal  cognizance  of  stars ! 

And  yet,  O  gentlest  angel  of  the 
Lord! 
Thou    leadest  by  the    hand  the 
artisan 
Away  from  work.    Thou  bringcst, 
on  ship-board. 
When  gleam  the  dead-lights,  to 
the  lonely  man 
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That    turns    the  wheel,  a   blessed 
nieinory 
Of  apple-blossoras,  and  the  moun- 
tain vales 
About  his  little  cottage  in  Green 
Wales, 
Miles  o'er  the  ridges  of  the  rolling 
sea. 

Thou    bearest    divine    forg^ivencss 
amongst  men. 
Relenting  Anger  pauses  by  the  bed 
Where  Sleep  looks  so  like  Death. 
The  absent  then 
Return;    and    Memory    beckons 
back  the  dead, 
Thou  helpest  home  (thy  balmy  hand 
it  is!) 
The  hard- worked  hnsband  to  the 

pale-cheeked  wife, 
And  huslicst  up  the  poor  day's 
household  strife 
On  marriage  pillows,  with  a  good- 
night kiss. 

Thou  bringest  to  the  wretched  and 
forlorn 
Woman,  that  down  the  glimmer- 
ing by-street  hovers, 
A  dream  of  better  days  :  the  gleam 
of  corn 
About  her  father's  field,  and  her 
first  lover's 
Grave,  long  forgotten  in  the  green 
churchyard : 
Voices,   long-stilled,  from   purer 

hours,  before 
The  rushlight,   Hope,  went  out; 
and,  through  the  door 
Of  the  lone  garret,  wheu  the  nights 
were  hard. 

Hunger,  the  wolf,  put  in  his  paw, 
and  found  her 
Sewing     the    winding-sheet    of 
Youth,  alone; 

Add  griped  away  the  last  cold  com- 
forts round  her :  — 
Her  little  bed ;  the  mean  clothes 
she  had  on  : 

Her    mother's    picture  —  the    sole 
saint  she  knew  *. 


Till  nothing  else  was  left  for  the 

last  crust 
But  the  poor  body,  and  the  heart's 

young  trust 
In  its  own  courage:  and  so  these 

went  too. 

Home  from  the  heated  Ball  flusht 

Beauty  stands, 
Musing  beside  her  costly  couch 

alone : 
But  while  she  loosens,  faint,  with 

jewelled  hands, 
The  diamonds  from  her  dark  hair, 

one  by  one. 
Thou  whisperest  in  her  empty  heart 

the  name 
Of  one  that  died  heart-broken  for 

her  sake 
Long  since,  and  all  at  once  the 

coiled  hell-snake 
Turns   stinging  in  his  ^%^,  —  and 

pomp  is  shame. 

Thou  comest  to  the  man  of  many 
pleasures 
Without  a  joy,  that ,  soulless,  plays 
for  souis, 
Whose  life's  a  squandered  heap  of 
plundered  treasures. 
While,  listless  loitering  by,   the 
moment  rolls 
From  nothing  on  to  nothing.    From 
the  shelf 
Perchance  he  takes  a  cynic  book. 

Perchance 
A  dead  llower  stains  the  leaves. 
The  old  romance 
Returns.     Ere  morn,  perchance,  he 
shoots  himself. 

Thou  comest,  with  atoucli  of  scorn, 

to  me, 
That  o'er  the  broken  wine-cup  of 

my  youth 
Sit    brooding    here,   and    polntest 

silently 
To  thine  unchanging  stars.     Yes ! 

yes !    in  truth. 
They    seem    more    reachless    now 

than  when  of  yore 
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Above  the  promist  land  I  watcht 
them  shtoe, 

And  all  among  their  cryptic  ser- 
pentine 
Went  climbini^  Hope,  new  planets 
to  explore. 

Not   for  the  flesh  that  fades— al- 
though decay 
This  thronged  metropolis  of  sense 
o'erspread : 
Not  for  the  joys  of  youth,  that  fleet 
away 
When  the  wise  swallows  to  the 
south  are  fled ; 
Not  that,  beneath  the  law  which 
fades  the  flower, 
An  earthly  hope  should  wither  in 

the  cells 
Of  this  poor  earthly  house  of  Ufe, 
where  dwells 
Unseen     the     solitary    Thinking- 
Power  ; 

But  that  where  fades  the  flower  the 
weed  should  flourish ; 
Forall  the  bafflodeffbrts  to  achieve 
The  ImiKTishable  from  the  things 
that  perisli, 
For  broken  vows,  and  weakened 
will,  I  grieve. 
Knowing  that  night  of  all  Is  creep- 
ing on 
Wherein    can    no   man  work,   I 

sorrow  most 
For  what  Is  gained,  and  not  for 
what  is  lost ; 
Nor  mourn  alone   what^s   undone, 
but  what's  done. 


The  orb6d  splendor  seems  to  slide 
and  shine 
Aslope  the  rolling  vapors  In  the  vale. 

Abroad  the  stars'  majestic  light  Is 
flung. 
And  they  fade  brightening  up  the 
steps  of  Nlglit. 
Cold   mysteries   of    the  midnight! 
that,  among 
The   sleeps  and  pauses    of  this 
world.  In  sight. 
Reveal  a  doubtful  liope  to  wild  De- 
sire ; 
Which,  hungering  for  the  sources 

of  the  suns, 
Makes  moan  beyond  the  blue  Sep« 
tentrlons, 
And  spidery  Saturn  In  his  webs  ol 
Are; 

Whether  the  unconscious  destlnie  . 
of  man 
Move  with  tlie  motions  of  your 
spher^'d  liglits, 
And  his  brief  course,  foredoomed 
ere  he  began, 
Your   shining   symbols    flxed    ii 
rejichless  heights. 
Or  whether  all  the  purpose  of  hi 
I)ain 
Be   shut   in   his   wUd   heart  and 

feverish  will, 
He  knows  no  more  than  this :  — 
that  you  are  still, 
But  he  is  moved  :  he  goes,  but  you 
remain. 


What  light,  from  j'onder  windless 
cloud  released. 
Is  widenintr  up  the  peaks  of  yon 
black  hills? 
It  is  the  full  moon  In  the  mystic 
east, 
Whose  coming  half  the  unravlsht 
darkness  Alls 
Till  all    among    the    ribbed    light 
cloudlets  pale, 
From  shore  to  shore  In  sapphrine 
deeps  divine, 


Fooled  was  the  human  vanity  that 
wrote 
Strange  names  in  astral  fire  on 
yonder  pole. 
Who  and  what  were  they  —  In  what 
age  remote  — 
That  scrawled   weak   boaats   on 
von  sidereal  scroll? 
Orion  shines.    Now  seek  for  Nim- 
ro<l.     Where? 
Osiris  is  a  fable,  and  no  more : 
But  Slrius  burns  as  brightly  as  of 
j  yore. 

I  There  Is  no  shade  on  Berenice's  hair 
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You  that  oiitliist  the  Pyramids,  as 
they 
Outlast  their  founders,  tell  us  of 
our  doom ! 
You  that  see  love  depart,  and  Error 
stray, 
And  Genius  toiling  at  a  splendid 
tomb, 
Like   those   Egyptian  slaves:    and 
Hope  deceived  : 
And  strenj^th  still  failingwhen  the 

^oal  is  near : 
And  Passion  parcht:  and  Ilapture 
claspt  to  Fear : 
And  Trust  betrayed .   and  Memory 
bereaved  I 

Vain   question!     Shall   some  other 
voice  declare 
WImt  my  soul  knows  not  of  her- 
self ?     Ah  no! 
Dnmb    patient    Monster,    grieving 
everyvvliere, 
Thou  answerest  nothing  which  I 
did  not  know. 
The  broken  fragments  of  ourselves 
we  seek 
In  alien  forms,  and  leave  our  lives 

bcliiud. 
In  our  own  memories  our  graves 
we  find, 
ind  when  we  lean  upon  our  hearts, 
they  break. 


More  like  that  Hades  of  the  anii(iue 
creeds ;  — 
A   laud   of  vales    forlorn,  where 
Thouglit  shall  roam 
Regretful,  void  of  wholesome  human 
deeds,  [home, 

An  endless,  homeless  pining  after 
To  which  all  sights  and  sounds  shall 
minister 
In  vain  :  —  white  roses  glimmer- 
ing all  alone 
In  an  evening  light,  and,  with  his 
haunting  tone, 
The  advancing:  twilight's  shard-born 
trumpeter. 

A  world  like  this  world's  worst  coni<» 
back  again : 
Still  groaning  'neath  the  burtlun 
of  a  Fall : 
Eternal  longing  witli  eternal  pain. 
Want  without  hope,  and  memor\% 
saddening  all. 
All  congregrated  failure  and  despair 
Shall  wander  tliere,  through  some 

olil  maze  of  wrong :  — 
Ophelia    drowning    in    her   own 
death-.song, 
And   First-Love    strangled    in    his 
golden  hair. 

Ah  well,  for  those  that  overcome ,  no 
doubt 
The  crowns  are  ready ;  strength  Is 
to  the  strong. 


(  seem  to  see  'mitl  vonder  glimmer-  '  ^"^  we-  but  Nve-  weals  hearts  that 
in'-  spheres  *  ^'^<^P^*  «*><>"^ 

Another   world  :  -  not    that    our       ^"  darkness,  with  a  lamp  that  fails 

pravers  record.  j  „,       i^    "r     :  -i   •   w      i   . 

Wherein  our  Gr>d  shall  wipe  awav  I  ^*'^'    lengthening   midnight,    dying 
all  tears  '  '  *-^^'  ^^'^'  ^*^'**^-^^ 

And  never  v.Jice  of  mourning  shall       '^^»<^  ^^^^^^^  *^*^«'-^  •   ^'  ^^'^^^t  for  us 
be  heard  •  remains. 

But   one   between   the   sunset   and       ^"^  "^?'*<*\*  ^^""^^^  ^^'^^^'  Immortal 
moonrlse  •  '  Vf\\\\^  i 

Near  night,  vet  neighboring  day  :    '^"^  yet  — God  breathed  aspirit  into 

a  twilit  land,  ^^^'"  • 

And    peopled    by    a    melancholy    I  know  this  miracle  of  the  soul  Is 
band  —  more 

The  souls  that  loved  and  failed — ;      Than  all  the  marvels  that  it  looks 
with  hopeless  eyes;  |  upon. 
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And  we  are  kings  who.sc  heritage 
was  before 
The  spheres,  and  owes  no  homage 
to  the  sun. 
In  my  own  breast  a  mightier  world 
I  bear 
Than  all  those  orbs  on  orbs  about 

me  rolled ; 
Nor  are  you  kinglier,  stars,  though 
throned  on  gold, 
And  given  the  empires  of  the  mid- 
night-air. 

For  I,  too,  am  undying  as  you  are. 
O  teach  me  calm,  and  teach  me 
self-control :  — 
To  sphere  my  spirit  like  yon  flx6d 
star 
That  moves  not  ever  in  the  utmost 
pole, 
But  whirls,  and  sleeps,  and  turns  all 
heaven  one  way. 


So,  strong  as  Atlas,  should  the 

spirit  stand. 
And  turn  the  great  globe  round  in 

her  right  hand, 
For  recreation  of  her  sovereign  sway. 

Ah  yet ! — For  all,  I  shall  not  use  mj 
power. 
Nor  reign  within  the  light  of  my 
own  home, 
Till    speculation    fades,    and    that 
strarge  hour 
Of  the  departing  of  the  soul  is 
come; 
Till  all  this  wrinkled  husk  of  care 
falls  by, 
And  my  immortal  nature  stands 

upright 
In  her  perpetual  morning,  and  the 
light 
Of  suns  that  set  not  on  Eternity ! 
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THE  MAGIC  LAND. 

By  woodland  belt,  by  ocean  bar, 
The  ftill  south  breeze  our  fore- 
heads fanned. 

And,  under  many  a  yellow  star, 
We  dropped  into  the  Magic  Land. 

There,  every  sound  and  every  sight 
Means  more  than  sight  or  sound 
elsewhere ; 

Each  twilight  star  a  twofold  light; 
Each  rose  a  double  redness,  there. 

By  ocean  bar,  by  woodland  belt. 
Our  silent  course  a  syren  led. 

Till  dark  in  dawn  began  to  melt, 
Through   the  wild   wizard- work 
overhead. 

A  murmur  from  the  violet  vales ! 
A  glory  in  the  goblin  dell ! 


There  Beauty  all  her  breast  unveils. 
And  Music  pours  out  all  her  shell. 

We   watched,  toward  the  land    ^f 
dreams, 
The  fair  moon  draw  the  murmur- 
iug  main ; 
A  single  thread  of  silver  beams 
Was  made  the  monster's  rippling 
chain. 

We  heard  far  ott'  the  8>Ten*8  song ; 
We    caught    the    gleam   of  sea- 
maid's hair.  [among. 
The    glimmering    isles    and   rocks 
We    moved    through    sparkling 
purple  air. 

Then  Morning  rose,  and  smote  from 
far, 

Her  elfln  harps  o'er  land  and  sea; 
And  woodland  belt,  and  ocean  bar, 

To  one  sweet  note, sighed  *'  Italy !" 
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DESIRE. 

The  golden  Planet  of  the  Occident 
Warm  from  his  bath  comes  up, 
i'  the  rosy  air, 

And  you  may  tell  which  way  the 
Daylight  went, 

•  Only  by  his  last  footsteps  shining 
there : 

For  now  he  dwells 

Sea-deep  o'er  the  other  shore  of 
the  world, 

And  winds  himself  in    the   pink- 
mouthed  sliells ; 

Or,  with  his  dusky,  sun-dyed  Priest, 

Walks  in  the  gardens  of  the  gor- 
geous East ; 
Or  hides  in  Indian  hills ;  or  sail- 

eth  where 
Floats,  curiously  curled, 

I^eagues  out  of  sight  and  scent  of 
spicy  trees, 

The  cream-white  nautilus  on  sap- 
phrine  seas. 

But  here  the  Night  from  the  hill- 
top yonder, 
Steals  ail  alone,  nor  yet  too  soon ; 
I  have  sighed  for,  and  sought  for, 
her ;  sadder  and  fonder 
(All  through  the  lonely  and  lin- 
ger! nir  noon) 
Than  a  maiden  that  sits  by  the  lat- 
tice to  ponder 
On  vows  made  in  vain,  long  since, 
under  the  moon. 
Iler  dusky  hair  slie  hath  shaken  free, 
And  lier  tender  eyes  are  wild  witli 
love ; 
And  her  balmy  bosom  lies  bare  to  me. 
She  hath  lighted  the  seven  sweet 
Pleiads  above. 
She  is  breathing  over  the  dreaming 
sea, 
She  is  murmuring  low  in  the  cedar 

grove ; 
She  hath  put  to  sleep  the  moaning 
dove 
In  the  silent  cypress-tree. 

And  there  is  no  voice  nor  whisper, — 
No  voice  nor  whisper, 


In  the  hillside  olives  all  at  rest, 
Underneath  blue-lighted  Hesper, 

Sinking,  slowly ,  in  the  liqu  id  west  ? 
For  the  night's  heart  knoweth  bes^ 
Love  by  silence  most  exprest. 
The  nightingales  keep  mute 
Each  one  his  fairy  flute. 
Where  the  mute  stars  look  down, 
And  the  laurels  close  the  green  sea- 
side : 
Only  one  amorous  lute 
Twangs  in  the  distant  town, 
From  some  lattice  opened  wMe  : 
The   climbing    rose   and  vine   are 

here,  are  there. 
On  the  terrace,  around,  above  me : 
The  lone  Lednpan  ♦  lights  from  yen 

enchanted  air 
Look  down  upon  my  spirit,  like  a. 
spirit's  eyes  that  love  me. 

How  beautiful,  at  night,  to  muse  on 
the  mountain  height, 
Moated    in    purple   air,   and   all 
alone ! 
How  beautiful,  at  night,  to  look 
into  the  light 
Of  loving  eyes,  when  loving  lips 
lean  down  unto  our  own  ! 
Hut  there  is  no  hand  in  mine,  no 
hand  in  mine. 
Nor  any  tender  cheek  against  me 
prest : 
O  stars  that  o'er  me  shine,  I  pine,  I 
pine, I  pine, 
With  liopeless  fancies  hidden  in 
an  ever-Iiungering  breast! 

O  where,  O  where  is  she  that  should 
be  here, 
The  spirit  my  spirit  dreameth? 
With  the  passionate  eyes,  so  deep, 
so  dear, 
Where  a  secret  sweetness  beam- 
eth? 
O  sleepeth  she,  with  her  soft  gold 
hair 


♦  ••  ITow  oft,  unwearied,  have  we  spent  the^ 
nightH. 
Till  the  Ledaean  Ptnrs,  ho  famed  for  love. 
Wondered  at  u«  from  above."  —  Cowlky. 


IN  ITAL  y. 


187 


Streaming  over  the  fragrant  pil- 
low, 
Anil  a  rich  dream  glowing  in  her 
ripe  cheelc, 
Far  away,  I  know  not  wlierc. 
By  lonely  shores,  where  tlie  tum- 
biiug  billow 
Sounds  all  night  in  an  emerald 
creek  ? 

Or  doth  she  lean  o'er  the  casement 
stone 
When  tlie  day*s  dull  noise  is  done 
with. 
And  the  sceptred  spirit  remounts 
alone 
Into  her  long-usurpM  throne, 
By  the  stairs  the  stars  are  won  with? 

Hearing  the  white  owl  call 
Where  the  river  draws  through  the 
meadows  below, 
By  the  beeches  brown,  and  the 
broken  wall, 
His  silvery,  seaward  waters,  slow 

To  the  ocean  bounding  all : 
With,  here  a  star  on  his  glowing 
breast. 
And.  there  a  lamp  down-stream- 
ing, 
And  a  musical  motion  towards  the 

west 

Where  the  long  white  cliffs  are 
gleaming ; 
While,  far  in  the  moonlight,  lies  at 
rest 

A  great  ship,  asleep  and  dream- 
ing? 

Or  doth  she  linger  yet 

Among  her  sisters  and  brothers, 
In  the  chamber  where  liappy  faces 
are  met. 
Distinct  from  all  the  others? 
As  my  star  up  there,  be  it  never  so 
bright, 
No  other  star  resembles. 
Doth  she  steal  to  the  window,  and 

strain  her  sight 
(While  the  pearl  in  her  warm  hair 
trembles) 
Over  the  dark,  the  distant  night, 


Feeling  something  changed  In  her 
home  yet ; 
That  old  song«  have  lost  their  old 
delight. 
And  the  true  soul  is  not  come  yet? 
Till  the  nearest  star  in  sight 
Is  drowned  in  a  tearful  light. 

I  would  that  I  were  nigh  her, 
Wherever  she  rest  or  rove  1 

My  spirit  waves  as  a  spiral  lire 
In  a  viewless  wind  doth  move. 

Go  forth,  alone,  go    forth,  wild- 
winged  Desire, 
Thou  art  the  bird  of  Jove, 

That  broodest  lone  by  the  Olympian 
throne ; 

And  strong  to  bear  the  thunders 
which  destroy, 

Or  fetch  the  ravlsht,  flute-playing 
Phrygian  boy ; 

Go  forth,  across   the  world,   and 
find  my  love ! 

FATALITY. 

I  HAVE  seen  her,  with  her  golden 
hair, 
And  her  exquisite  primrose  face. 
And  the  violet  in  her  eyes ; 
And  my  heart  received  Its  own  de- 
spair — 
The  thrall  of  a  hopeless  grace. 
And   the    knowledge    of  how 
youth  dies. 

Live  hair  afloat  with  snakes  of  gold, 
And  a  throat  as  white  ns  snow, 
And  a  stately  figure  and  foot ; 
And  that  faint  pink  smile,  so  sweot, 
so  cold. 
Like  a  wood  anemone,  closed  be- 
low 
The  shade  of  an  ilex  root. 

And  her  aellcate  milk-white  hand 
In  mine, 
And  her  pensive  voice  in  my  ear, 
And  her  eyes  downcast  as  we 
speak. 
I  am  fllled  with  a  rapture,  vagu<» 
and  flue ; 
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For  there  has  fallen  a  sparkling 
tear 
Over  her  soft,  pale  cheek. 

A.nd  I  know  that  all  is  hopeless  now. 
And  that  which  might  have  been, 
Had  she  only  waited  a  year  or 
two, 
Is  turned  to  a  wild  regret,  I  know, 
Which  will  haunt  us  both,  what- 
ever the  scene, 
And  whatever  the  path  we  go. 

Meanwhile,  for  one  moment,  hand 
in  hand, 
We  gaze  on  each  other's  eyes ; 
And  the  red  moon  rises  above 
us; 
We  linger  with  love  in  the  lovely 
land,  — 
Italy  with  its  yearning  skies, 
And  its  wild  white  stars  that 
love  us. 

A   VISION. 

The  hour  of  Hesperus!    the  hour 
when  feeling 
Grows  likest  memory,  and  the  full 
heart  swells 
With  pensive  pleasure  to  the  mellow 
pealing 
Of  mournful  music  upon  distant 
bells : 
The  hour  when  it  seems  sweetest  to 
be  loved, 
And    saddest   to  have    loved   in 

days  no  more. 
O  love,  0  life,  O  lovely  land  of 
yore, 
Through    which,    erewhile,    these 
weary  footsteps  roved. 

Was  it  a  vision  ?    Or  Irene,  sitting, 
Lone  in  her  chamber,  on  her  snowy 
bed. 
With    listless    fingers,    liugeringly 
unknitting 
Her    silken    bodice;     and,    with 
bended  head, 
Hiding  in  warm  hair,  half  way  to  her 
knee, 


Her  pearl-pale  shoulder,  leaning 

on  one  arm, 
Athwart  the   darkness,   odoroua 
and  warm, 
To  watch  the  low,  full  moon  set, 

pensively  ? 
A  fragrant  lamp  burned  dimly  in 
the  room, 
With  scarce  a  gleam  in  either  look* 
ing-glass. 
The  mellow  moonlight,  through  the 
deep-blue  gloom, 
Did  all  along  the  dreamy  chamber 
pass,  [awe 

As  though  it  w^ere  a  little  toucht  with 
(Being  new-come  into  that  quiet 

place 
In  such  a  quiet  way)  at  the  strange 
grace 
Of  that  pale  lady,  and  what  else  it 

saw ;  — 
Kare  flowers  :  narcissi ;  irises,  each 
crowned ; 
Red  oleander  blossoms ;  hyacinths 
Flooding    faint    fragrance,    richly 
curled  all  round, 
Corinthian,  cool  columnar  flowers 
on  plinths ; 
Waxen  camelias,  white  and  crimson 
ones ;  [rose. 

And  amber  lilies,  and  the  regal 
Which  for  the  breast  of  queeuj; 
full-scornful  irrows; 
All    pinnacled    in    urns    of  carven 

bronze : 
Tables    of  inwrouirht    stone,    true 
Florentine,  — 
Olympitin    circles   thronged  with 
Mercuries, 
Minervas,   little  Junos  dug  i'   the 

green 
Of  ruined  Rome,    and  Juno's  own 

rich  eves 
Vivid  on  peacock  plumes  Sidonian : 
A  ribboned   lute,  young  Music's 

cradle :  books. 
Vellumed   and   cliispt:    and  with 
bewildered  looks. 
Madonna's  picture, — the  old  smile 


grown  wan. 
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From     blooiiicd     thickets,    firefly- 1  EROS. 

Ti,   ^"^^^'^'^^Tf"^    WK      ,1.  i  What  wonder  that  I  loved  her  thus. 
The  terrace,  fluted  cool  the  night-  j  ^|,„^  „5.,i.f  v 


ingale. 
^.n  at  the  open  window  came  the 
breath 


I  that  nijirht  ? 

'  The  Ini mortals  know  each  other  at 

flrst  sight, 
'  And  Love  is  of  them. 

In  tlie  fading  li^ht 
Of  that  delicious  eve,  whose  stars 
even  vet 


Of  many  a  l)almy,  dim  blue,  dream- 
ing vale. 
At  intervals  the  howlet's  note  came 

„i  »r    ■         I    1      «i  ♦!  1     Gild  the  long  dreamless  nights,  and 

Fluttermg  dark  silence  through  n«nn«t  ant 


the  cypress  grove; 


cannot  set, 
iiic- 1;>  tiiw-^.-  Jj»"*^»  ■  siie  passed  me,  through  the  silence : 

An  infant  breeze  from  the  elf-laml  ^     ,,  .      j^^j^       ^ 

Iler    waving,    wcrm,    bright    hair 
neglectfully 


of  Love, 
Lured  i)y  the  dewy  hour,  crept,  lisp 
Ing,  near. 


Poured  round  her  showy  throat  as 

A     I  J     11 4.1       s  1 4.  u  4    I  without  care 

Ami  now  Is  all  the  iiifrht  her  own,  to  |  q^  j^,  ^„.„  ,^^„jy 

maKo  It  ...    ^.  ,;  And  wlucn  she  turned  on  mc 

Orpraveorgaywlth  throngs  of  I  The   sorrowing    light    of  desolate 

waking  dreams.  eves  divine 

No'v  grows  her  heart  so  ripe,  a  sigh    j  ^„^„.  •,„  ^  .^^^^'^j  ^^^^^  „„,  n^.^^ 

might  shake  it 
To  showers  of  fruit,  all   golden 

as  buseeins 


must  be 
Henceforth.      It   lightened  on  me 

Hesperian    growth.    Why  not,   on    How  shirwariVretrievably  all  mine. 


I  hers,  —  through  time,  become  eter- 


nights  like  this. 
Should    Daphne    out    from    yon ,  ^^^^,  [wise 

green  laurel  slip  ?  j^  ^^,^^j^^  ^•;^^  ^,^.^,^  j^^^.^  ^^^^^  L^^,^;.^.: 


A  Drj'ad  from  the  ilex,  with  white  1 ., 


hip 

Quivered  and  thonged  to  hunt  with 
Artemis  ? 


Gazing  into  those  eyes. 

And  if.  before  I  gazed  on  them,  my 


soul,  [lowed, 

Oblivious  of  her   destiny,  luid   f<»'- 
To-night,    what    wonder    were    it.    In  day>  forever  silent,  tlie  c«)ntrol 
wliili'  such  sliadows  .  Of   aliy   l)eauty   less    divinely   hal- 

Are  taking   up   such  'shapes  on  j  iowe«l     *  [brows, 

mooidit  mountains,  Thau  that  upon  her  bcautiflil  white 

Such   star-flies    kindling  o'er    low    (Tlic  xTiiie  .summits  of  all  earthly 
emerald  meadows,  sweetness!) 

Such  voices  floating  out  of  hill-    Strrightway  tlie  records  of  all  other 
side  fountains,  vows 

If  some  full  face  should  from  the    Of  id*)l-worship  faded  silently 

window  greet  her,  ( )ut  of  the  r(»hling  leaves  of  memory, 

Who.se  eyes  should  be  new  planet-    Forever  and  forever;  and  my  heart 


ai7  lights. 
Whose  voice  a  well  of  liquid  love- 
delights, 
And  to  the  dLstance  sighingly  en- 
treat her  ? 


became 
Pure  white  at  once,  to  keep  in  itif 

completeness. 
And  perfect  purity, 
Her  mvstic  name. 


I  go 
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My  body  sleeps :  my  heart  awakes. 

My  lips  to  breathe  thy  name  are 

moved 

In    slumber's    ear:     then    slumber 

breaks ; 

And  I  am  drawn  to  thee,  beloved. 

Thou  drawest  me,  thou  drawest  me, 

Throujjh  sleep,  through  night,  I 

hear  the  rills, 
And  hear  the  leoi)ard  in  the  liills, 
A*id  dowu  tlie  dark  1  feel  to  thee. 

The  vineyards  and  the  villages 

Were  silent  in  the  vales,  the  rocks. 
1  followed  past  the  m>Trhy  trees, 

And  by  the  footsteps  of  tlic  Hocks. 
Wiki  honey,  dropt  from  stone  to 
stone, 

Where  bees  have  been,  my  path 
suggests. 

The  winds  are  in  the  eagles'  nests. 
The  moon  is  hid.    I  walk  alone. 

Thou  drawest  me,  thou  drawest  me 

Across    the    glimmering  wilder- 
nesses, 
And  drawest  me,  my  love,  to  thee. 

With  dove's  eyes  hidden  in   thy 
tresses. 
The  world  is  manv :  mv  love  is  one. 

I  find  no  likeness  for  mv  love. 

The  cinnamons  grow  in  thegrove  : 
The  Golden  Tree  grows  all  alone. 

O   who    hath   seen*  her  wondrous 
hair! 

Or  seen  my  dove's  eyes  in   the 
woods? 
Or  fi)und  her  voice  upon  lh«»  air? 

Iler -steps  along  the  solitudes? 
Oh  where  is  beauty  like  to  hers? 

She  draweth  me,  she  draweth  me. 

I  sought  her  by  the  inconse-tree, 
And  in  the  aloes,  and  in  the  firs. 

Where  art  thou,  O  my  heart's  de- 
light. 
With  dove's  eyes  hiddeu   in  thy 
locks? 
My  hair  is  wet  with  dews  of  night. 
My  feet  are  torn  upon  the  rocks. 


The  ccdarn  scents,  the  spices,  fall 
About  me.     Strange  and  stranger 

seems 
The  path.    There  comes  a  sound 
of  streams 
Above  the  darkness  on  the  vale. 

No  trees   drop  gums;  but  poison 
fiowers 
From  rifts  and  clefts  all  round  me 
fall; 
The    perfumes    of    thy   midnight 
bo  .vers, 
The  fragrance  of  thy  chambers,  all 
Is  drawing  me,  is  drawing  me. 
Thy  baths  prepare;  anoint  thine 

hai  r : 
Open  the  window  :  meet  me  there : 
I  come  to  thee,  to  thee,  to  thee ! 

Thy  lattices  arc  dark,  my  own. 
Thy   doors   arc   still.  *  My  love^ 
look  out. 
Arise,  my  dove  with  tender  tone. 
The  camphor-clusters  all  about 
Are      whitening.       Dawn      breaks 
silently. 
And  all  my  spirit  witli  the  dawn 
Expands;     anil,    slowly,    slowly- 
drawn, 
Through  mist  and  darkness  moves 
toward  thee. 

MORNING   AND   MEETING. 

Oni:   yellow   star,  the   largest  and 
*the  Inst 
Of  all  tlie  lovely  night,  was  fading 
slow 
(As  fatk's  a  happy  moment  in  the 
past) 
Out  of  the  changing  east,  when, 
yet  aglow 
AVith  dreams  her  looks  made  magi- 
cal, from  sleep 
I   waked;    and   opv.d  the  lattice. 

Like  a  rose 
All  the  red-opening  morning  ^^un 
disclose 
A   ripened  light  upon  the  distant 
steep. 
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A  bell  was  cliimiiig  through   the 
crystal  air 
From  the    high    convent-church 
upou  the  hill. 
The  folk  were  loitering  by  to  matin 
prayer. 
The  church-bell  called  me   out, 
and  seemed  to  fill 
The  air  with  little  hopes.    I  reached 
the  door  [rise, 

Before  the  chanted  hymn  began  to 
And  float  its  liquid  Latin  melodies 
O'er  pious  groups  about  the  marble 
floor. 

Breathless,  I  slid  among  the  kneel- 
ing folk, 
A  little  bell  went  tinkling  through 
the  pause 
(.)f  inward  prayer.    Then  forth  the 
low  chant  broke 
Among  the  glooming  aisles,  that 
through  a  gauze 
Of  sunlight  glimmered. 

Thickly  throbbed  my  blood. 
I  saw,  dark-tress6d  in  the  rose-lit 

shade. 
Many  a  little  dusk  Italian  maid. 
Kneeling  with   fervent   face  close 
where  I  stood. 

The  morning,  all  a  misty  splendor, 
shook 
Deep    in    the    mighty  window's 
flame-lit  webs. 
It   touched    the  crowned  Apostle 
with  his  hook. 
And  brightened  where  the  sea  of 
jasper  ebbs 
Above  those  Saints'  white  feet  that 
stand  serene 
Each  with  his  legend,  each  in  his 

own  hue 
Attired  :  some  beryl-golden :  sap- 
phire blue 
Some :   and  some   ruby-red :   some 
emerald-green. 

Wherefore,     in    rainbow- wreaths, 
the  rich  light  rolled 
About  the  snowy  altar,  sparkling 
cl<$an. 


The  organ  groaned  and  pined,  then, 
growing  bold. 
Revelled    the    cherubs*     golden 
wings  atween. 
And  in  the  light,  beneath  the  music, 
kneeled 
(As  pale  as  some  stone  Virgin 

bending  solemn 
Out  of  the  red  gleam  of  a  granite 
column) 
Irene  with  claspt  hands  and  cold 
lips  sealed. 

As    one    who,    pausing    on    some 
mountain-height, 
Above  the  breeze  that  breaks  o'6r 
vineyard  walls. 
Leans  to  the  impulse  of  a  wild  de- 
light. 
Bows  earthward,  feels  the  hills 
bow  too,  and  falls  — 
I  dropt  beside  lier.    Feeling  seemed 
to  expand 
And  close  :  a  mist  of  music  fllled 

the  air : 
And,  when  it  ceased  in  heaven,  I 
was  aware 
That,    through    a    rapture,  I   had 
toucht  lier  hand. 

THE   CLOUD. 

With  shape  to  shape,  all  day, 
And  change  to  change,  by  foreland, 
flrth,  and  bay, 
The  cloud  comes  down  from  wan- 
derinir  with  the  wind, 
Throughglooniniul  gleam  across 
the  grcoii  waste  seas ; 
And,  leaving  the  white  clitt*  and  lone 
•    tower  bare 
To  empty  air. 

Slips  down  the  windless  west 
and  grows  defined 
In  splendor  by  degrees. 

And,  blown  by  every  wind 

Of  w^onder  through  all  regions  of 

the  mind. 
From  hope  to  fear,  ftom  doubt  to 

sweet  despite 
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Changing  all  shapes,  and  min- 
gling snow  with  fire, 
The  thought  of  her  decends,  sleeps 
o'er  the  bounds 
Of  passion,  grows,  and  rounds 
Its  golden  outlines  in  a  gradual 
light 
Of  still  desire. 


ROOT  AND  LEAF. 

Thk  love  that  deep  within  me  lies 
Unmoved    abides    in    conscious 
power ; 

Yet  in  the  heaven  of  thy  sweet  eyes 
It  varies  every  hour. 

A  look  from  thee  will  flush  the 
cheek : 

A  word  of  thine  awaken  tears  : 
And  ah,  in  all  I  do  and  speak 

How  frail  my  love  appears ! 

In   yonder    tree,    Beloved,   whose 
boughs 
Are  household  both  to  earth  and 
heaven, 
Whose  leavus  have  murmured  of 
our  vows 
To  many  a  balmy  even, 

The  branch  that  wears  the  liveliest 
green, 
Is  shaken  by  the  restless  bird; 
The  leaves  that  nighest  heaven  are 
seen, 
By  every  breeze  are  stirred : 

But  storms  may  rise,  and  thunders 
roll. 

Nor  move  the  giant  roots  l)elow ; 
So,  ftrom  the  bases  of  the  soul. 

My  love  for  thee  doth  grow. 


the  South, 
It  seeks  the  heaven,  and  trembles  '  In  a  slumber  dim  and  deep, 


WARNINGS. 
Beware,  beware  of  witchery ! 

And  fall  not  in  the  snare 
That  lurks  and  lies  in  wanton  eyes. 

Or  hides  in  goldeu  hair : 
For  the  Witch  hath  sworn  to  catch 
thee. 
And  her  spells  are  on  the  air. 
**  Thou  art  fair,  fair,  fatal  fair, 

O  Irene!" 
What  is  it,  what  Is  it, 

In  the  whispers  of  the  leaves  ? 
In  the  night- wind,  when  its  bosom» 

With  the  shower  in  it,  grieves  ? 
In  the  breaking  of  the  breaker. 
As  it  breaks  upon  the  beach 
Throughthcsilenceof  the  night? 

Cordelia !     Cordelia ! 
A  warning  in  my  ear  — 
"  Not  here !  not  here  I  not  here  ! 
But  seek  lier  yet.  and  seek  her, 
See  her  ever  out  of  reach. 
Out  of  reach,  and  out  of  sijrht ! " 

Cordelia ! 
Eyes  on  mine,  when  none  can  view 

'me! 
And  a  magic  murmur  through  me' 
And  a  presence  out  of  Fairyland, 

Invisible,  yet  near ! 
(^ordi'lia ! 
**  In  a  time  which  hath  not  beeu  ; 
In  a  land  thou  hast  not  seen : 

Thou  shalt  find  her,  but  not  now  r 
Thou  {^halt  meet  her,  but  uoi 
here :" 
Cordelia!     Cordelia! 
*'  In  the  falling  of  the  snow  : 
In  the  fading  of  the  year : 

When  the  light  of  hope  is  low, 
And  the  last  red  leaf  is  sere." 

C'ordelia ! 
And  my  senses  lie  asleep,  fast  asleep, 

O  Irene ! 
In  the  chambers  of  this  Sorceress, 


there 


She  is  seeking  yet  to  keep, 


To  everylight  and  passing  breath;  '  Brimful  of  poisoned  perfumes. 


But  from  the  heart  no  storm  can  tear 
Its  rooted  growth  beneath. 


The  shut  blossom  of  my  youth 
O  fatal,  fatal  fair  Irene ! 
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But  the  whispering  of  the  leaves, 
And  the  night-wind,  when  it  grieves, 
And  the  breaking  of  the  breaker, 
As  it  breaks  upon  the  beach 
Through  the  silence  of  the 
night, 

Cordelia ! 
Whisper  ever  in  my  ear 
**Not  here!    not  here  I    not 
here  I 
But  awake,  O  wanderer!  seek 
her, 
Ever  seek  her  out  of  reacli, 
Out  of  reach,  and  out  of  sight !  ** 

Cordelia! 

There  is  a  star  above  me 

Unlike  all  the  millions  round  it. 
There  is  a  heart  to  love  me, 
Although  not  yet  1  have  found  it. 
And  awhile, 

O  Cordelia,  Cordelia ! 
A  light  and  careless  singer, 
Id  the  subtle  South  1  linger. 
While  the  blue  is  on  the  mountain. 
And  the  bloom  is  on  the  peach. 
And  tlie  flre-flv  on  the  night, 

Cordelia ! 
But  my  course  is  ever  nor- 

ward, 
And  a  whisper  whispers"  For- 
\*  ard !  '* 
Arise,  O  wanderer,  seek  her, 
Seek  her  ever  out  of  reach, 
Out  of  reach  and  out  of  sight ! 

Cordelia ! 
Out  of  sight, 
Cordelia !     Cordelia ! 

Out  of  reach,  out  of  sight, 
Cordelia! 


A  FANCY. 

flow  sweet  were  life, — this  life,  If 
we 
/'My  love  and  1)  might  dwell  to- 
gether 
Here  beyond  the  summer  sea, 
In  the  heart  of  summer  weather ! 


With  pomegranates  on  the  bough, 
And  with  lilies  in  the  bower; 

And  a  sight  of  distant  snow. 
Rosy  in  the  sunset  hour. 

And  a  little  house,  —  no  more 
in    state    than    suits    two  quiet 
lovers ; 
And  a  woodbine  round  the  door, 
Where  the  swallow   builds  and 
hovers ; 

With  a  silver  sickle-moon. 
O'er  hot  gardens,  red  with  roses  -. 

And  a  window  wide,  in  June, 
For     serenades    when    evening 
closes : 

In  a  chamber  cool  and  simple, 
Trellised  light  from  roof  to  base- 
ment ; 
And  a  summer  wind  to  dimple 
The  white  curtain  at  the  case- 
ment: 

Where,  If  we  at  midnight  wake, 
A  green  acacia-tree  shall  quiver 

In  the  moonlight,  o'er  some  lake 
Where   nightingales  sing    songs 
forever. 

With  a  pine-wood  dark  In  sight ; 

And  a  bean-field  climbing  to  us, 
To  make  odors  faint  at  night 

Where  we  roam  with  none  to  view 
us. 

And  a  convent  on  the  hill, 
Through    its  light  green  olives 
peeping 
In  clear  sunlight,  and  so  still. 
All    the  nuns,  you'd   say,  were 
sleeping. 

Seas  at  distance,  seen  beneath 
Grated  garden-wlldcmesses ;  — 

Not  so  far  but  what  their  breath 
At    eve    may    fan    my  darling's 
tresses. 

A  piano,  soft  In  sound. 

To    make    music   when    speech 
wanders, 
roets  reverently  bound. 

O'er  whose  pages  rapture  pondera 
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Canvas,  brushes,  haes,  to  catch 
Fleeting  forms  in  vale  or  moun- 
tain: 
And  an  evening  star  to  watch 
When  all's  still,  save  one  sweet 
fountain. 

Ih !  I  idle  time  away 

With  impossible  fond  fancies  I 
For  a  lover  lives  all  day 

In  a  land  of  lone  romances. 

But  the  hot  light  o'er  the  city 
Drops,  — and  see !  on  fire  departs. 

And  the  night  comes  down  in  pity 
To  the  longing  of  our  hearts. 

Bind  thy  golden  hair  from  falling, 
O  my  love,  my  one,  my  own ! 

'Tis  for  thee  the  cuckoo's  calliug 
With  a  note  of  tenderer  tone. 

Up  the  hillside,  near  and  nearer, 
Through  the  vine,  the  corn,  the 
flowers, 

Till  the  very  air  grows  dearer, 
Neighboring  our  pleasant  bowers. 

Now  I  pass  the  last  Poder^ : 
There,  the  city  lies  behind  me. 

See  her  fluttering  like  a  fairy 
O'er  the  happy  grass  to  find  me ! 

ONCE. 

A  PAixiNG  Star  that  shot  across 
The  intricate  and  twinkling  dark 

Vanisht,  yet  left  no  sense  of  loss 
Throughout  the  wide  ethereal  arc 

Of  those  serene  and  solemn  skies 
That  round  the  dusky  prospect 
rose, 
And  ever  seemed  to  rise,  and  rise, 
Through  regions  of  unreached  re- 
pose. 

Far,    on    the    windless    mountain- 
range. 
One  crimson  sparklet  died:  the 
blue 
Flushed  with  a  brilliance,  faint  and 
strange, 
The  ghost  of  daylight,  dying  too. 


But  half -revealed,  each  terrace  urn 

Glimmered,  where  now,  in  filmy 

flight. 

We  watched  return,  and  still  return. 

The  blind  bats  searching  air  for 

sight. 

With  sullen  fits  of  fleeting  sound. 
Borne  half  asleep  on  slumbrous 
air, 
The  drowsy  beetle  hummed  around. 
And  passed,  and  oft  repassed  us, 
there ; 

Where,   hand   in  hand,   our   looks 
alight 
With  thoughts  our  pale  lips  left 
untold, 
We  sat,  in  that  delicious  night, 
On  that  dim  terrace,  green  and 
old. 

Deep  down,  far  off,  the  city  lay. 
When   forth  from  all  its  spired 
was  swept 
A  music  o'er  our  souls ;  and  they 
To    music's    midmost  meanings 
leapt ; 

And,  crushing  some  delirious  cry 
Against  each  other's  lips,  we  clung 

Together  silent,  while  the  sky 
Throbbing  with  souiid  around  us 
hung ; 

For,  borne  from  bells  on  music  soft, 
That    solemn    hour    went    forth 
through  heaven. 
To  stir  the  starry  airs  aloft, 

And   thrill   the  purple   pulse    of 
even. 

O  happy  hush  of  heart  to  heart ! 

O  moment  molten  through  with 
bliss ! 
O  Love,  delaying  long  to  part 

That  first,  fast,  individual  kiss  ! 

Whereon  two  lives  on  glowing  lips 

Hung  claspt,  each  feeling  fold  In 

fold, 

Like  daisies  closed  with  crimson 

tips, 

That  sleep  about  a  heart  of  gold. 
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Was    it    some    cirows}'  rose    that  I  *^  As  some  idea,  half  divined, 


moved?  I 

Some  dreaming  dove*s  pathetic 
moan? 
Or  was  it  my  name  from  lips  be- 
loved? 
And   was  it   thy  sweet   breath, 
mine  own, 

That  made  me  feel  the  tides  of  sense 
O'er  life's  low  levels  rise  with 
might, 
And  pour  my  being  down  the  im- 
mense 
Shore  of  some  mystic  Infinite? 

*'  O,  have  I  found  thee,  my  soul's 
soul! 
My  chosen  forth  fh)m  time  and 
space ! 
And  did  we  then  break  earth's  con- 
trol? 
And  have  I  seen  thee  face  to  face? 

"Close,   closer  to    thy  home,  my 
breast. 
Closer  thy  darling  arms  enfold ! 
I  need  such  warmth,  for  else  the  rest 
Of  life  will  freeze  me  dead  with 
cold. 

"Long  was  the  search,  the  effort 
long, 
Ere  I  compelled  thee  from  thy 
sphere, 
I  know  not  with  what  mystic  song, 
I  know  not  with  what  nightly 
tear: 

••  But  thou  art  here,  beneath  whose 
eyes 

My  passion  falt4?r8,  even  as  some 
^ale  wizard's  taper  sinks,  and  dies, 

When  to  his  spell  a  spirit  is  come,  j 

^fy  brow   is    pale   with    much   of 
pain : 
Thou^ch  I  am  young,  my  youth  is 
gone, 
And,  shouldst  thou  leave  me  lone 
again, 
I  think  I  could  not  live  alone. 


With  tumult  worlLS  within  the 
brain 
Of  desolate  genius,  and  the  mind 
Is  vassal  to  Imperious  pain, 

**  For  toll  by  day,  for  tears  by  night. 
Till,    hi    the    sphere     of   vision 
brought. 
Rises  the  beautiful  and  bright 
Ih^destlned,  but   relentless 
Thought ; 

**  So,  gathering  up  the  dreams  of 
years. 
Thy  love  doth  to  Its  destined  seat 
Rise  sovran,  through  the  light  of 
tears  — 
Achieved,  accompllsht,  and  com> 
plete! 

**  I  fear  not  now  lest  any  hour 
Should  chill  the  lips  my  own  have 
prest; 

For  I  possess  thee  by  the  power 
Whereby  I  am  myself  possest. 

**  These  eyes  must  lose  their  guiding 
light : 
These  lips  IVom  thine,  I  know, 
must  sever ; 
O  looks  and  lips  may  disunite. 
But  ever  love  is  love  forever ! " 

SINCE. 

Words  like  to  these  were  said,  or 
dreamed 
(How  long  since  I)  on  a  night  di- 
vine. 
By  lips  from  which  such  rapture 
streamed 
I  cannot  deem  those  lips  were 
mine. 

The  day  comes  up  above  the  roofs, 
All  sallow  from  a  night  of  rain ; 

The  sound  of  feet,  and  wheels  and 
hoofs 
In  the  blurred  street  begins  again  r 


196 


THE  WANDERER. 


The  same  old  toil  —  no  end — uo  aim ! 

The  same  vile  babble  iu  my  ears ; 
The  same  unmeaulng  smiles:  the 
same 

Most  miserable  dearth  of  tears. 

The  game  dull  sound :  the  same  dull 
lack 
Of  lustre  in  the  level  gray : 
It  seems  like  Yesterday  come  back 
With  his  old  things,  and  not  To- 
day. 

But  now  and  then  her  name  will  fall 
From    careless    lips    with    little 
praise, 
On  this  dry  shell,  and  shatter  all 
The  smooth   indili'erence  of  my 
days. 

They  chatter   of    her  —  deem   her 
light  — 
The  apes  and  liars!     they  Avho 
know 
As  well  to  sound  the  unfathomed 
Night 
As  her  impenetrable  woe ! 

And  here,  where  Slander's  scorn  is 
spilt. 

And  gabbling  Folly  clucks  above 
Her  addled  eggs,  it  feels  like  guilt, 

To  know  that  far  away,  my  love 

Her  heart  on  every  heartless  hour 
Is  bruising,  breaking,  for  my  sake : 

While,  coiled  and  numbed,  and  void 
of  power, 
My  life  sleeps  like  a  winter  snake. 

I  know  that  at  the  mid  of  night, 
(When  she  flings  by  the  glittering 
stress 
Of  Pride,  that  mocks  the  vulgar  sight, 
And  fronts  her  chamber's  loneli- 
ness,) 

She  breaks  in  tears,  and,  overthrown 
With  sorrowing,  weeps  the  night 
away. 

Till  back  to  Ids  unlovely  throne 
Returns  the  unrelenting  day. 


All    treachery    could    devise    hail: 
wrought 
Against  us :  —  letters  robbed  and 
read : 
Snares    hid    in    smiles:    betrayal 
bought : 
And  lies  imputed  to  the  dead. 

I  will  arise  and  go  to  her. 

And  save  her  in  her  own  despite; 
For  in  my  breast  begins  to  stir 

A  pulseof  its  old  power  and  might. 

They  cannot  so  have  slandered  me 
But  what,  I  know,  if  I  should  call 

And  stretch  ray  arms  to  her,  that  she 
Would  rush  into  them,  spite  of  all. 

In    Life's   great  lazar-house,   each 

breath 

We  breathe  may  bring  or  spread 

the  pest;  [death 

And,  woman,  each  may  catch  his 

From  those  that  lean  upon   his 

breast. 

I  know  how  tender  friends  of  me 
Have  talked  with  broken  hint,  and 
glance : 
—  The  choicest  flowers  of  caluranv. 
That  seem  like  weeds,  to  spring 
from  chance ;  — 

That  small,  small,  imperceptible 
Small  talk,  which  cuts  like  pow- 
dered glass 
Ground  in  Tophana — none  can  tell 
Where  lurks  the  power  the  poison 
has! 

I  may  be  worse  than   they  would 
prove, 
(Who   knows  the  worst  of  any 
man?) 
But,  right  or  wrong,  be  sure  my 
love 
Is  not  what  they  conceive,  or  can. 

Nor  do  I  (|uestion  what  thou  art. 
Nor   what  thy   life,  in   great  or 
small. 
Thou  art,  I  know,  what  all  my  heart 
Must  beat  or  break  for.    That  is 
all. 
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'^^  'Tin7!  Tscnr"'  ~  ""*  °"*       WitlmSJ'  that  Uecpcr  paiu  i-eflcc- 


My  whole  heart  to  thee  in  these 

words  I  write; 
So  let  the  blotted  lines,  my  souVs 

sole  friend, 
Lie  upon  thine,  and  there  be  blest ! 


tion  brinjrs ; 
And  all  too  sor^*  the  fretful  house- 
hold care, 
Free  of  the  contrast  of  remem- 
bered thinjjjs. 


*'  "Jj?^*^-  '  But  ah !    it  little   prolits,  that  we 

This  flower,  whose  bruis6d  purple  '  thrust 

blood  will  stain  For  all  that's    said,  what   both 


The  page  now  wet  with  the  hot 
tears  that  fall  — 
(Indeed,  indeed,  I  struggle  to  re- 
strain 

This    weakness,    but    the    tears 
come,  spite  of  all !) 

1  plucked  it  from  the  branch  you 
used  to  I )  mi  SI', 
The  bnincli  tii.it  hides  the  wall. 
I  t^Mid  >our  flowers. 
I  keep  tlie  patlis  we  paced  in  hap- 
pier days. 
How  long  ago  they  seem,  those 
pleasant  hours. 

The  whitf  laburnum's  out.    Your 

judas-tree 

Begins    to    shed    those    crimson 

buds  of  his.  [joyously. 

The    nightingales    sing  —  ah,   too 

Who  says  those  birds  are  sad? 

I  think  there  is 

That  in  the  books  we  read,  which 
deeper  wrings 
My  heart,  so  they  lie  dusty  on  the 
shelf. 
Ah  me,  I  meant  to  speak  of  other 
thinirs 
Less   sad.      In  vain !   they  bring 
me  to  mvself. 

i  know  your  patience.    And  I  would 
not  cast 
New  shade  on  days  so  dark  as 
yours  are  grown 
By  weak  and  wild  repining  for  the 
past, 
Since  it  is  past  forever,  O  mine 
own! 


must  feel,  unnamed. 
Better  to  face  it  boldly,  as  we  must. 
Than  feel  it  iu  the  silence,  and  be 
shamed. 

Irene,  I  have  loved  you,  as  men 
love 
Light,  music,  odor,  beauty,  love 
itself!  — 
Whatever  is  apart  from,  and  above 
Those  daily  needs  which  deal  with 
dust  and  pelf. 

And  I  had  been  content,  without  one 
thought 
Our  guardian  angels  could  have 
blusht  to  know. 
So  to  have  lived  and  died,  demand- 
ing: nought 
Save,  living  dying,  to  have  loved 
you  so. 

My  youth  was  orphaned,  and   my 
age  will  be 
Childless.      I     have    no    sister. 
None,  to  steal 
One  stray  thought  from  the  many 
thoughts  of  tliee, 
Whicli  are  tlie  source  of  all   I 
think  and  feel. 

My  wildest  wish  was  vassal  to  thy 
will: 
My  haughtiest  hope,  a  pensioner 
on  thy  smile. 
Which  did  with  light  my  barren  be- 
ing All. 
As  moonlight  glorlfles  some  des 
ert  isle. 
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1  never  thought  to   kuow  what   I 
have  known,  — 
The  rapture,  dear,  of  being  loved 
by  you : 
I  never  thought,  within  my  licart,  to 
own 
One  wish  so  blest  tliat  you  should 
share  it  too  : 

Nor  ever  did  1  deem,  contemplat- 
ing 
The  many  sorrows  in  this  place 
of  pain, 
So  strange  a  sorrow  to  my  life  could 
cUng, 
As,  being  thus  loved,  to  be  be- 
loved in  vain. 

But  now  we   know   the    best,  the 
I  worst.     We  have 

Interred,   and    prematurely,   and 
unknown. 
Our  youth,  our  hearts,  our  hopes, 
in  one  small  grave, 
Whence   we  must  wander,  wid- 
owed, to  our  own. 

And  if  we  comfort  not  each  other, 
what 
Shall  comfort  us,  in  the  dark  days 
to  come? 
Not  the  light  laughter  of  the  world, 
and  not 
The  faces  and  the  firelight  of  fond 
home. 

And  so  T  wnlte  to  you ;  and  write, 
and  wTite, 
For  the  mere  sake  of  writing  to 
you,  dear. 
What  can  I  tell  you,  that  you  know 
not?     Night 
Is  deepening  through    the    rosy 
atmosphere 

About  the  lonely  casement  of  this 
room. 
Which  you  have  left  familiar  with 
the  grace 
'i'liat  grows  where  you  have  been. 
And  on  the  gloom 
I  almost  fancy  I  can  «ee  your  face. 


Not  pale  Willi  pain,  anJ   tears   re- 
strained lor  me, 
As  when  I  last  beheld  it;   but  as 
first, 
A  dream  of  rapture  and  of  poesy, 
Upon  my  youth,   like  dawn  on 
dark,  it  burst. 

Perchance  I  shall  not  ever  see  again 

That  face.     I  know  that  I  shall 

never  see 

Its  radiant  beauty  as  I  saw  it  then. 

Save    by    this    lonely    lamp    of 

memory, 

With  childhood's  starrj  graces  lin- 
gering yet 
I'  the  rosy  orient  of  young  woman 
hood; 
And  eyes  like  w- oodland  violets  new- 
ly wet ; 
And  lips  that  left  their  meaning 
in  my  blood  I 

I  will  not  say  to  you  what  I  might 
say 
To  one  less  worthily  loved,  less 
worthy  love. 
I  will  not  say  ..."  Forget  the  past. 
Be  gay. 
And  let  the  all  ill-judging  world 
approve 

•'  Light  in  your  eyes,  and  laughter 
on  your  lip." 
I  will  not  say  .  .  .  "Dissolve  in 
thought  forever 
Our  sorrowful,  but  sacred,  fellow- 
ship." 
For  that   would  be,  to  bid  j'ou, 
dear,  dissever 

Your  nature  from  its  nobler  heritage 
In  consolations  registerc^l  in  hea- 
ven. 
For  griefs  this  world  is  barren  to 
assuage, 
And  hopes  to  which,  on  earth,  no 
home  is  given. 

But  I  would  whisper,  what  forever- 
more 
My  own  heart  whispers  through 
the  wakeful  night,  .  . . 
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*'  This  grief  is  bDt  a  shadow,  fluDg 
before, 
From  some  refulgent  substance 
out  of  sight.*' 

Wherefore  it  happens,  in  this  rid- 
dling world, 
That,  where  sin  came  not,  sorrow 
yet  should  be ; 
Why  heaven's  most  hurtful  thundurs 
should  be  hurled 
At  what  seems  noblest  in  human- 
ity; 

And  we  are  punished  for  our  purest 
deeds. 
And   chastened   for    our   holiest 
thoughts;  .  .  .  alas! 
There  is  no  reason  found  in  all  the 
creeds. 
Why  these  things  are,  nor  whence 
they  come  to  pass. 

But  in  the  heart  of  man,  a  secret 
voice 
There  is,  which  speaks,  and  will 
not  be  restrained, 
Which  cries  to  Grief  ..."  Weep 
on,  wliilc  I  rejoice, 
Knowing  that,  somewhere,  all  will 
be  explained." 

1  will  not  cant  that  commonplace  of 
friends, 
Which  never  yet  hath  dried  one 
mourner's  tears. 
Nor  say  that  griefs  slow  wisdom 
makes  amends 
For  broken  hearts  and  desolated 
years. 

For  who  would  barter  all  he  hopes 
from  life, 
To  be  a  little  wiser  than  his  kind? 
Who  ann  his  nature  for  continued 
strife, 
Where  all  he  seeks  for  hath  been 
left  behind? 

But  I  would  say,  O  pure  and  perfect 
I)earl 
Which  I  have  tiived  so  deep  in 
life  to  flMd, 


Locked  in  my  heart  thou  liest.     The 
wave  may  curl. 
The  wind  may  wail   above    us. 
Wave  and  wind, 

What  are  their  storm  and  strife  to 
me  and  you? 
No  strife  can  mar  the  pure  heart's 
inmost  calm. 
This  life  of  ours,  what  is  it?  A  very 
few 
Soon-ended  years,  ami  then,  —  the 
ceaseless  psalm. 

And    the    eternal    sabbath    of   the 
soul ! 
Hush !   .  .  .  while  I  write,  from 
the  dim  Carmin6 
The  midnight  augelus  begins  to  roll, 
And  float  atliwart  the  darkness  up 
to  me. 

My  messenger   (a  man  by  danger 

tried) 

Waits  in  the  courts  below :  and 

ere  our  star  [died, 

Upon  the  foreliead  of  the  dawn  hath 

Mclov6d  one,  tliis  letter  will  be  far 

Athwart  the  mountain,  and  the  mist, 
to  you. 
I   know  each  robber  hamlet.     1 
know  all 
This    mountain    people.    I     have 
friends,  both  true 
And  trusted,  sworn  to  aid  what- 
e'er  befall. 

I  have  a  bark  upon  the  gulf.     And  I, 
If  to  my  heart  I  yielded  in  this 
hour. 
Might  say  .  .  .  *'  Sweet  fellow-suf- 
,  ferer,  let  us  fly ! 

I   know  a  little  isle  which  doth 
embower 

'*  A  home  where  exiled  angels  might 

forbear 
Awhile  to  mourn  for  paradise."  .  .  . 

But  no ! 
Never,  wliate'er  fate  now  may  bring 

us,  dear, 
Shalt  thou  reproach  me  for  that 

only  woe 


zoo 
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Which  even  love   is  powerless  to 
console ; 
Which  dwells  where  duty  dies : 
and  liaunts  the  tomb 
Of  lifers  abandoned  purpose  in  the 
soul; 
And  leaves  to  hope,  in  heaven  it- 
self, no  room. 

Man  cannot  make,  but  may  ennoble, 
fate, 
By  nobly  bearing  it.     So  let  us 
trust, 
Not    to  ourselves,   but  God,    and 
calmly  wait 
Love's    orient,   out  of   darkness 
and  of  dust. 

Farewell,  and   yet  again  farewell, 
and  yet 
Never      farewell,  —  if     farewell 
mean  to  fare 
Alone  and  disunited.    Love  hath  set 
Our  days,  in  music,  to  the  self- 
same air ; ' 

And  I  shall  feel,  wherever  we  may 
be, 
Even  though  in  absence  and  an 
alien  clime, 
The  shadow   of  the  sunniness  of 
thee. 
Hovering,  in  patience,  through  a 
clouded  time. 

Farewell !    The  dawn  is  rising,  and 
the  light 
Is  making,  in  the  east,  a  faint  en- 
deavor 
To  illuminate  the  mountain  peaks. 
Good-night. 
Thine  own,  and  only  thine,  my 
love,  forever. 


CONDEMNED   ONES. 

Above  thy  child  I  saw  thee  bend. 
Where  in  that  silent  room  we  sat 

apart. 
I  watched  the  involuntary  tear  de- 
scend ; 


The  firelight  was  not  all  so  dim,  mj 

friend. 
But  I  could  read  thy  heart. 

Yet  when,  in  that  familiar  room, 
I  strove,  so  moveless  in  my  place, 
To  look  with  comfort  In  thy  face, 
That  child's  young  smile  wais   all 

that  I  could  see 
Ever  between  us  in  the  thoughtful 

gloom,  — 
Ever  between  thyself  and  me,  — 
With  its  bewildering  grace. 

Life  is  not  what  it  might  have  been. 

Nor  are  we  what  we  would ! 

And   we  must   meet  with   smiling 

mien, 
And  part  in  careless  mood. 
Knowing  that  each  retains  uns&en, 
In  cells  of  sense  subdued, 
A  little  lurking  secret  of  the  blood  — 
A     little     serpent-secret    rankling 

keen  — 
That  makes  the  heart  its  food. 

Yet  is  there  much  for  grateful  tf?ars, 

if  sad  ones, 
And  Hope's  young  orphans  Memory 

mothers  yet ; 
So  let  them  go,  the  sunny  days  we 

had  once, 
Our  night  hath  stars  that  will  not 

ever  set. 
And  in  our  hearts  are  harps,  albeit 

not  glad  ones. 
Yet  not  all  unmolodious,   through 

whose  strings 
The  night-winds  murmur  their  fa- 
miliar things. 
Unto   a  kindred   sadness :    the  sea 

brings 
The    spirits   of   its   solitude,   with 

wings 
Fold  en  about  the  music  of  its  lyre. 
Thrilled  with  deep  duals  by  snblime 

desire, 
Which  never  can  attain,  yet  ever 

must  aspire, 
And  glorify  regret. 
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What  might  have  beeu,  I  know,  is 

not: 
What  must  be,  must  be  borne : 
But,  ah!  what  hath  beeu  will  not 

be  forgot, 
Never,  oh!   never,  in  the  years  to 

follow ! 
Though  all  their  summers  light  a 

waste  forlorn. 
Yet  shall  there  be  (hid  from  the 

careless  swallow 
And  sheltered  from  the  bleak  wind 

iu  the  thorn) 
In  Memory's  mournful  but  belov6d 

hollow. 
One  dear  green  spot ! 

Hope,  the  high  will  of  Heaven 

To  help  us  hath  not  given, 

But  more  than  unto  most  of  conso- 
lation : 

Since  heart  from  heart  may  borrow 

Healing  for  deep  heart-sorrow, 

And  draw  from  yesterday,  to  soothe 
to-morrow, 

The  sad,  sweet  divination 

Of  that  unuttered  sympathy,  which 
Is 

Love's  sorceress,  and  for  Love's 
dear  sake, 

About  us  both  such  spells  doth 
make. 

As  none  can  see,  and  none  can 
break, 

And  none  restrain ;  —  a  secret  pain 

Claspt  to  a  secret  bliss. 

A  toiM»,  a  touch, 
A  little  look,  may  be  so  much! 
Those  nioincuts  brief,  nor  often. 
When,    leaning     laden    breast    to 

breast, 
Pale  check  to  cheek,  life,  long  re- 

prest, 
May  gush  with  tears  that  leave  half 

blest 
The  want  of  bliss  they  soften. 
The  little  glance  across  the  crowd. 
None  else  can  read,  wherein  there 

lies 
A  life  of  love  at  once  avowed  — 


The  embrace  of  pining  eyes.  .  .  . 
80    little    more    had    made    earth 

heaven. 
That  hope  to  help  us  was  not  given  I 

THE   STORM. 

Both  hollow  and  hill  were  dumb  as 
death, 
While    the    skies    were    silently 

changing  form; 
And   the  dread   forecast  of  the 
thunder-storm 
Made  the  crouched  land  hold  in  its 
breath. 

But  the  monstrous  vapor  as  yet  was 
unriven 
That  was  breeding  the  thunder 

and  lightning  and  rain; 
And  the  wind  that  was  waiting  to 
ruin  the  plain 
Was  yet  fast  In  some  far  hold  ol 
heaven. 

So,  In  absolute  absence  of  stir  or 
strife. 
The  red   land  lay  as  still  as  a 

drifted  leaf: 
The  roar  of  the  thunder  had  been 
a  relief, 
To  the  calm  of  that  death-brooding 
life. 

At    the    widMung    casement    she 
stood  full  height. 
With  her  long  rolling  hair  tum- 
bled all  down  her  back; 
And,  against  the  black  sky's  su- 
pernatural black. 
Her  white  neck  gleamed  scornfully 
white. 

I  could  catch  not  a  gleam  of  her 
angered  eyes 
(She  was  sullenly  watching  the 

slow  storm  roU), 
But  I  felt  they  were  drawing  down 
into  her  -soul 
The  thunder  that  darkened  the  skieft 
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A.Dd    how  could  I   feign,   in   that 
heartless  gloom, 
To    be    carelessly   reading    that 

stupid  page? 
What  harm,  if  I  flung  it  in  anguish 
and  rage, 
Her  boolv,  to  the  end  of  the  room? 

'And  so,  do  we  part  tlius  forever?" 
...  I  said, 
**  O,  spealc  only  one  word,  and  I 

pardon  the  rest !  '* 
She  drew  her  white  scarf  tighter 
over  her  breast, 
But  she  never  once  turned  round 
her  head. 

"In  this  wiclced  old  world  is  there 
naught  to  disdain? 
Or  "  —  I     groaned  —  '*  are    those 
darlc    eves  such    deserts    of 
blindness. 
That,  O  Woman  !  your  heart  must 
hoard  all  its  unlvinduess. 
For  the  man  on  wliose  breast  it  hath 
lain? 

'*  Leave  it  nameless,  the  grave  of  the 
grief  tliat  is  past; 
Be  its  sole  sign  the  silence  we 

Ivccp  for  its  salve. 
I  have  loved  you  —  lie  still  in  my 
heart  till  it  break : 
As  I  loved,  I  must  lovis  to  the  last. 

"  Speak !    the    horrible    silence    is 
stifling  my  soul." 
She  turned  on  me  at  once  all  the 

storm  in  her  eyes; 
And  I  lieard  the  low  thunder  aloof 
in  the  skies, 
Beginnin;;  to  mutter  and  roll. 

iShe  turned — by  the  lightning,  re- 
vealed in  its  glare. 
And  the  U^'mpest  had  clothed  her 

with  terror :  it  clung 
To  the  folds  of  her  vaporous  gar- 
ments, and  hung 
In  the  heaps  of  her  heavy  wild  hair. 


But  one  word  broke  the  silence ;  but 
one ;  and  it  fell 
With  the  weight  of  a  mouniaiu 

upon  me.     Next  moment 
The  flerce  levin  flashed  in  my  eyes. 
From  my  comment 
She  was  gone  when  I  turned.     Who 
can  tell 

How    I    got  to  my  home  on  the 
mountain?    I  know 
That  the  thunder  was  rolling,  the 

lightning  still  flashing, 
The  great  bells  were  tolling,  my 
very  brain  crashing 
In  my  heatl,  a  few  hours  ago : 

Then  all  hushed.     In  the  distance 
the  blue  rain  receded; 
And  the  fragments  of  storm  were 

spread  out  on  the  hills; 
Hard  by,  from  my  lattice,  I  heard 
the  far  rills 
Leaping  down  their  rock-channels, 
wild-weeded. 

The  round,  red  moon  was  yet  low 
in  the  air.  .  .  . 
O,  I  knew  it,  foresaw  it,  and  felt 

it,  before 
I   heard   her  light  hand   on   the 
latch  of  the  door! 
When  it  oj)ened  at  last,  —  she  wa.s 
there. 

Childlike,  and  wistful,  ,snd  sorrow- 
ful-eyed, 
AVith  the  rain  on  her  hair,  and  the 

rain  on  her  cheek  ; 
She   knelt  down,    with   her  fair 
forehead  fallen  and  meek 
In  the  light  of  the  moon  at  my  side. 

Aud  she  called  me  by  every  caress- 
ing old  name 
She  of  old  had  invented  and  chos- 
en for  me  : 
She  crouched  at  my  feet,  with  her 
cheek  on  my  knee. 
Like  a  wild  thing  grown  suddenly 
tame. 
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In    the    world    there    are  womeu 
eDougli,  maids  or  mothers; 
Yet»  in  multiplied  millions,  I  never 

should  liud 
The  symbol  of  aught  in  her  face, 
or  her  mind. 
She  has  nothing  in  common  with 
others. 

And  she  loves  me!    This  morning 
the  earth,  pressed  beneath 
Her  light  foot,  keeps  the  print. 
*Twas  no  vision  last  night. 
For  the  lily  she  dropped,  as  she 
went,  is  yet  white 
With  the  dew  on  its  delicate  sheath ! 


THE   VAMPIRE. 

1  FOUND  a  corpse  with  golden  hair. 
Of  a  maiden  seven  months  dead. 
But  the  face,  with  the  death  in  it, 
still  was  fair, 
And  the  lips  with  their  love  were 

red. 
Rose  leaves  on  a  snow-drift  shed, 
Blood-drops  by  Adonis  bled, 
I)oul)tles8  were  not  so  red. 

I  combed  her  hair  into  curls  of  gold, 
And  I  kissed  her  lips  till  her  lips 
were  warm. 
And  I  bathed  her  body  in  moonlight 
cold, 
Till  she  grew  to  a  living  form : 
Till  she  stood  up  bold  to  a  magic  of 
old, 
And     walked     to     a     muttered 
charm  — 
Life-like,  without  alarm. 

And  she  walks  by  me  and  she  talks 
by  me, 
Evermore,  night  and  day ; 
For  she  loves  me  so,  that,  wherever 
I  go. 
She  follows  me  all  the  way  — 
This  corpse  —  you  would  almost 

say 
There  pined  a  soul  in  the  olay. 


Her  eyes  are  so  bright  at  the  dead 
of  night 
That  they  keep  me  awake  with 
dread ; 
And  my  life-blood  falls  in  my  veins, 
and  pales 
At  the  sight  of  her  lips  so  red : 
For  her  face  is  as  white  as  the  pil- 
low by  night 
Where  she  kisses  me  on  my  bed : 
All  her  gold  hair  outspread  — 
Neither  alive  nor  dead. 

I  would  that  this  woman's  head 
Were  less  golden  about  the  hair ; 

I  would  her  lips  were  less  red. 
And  her  face  less  deadly  fair. 
For  this  is  the  worst  to  bear  — 
How  came  that  redness  there? 

'Tis  my  heart,  be  sure,  she  eats  for 

her  food ; 
And  it  makes  one's  whole  flesh 

creep 
To  think  that  she  drinks  and  drains 

my  blood 
Unawares,  when  I  am  asleep. 
How  else  could  those  red  lips 

keep 
Their  redness  so  damson-deep? 

There's  a  thought  like  a  serpent, 
slips 
Ever  into  my  heart  and  head,  — 
There  are  plenty  of  women,  alive 
and  human. 
One  miijht  woo,  if  one  wished, 
and  wed  — 
Women  with  hearts  and  brains, — 
ay,  and  lips 
Not  so  very  terribly  red. 

But  to  house  with  a  corpse  —  and 

she  so  lair. 
With  that  dim,  unearthly,  golden 
hair. 
And  those  sad,  serene,  blue  eyes. 
With  their  looks  from  who  knows 
wliere, 
Wliicli  death  has  made  so  wise, 
Willi   the  grave's   own  secret 
there  — 
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It    is    more   than  a  man    can 
bear! 
It  were  better  for  me,  ere  I  came 
nigh  her,  [her, 

This  corpse  —  ere  I  looked  upon 
Had  they  burned  my  body  in  flame 
and  Arc 
With  a  sorcerer's  dishonor. 
For  when  the  Devil  hath  made  his 
hiir, 
And  lurks  in  the  eyes  of  a  fair 
young  woman 
[To  grieve  a  man's   soul  with  her 
golden  hair, 
And  break  his  heart  if  his  heart 
be  human). 
Would  not  a  saint  despair 
To  be  saved  by  fast  or  prayer 
From  perdition  made  so  fair  ? 

CHANGE. 

She  Is  unkind,  unkind ! 

On  the  windy  hill,  to-day, 

I  sat  in  the  souud  of  the  wind. 

I  knew  what  the  wind  would  say. 

It  said   ....   or  seemed  to  my 

mind  .  .  . 
*'  The  flowers  are  falling  away. 
The  summer,"  ...  it  said,  .  .  .  . 

''  will  not  stay. 
And  Love  will  be  left  behind." 

The  swallows  were  swinging  them- 
selves 
In  the  leaden-gray  air  aloft; 
Flitting  by  tens  and  twelves, 
And  returning  oft  and  oft; 
Like  the  thousand  thoughts  in  me, 
That  went,  and  came,  and  went, 
Not  letting  me  even  be 
Alone  with  my  discontent. 

The  hard-vext  weary  vane 
Rattled,  and  moaned  and  was  still. 
In  the  convent  over  the  plain. 
By  the  side  of  the  windy  hill. 
It  was  sad  to  hear  it  complain. 
So  fretful,  and  weak,  and  shrill. 
Again,  and  again,  and  in  vain. 
While  the  wind  was  changing  his 
will. 


I  thought  of  our  walks  last  summer 
By  the  convent- walls  so  green ; 
On  the  first  kiss  stolen  from  her, 
With  no  one  near  to  be  seen. 
I  thought  (as  we  wandered  on, 
Each  of  us  waitiug  to  speak) 
How  the  daylight  left  us  alone, 
And  left  his  last  light  on  her  cheek. 

The  plain  was  as  cold  and  gray 
(With   its   villas    like    glimmering 

shells) 
As  some  north-ocean  bay. 
All  dumb  in  the  church  were   the 

bells. 
In  the  mist,  half  a  league  away. 
Lay  the  little   white  house^  whert 

she  dwells. 

I  thought  of  her  face  so  bright, 
By  the  firelight  bending  low 
O'er  her  work  so  neat  and  white; 
Of  her  singing  so  soft  and  slow ; 
Of  her  tender-toned  ' '  Good-night ; " 
But  a  very  few  nights  ago. 

O'er  the  convent  doors,  I  could  see 
A  pale  and  sorrowful-eyed 
Madonna  looking  at  me. 
As  when  Our  Lord  first  died. 

There  was  not  a  lizard  or  spider 
To  be  seen  on  the  broken  walls. 
The  ruts,  with  the  rain,  had  grown 

wider 
And  blacker  since  last  night's  falls. 
O'er  the  universal  dulness 
There  broke  not  a  single  beam. 
I  thought  how  my  love  at  its  fulness 
Had   changed   like   a   change   In  % 

dream. 

The  olives  were  shedding  fast 
.Vbout  me,  to  left  and  right, 
In  the  lap  of  the  scornful  blast 
Black  berries  and  leaflets  white. 
I  thought  of  the  many  romances 
One  wintrv  word  can  blight : 
Of  the  tender  and  timorous  fancloB 
By  a  cold  look  put  to  flight. 
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How  many  uoble  deeds 
Strangled  perchance  at  their  birth  ! 
The  STioke  of  the  burning  weeds 
Came  up  with  the  steam   of    the 

earth, 
From  the  red,  wet  ledges  of  soil, 
And  the  sere  vines,  row  over  row, — 
And  tlie  vineyard-men  at  their  toil, 
Who  sang  in  the  vineyard  below. 

Last  Spring,  while  I  thought  of  her 

here, 
I  found  a  red  rose  on  the  hill. 
There  it  lies,  withered  and  sere ! 
Let  him  trust  to  a  woman  who  will. 

1  thonght  how  her  words  had  grown 

colder. 
And  her  fair  face  colder  still, 
From  the  hour  whose  silence  had 

told  her 
What  has  left  me  heart-broken  and 

ill; 
And  -Ohl"  I  thought,  ...  ''If  I 

behold  her 
Walking  there  with  him  under  the 

hill ! " 

O'er  the  mist,  ftrom  the  mournful 

city 
The  blear  lamps  gleamed  aghast,  — 
—  *•  She    has    neither   justice,   nor 

pity," 
I  thought, ..."  All's  over  at  last,** 
The  cold  eve  came.     One  star 
Through  a  ragged  gray  gap  forlorn 
Fell  down  from  some  region  afar. 
And  sickened  as  soon  as  born. 
I  thought  "  IIow  long  and  how  lone 
The  years  will  seem  to  be. 
When  the  last  of  her  looks  Is  gone. 
And  my  heart  Is  silent  in  me !  " 

One  streak  of  scornful  gold. 
Ill  the  cloudy  and  billowy  west. 
IJurned  with  a  light  as  cold 
As  love  in  a  much-wronged  breast. 
i  thought  of  her  face  so  fair ; 
Of  her  perfect  bosom  and  arm  ; 
Of  her  deep  sweet  ej'cs  and  hair; 
Of  her  breath  so  pure  and  warm; 


Of  her  foot  so  fine  and  fairy 
Through  the  meadows  where  she 

would  pass ; 
Of  the  sweep  of  her  skirts  so  airy 
And  fragrant  over  the  grass. 

I  thought  .  .  .  '*  Can  I  live  without 

her 
Whatever  she  do,  or  say?" 
I  thought ..."  Can  I  dare  to  doubt 

her. 
Now  when  I  have  given  away 
My  whole  self,  body  and  spirit. 
To  keep,  or  to  cast  aside, 
To  dower  or  disinherit,  — 
To  use  as  she  may  decide?" 

The  W^est  was  beginning  to  close 
O'er  the  last  light  burning  there. 
1   thought  .   .  .  "And  when   that 

goes. 
The  dark  will  be  everywhere !  '* 

Oh !  well  is  it  hidden  from  man 
Whatever  the  Future*  may  bring. 
The  bells  In  the  church  began 
On  a  sudden  to  sound  and  swing. 
The  chinit's  on  the  gust  were  caught 
And  rolled  up  the  windy  height. 
I  rose,  and  returned,  and  thought . . . 

"  I      SHALL      NOT      SEi:       IIKR      TO: 
NIGHT.*' 

A   CHAIN  TO  WEAR. 

Away!    away!      The    dream    was 
vain. 
We  meet  too  soon,  or  meet  too 
late: 
Sllll  wear,  as   best  you   may,   the 
chain 
Your  own    hands    forged    about 
your  fate, 

Who  could  not  wait ! 

What!  .  .  .  you  had  given  your  life 
away 
Before  you  found  what  most  life 
dlsses? 
Forsworn  the  bridal  dream,  you  say. 
Of  that  ideal  love,  whose  kisses 
Are  vain  as  tliis  is ! 
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Well,  I  have  left  upon  your  mouth 
The  seal  I  know  must  bum  there 
yet; 
My  claim  is  set  upon  your  youth ; 
My  sign  upon  jour  soul  is  set : 
Dare  you  forget? 

And  you'll  haunt,   I  know,  where 
music  plnys, 
Yet  And  a  pain  in  music's  tone ; 
You'll  blush,  of  course,  when  others 
praise 
That  beauty  scarcely  now  your 
own. 

What's  done,  is  done ! 

For    nie,    you   say,    the   world    is 
wide,  — 
Too  wide  to  And  the  grave  I  seek ! 
Enougli !  whatever  now  betide, 
No  greater  pang  can  blanch  my 
cheek. 

Ilush !  ...  do  not  speak. 

SILENCE. 

WcRDs  of  Are,  and  words  of  scorn, 
I  have  written.     Let  them  go ! 

Words  of  love  — heart-broken,  torn. 
With  this  strong  and  sudden  woe. 

All  my  scorn,  she  could  not  doubt, 

Was  but  love  turned  inside  out. 

Silence,  silence,  still  unstirred : 
Long,  unbroken,  unexplained : 

Not  one  word,  one  little  word. 
Even  to   show    her  touched    oi* 
pained : 

Silence,  silence,  all  unbroken : 

Not  a  sound,  a  sigh,  a  token. 

Well,  let  silence  gather  round 
All  this  shattert^d  life  of  mine. 

Shall  I  break  it  by  a  sound? 
Let  it  grow,  and  be  divine  — 

Divine  as  that  Prometheus  kept 

When  for  his  sake  the  sea-nymphs 
wept. 

Let  silence  setfic,  still  and  deep; 

As  the  mist,  the  thunder-cloud, 
0*er  the  lonely  blasted  steep, 

Which    the    red    bolt    hath    not 
bowed, 


Settle,  to  drench  out  the  star, 
And  cancel  the  blue  vales  afar. 

In  this  silence  I  will  sheathe 
The  sliarp  edge  and  point  of  all- 

Not  a  sigh  my  lips  shall  breathe ; 
Not  a  groan,  whate'er  befall. 

And  let  this  s worded  silence  be 

A  fcD'je  'twixt  prying  fools  and  me. 

Let  silence  be  about  her  name, 
And  o'er  the  things  which  once 
have  been  : 

Let  silence  cover  up  my  shame, 
And  annul  that  face,  once  seen 

In  fatal  hours,  and  all  the  light 

Of  those  eyes  extinguish  quite. 

In  silence,  I  go  forth  alone 

O'er  the  solemn  mystery 
Of  the  deeds  whicli,  to  be  done, 

Yet  undone  in  the  future  lie. 
I  peer  in  Time's  higli  nests,  and  there 
Espy  the  callow  brood  of  Care, 

The  flodgeless  nurselings  of  Regret, 
With  beaks  forever  stretched  for 
food : 

But  why  should  I  fo recount  as  yet, 
The  ravage  of  that  vulture  brood? 

O'er  all  thcvse  things  let  silence  stay> 

And  lie,  like  snow,  along  my  way. 

I 
Let  silence  in  this  outraged  heart 

'      Abide,  and  seal  these  lips  forever ; 

Let  silence  dwell  with  me  apart 

Beside  the  ever-babblinir  river 

()f  that  loud  life  in  towns,  that  runs 

Blind  to  the  changes  of  the  suns. 

I  .Ah  I  from  what  most  mournful  star, 
Wasting  down  on  evening's  edge. 
Or  what  barren  isle  afar 

Flung  by  on  some  bare  ocean  ledge» 
Came  the  wicked  Inig  to  us. 
That  changed  the  fairy  revel  thus? 

j  There  were  sounds  from  sweet  gui- 
tars 
Once,  and  lights  from  lamps  of 
amber ; 


IN  ITAL  r. 


207 


Both  went  up  among  the  stars 
From  luuny  a  perfumed  palace- 
chamber  : 
Suddenly  the  place  seemed  dead ; 
Light  and  music  both  were  tied. 

Darkness  In  each  perfumed  chamber ; 

Darkness,  silence,  in  the  stars ; 
Darkness  on  the  lamps  of  amber ; 

Silence  in  the  sweet  guitars : 
Darkness,  silence,  evermore 

Guard  empty  chamber,  moveless 
door. 

NEWS. 

News,  news,  news,  my  gossiping 
friends ! 
I  have  wonderful  news  to  tell. 
A  lady,  by  me,  her   compliments 
sends; 
And  this  is  the  news  from  Hell : 

The  Devil  is  dead.   He  died  resigned, 

Tliough    somewhat   opprest    by 

cares ; 

But  his  wife,  my  friends,  is  a  woman 

of  mind. 

And  looks  after  her  lord's  affairs. 

I  have  just  come  back  from  that 
wonderful  place, 
And  kist  hands  with  the  Queen 
down  there ; 
But  I  cannot  describe  Her  Majesty's 
face. 
It  has  filled  me  so  with  despair. 

The  place  is  not  what  you  might 
suppose : 
It  is  worse  in  some  respects. 
But  all  that  I  heard  there,  I  must 
not  disclose. 
For  the  lady  that  told  me  objects. 

The  laws  of  the  land  are  not  Sulique, 

ButtheKlng  never  dies,  of  course; 

The  new  Queen  is  young,  and  pretty, 

and  chic. 

There  are  women,  I  think,  that 

are  worse. 


But  however  that  be,  one  thing  I 
know. 
And  this  I  am  f^e  to  tell ; 
The  Devil,  my  friends,  is  a  woman, 
just  now; 
'Tis  a  woman  that  reigns  in  HelL 

COUNT   RINALDO  RINALDI. 

'Tis  a  dark-purple,  moonlighted  mid- 
night : 
There  is  music  about  on  the  air. 
And,  where,  through  the  water,  fall 
flashing 
The  oars  of  each  gay  gondolier, 
Tiie  lamp-lighted  ripples  are  dashing. 

In  the  musical  moonlighted  air, 
To  the  music,  in  merriment ;  wash> 

Ing, 
And  splashing,  the  black  marble 
stair 
That  leads  to  the  last  garden-terrace, 

Where  many  a  gay  cavalier 
And  many  a  lady  yet  loiter, 
Round  the  Palace  in  festival  there. 

'Tis  a  terrace  all  pavon  mosaic,  — 
.    Black  marble,  and  green  malachite ; 
Round  an  ancient  Veuetian  Palace, 
Where  the  windows  with  lampions 
aro  bright. 
'Tis  an  evening  of  gala  and  festival, 

Music,  and  passion,  and  light. 
There  is  love  in  the  nightingales' 
throats, 
That  sing  in  the  garden  so  well : 
There  is  love  in  the  face  of  the  moon  : 
There  is  love  in  the  warm  languid 

glances 
Of  the  dancers  adown  the  dim 
dances : 
There  is  love  in  the  low  languid  notes 
That  rise  into  rapture,  and  swell, 
From  viol,  and  flute,  and  bassoon. 

The  tree  that  bends  down  o'er  the 
water 
So  black,  is  a  black  cypress-tree. 
And  the  statue,  there,    under   the 
terraiM?, 
Mnemosyne's  statue  must  be. 
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There  comes  a  black  gondola  slowly 
To  the  Palace  iu  festival  there : 

And  the  Count  Kinaldo  Kinaldi 
Has  mounted   the   black   marble 
stair. 

There  was  nothing  but  darkness,  and 
midnight, 
And  tempest,  and  storm,  in  the 
breast 
Of  the  Count  Rinaldo  Rinaldl, 
As  his  foot  o'er  the  black  marble 
prest : — 
The  glimmering  black  marble  stair 
Where  the  weed  in  the  green  ooze 
is  clinging, 
Tliat  leads  to  the  garden  so  fair. 
Where  the  nightingales  softly  are 

singing,  — 
Where  the  minstrels  new  music 
are  stringing. 
And  the  dancers  for  dancing  prepare. 

There  rustics  a  robo  of  white  satin  : 
There's  a  footstep  falls  light  by 
the  stair : 
There  rustles  a  robe  of  white  satin  : 
There's  a  gleaming  of  soft  golden 
hair : 
And  the  Lady  Irene  Ricasoll 

Stands     near    the     cyprcvss  -  tree 

there,  —  [fair,  — 

Near    MnemosjTie's     statue     so 

The  Lady  Irene  Kicasoli, 

With  the  light  in  her  long  golden 

hair. 

And  the  nightingales  softly  are  sing- 
ing [air ; 
In  the  mellow  and  moonlighted 
And  tlic  minstrels  their  viols  are 
stringing ; 
And  the  dancers  for  dancing  pre- 
pare. 

••  Siora,**  the  Count  said  unto  her, 
**  The  shafts  of  Ill-fortune  pursue 
me; 
The  oldgrief  grows  newerand  newer, 
The  old  pangs  are  never  at  rest ; 
And  the  foes  that  have  sworn  to 
undo  me  [breast. 

Have  left  me  no  peace  in  my 


They  have  slandered,  and  wrongcJ, 
and  maligned  me : 
Though  they  broke  not  my  sword 
in  my  hand, 
They  have  broken  my  heart  in  my 
bosom  [manned. 

And   sorrow  my  youth  has   uu- 
But  I  love  you,  Irene,  Irene, 
With  such  love  as  the  wretched 
alone 
Can  feel  from  the  desert  within  them 
Which  only   the  wretched  have 
known ! 
And  the  heart  of  Rinaldo  Rinaldi 
Dreads,  Lady,  no  firown  but  your 
own. 
To  others  be  all  that  you  are,  love  — 

A  lady  more  lovely  than  most ; 

To  me — be  a  fountain,  a  star,  love. 

That  lights  to  his  haven,  the  lost; 

A  bhrine  that  with  tender  devotion. 

The  mariner  kneeling,  doth*  deck 

With  the  dank  weeds  yet  dripping 

from  ocean,  [wreck. 

And  the  last  jewel  saved  from  the 

**  None  heeds  us,  belov6d  Irene! 

None  will  mark  if  we  linger  or  fly. 
Amid  all  the  mad  masks  in  yon  revel. 

There  is  not  an  ear  or  an  eye,  — 
Not  one,  —  that  will  gaze   or  will 
listen ; 

And,  save  the  small  star  in  the  sky 
Which,  to  ligiit  us,  so  softly  doth 
glisten. 

There  is  none  will  pursue  us,  Irene. 

O  love  me,  O  save  me,  I  die ! 
I  am  thine,  O  be  mine,  ()  beloved  J 

•'Fly  witli  me,  Irene,  Irene! 

The  moon  drops :  the  moniing  is 
near, 
My  gondola  waits  by  the  garden 

And  fleet  is  my  own  gondolier!  " 
What  the  Lady  Irene  Kicasoli, 

By  Mnemosyne's  statue  in  stone, 
Where  she  leaned,  'neath  the  black 
cvpress-tree, 

To  the  Count  Kinaldo  Kinaldi 

Replied  then,  it  never  was  known 
And  known,  now,  it  never  will  be. 
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But  the  moon  hath  been  melted  in 

morning : 
And  tlie  lamps  in   the  windows 
are  dead : 
And  the  gay  cavaliers  from  the  ter- 
race, 
And  the  ladies  they  laughed  with, 
are  fled ; 
And  the  music  is  husht  in  the  viols : 
And  the  minstrels,  and  dancers, 
are  gone ; 
Aiid  the  uiglitingalcs  now   in  the 
garden,  [one : 

From  singing  have  ceased,  one  by 
But  the  Count  Riualdo  Kinoldi 
Still  stands,  where  he  lust  stood, 
alone, 
*  Neath  the  black  cypress-tree,  near 

the  water, 
By  Mnemosyne's  statue  in  stone. 

0*er  his  spirit  was  silence  and  mid- 
night, 
In  his  breast  was  the  calm  of  de- 
spair. 
He  took,  with  a  smile,  from  a  casket 
A  single  soft  curl  of  gold  hair,  — 
A  wavy  warm  curl  of  gold  hair, 
And  into  the  black-bosomed  water 
He  flung  it  athwart  the  black  stair. 
The  skies  they  were  changing  above 
him; 
The  dawn,  it  came  cold  on  the  air ; 
Hedrewft*om  his  bosom  akerchief — 
"Would,"  he  sighed,  **  that  her 

face  was  less  fair ! 
That  her  face  was  less  hopelessly 
fair." 
And  folding  the  kerchief,  hecovered 
The  eyes  of  Mnemosyne  there. 

.  THE   LAST   MESSAGE. 

Fling  the  lattice  open. 

And  the  music  plain  you'll  hear; 
Lean  out  of  the  window. 

And  you'll  see  the  lamplight  clear. 

There,  you  see  the  palace 
Where  the  bridal  Is  to-night. 

You  may  shut  the  window. 
Come  here,  to  the  light 


Take  this  portrait  with  you, 
Look  well  before  you  go. 

She  can  scarce  be  altered 
Since  a  year  ago. 

Women's  hearts  change  lightly, 
(Truth  l)oth  trite  and  olden  I) 

But  blue  eyes  remain  blue ; 
Golden  lialr  stays  golden. 

Once  I  knew  two  sisters : 

One  was  (lark  and  grave 
As  the  tomb ;  one  radiant 

And  changeful  as  the  wave. 

Now  away,  fticnd,  quickly! 

Mix  among  the  masks  : 
Say  you  are  the  bride's  friend, 

If  the  bridegroom  asks. 

If  the  bride  have  dark  hair. 

And  an  olive  brow. 
Give  her  this  gold  bracelet;  — 

Come  and  let  me  know. 

If  the  bride  have  bright  hair, 

And  a  brow  of  snow. 
In  the  great  canal  there 

Quick  the  portrait  throw : 

And  you'll  merely  give  her 

This  poor  faded  flower. 
Thanks  I  now  leave  your  stylet 

With  me  for  an  hour. 

You're  my  friend :  whatever 

I  ask  you  now  to  do. 
If  the  case  were  altered, 

I  would  do  for  you. 

And  you'll  promise  me,  my  mother 
Shall  never  miss  her  son. 

If  anything  should  happen 
Before  the  night  Is  done. 

VENICE. 

The  sylphs  and  ondlnes. 

And  the  sea-kings  and  queens, 
Long  ago,  long  ago,  on  the  waves 
built  a  city, 

As  lovely  as  seems 

To  some  bard.  In  his  dreams. 
The  soul  of  his  latest  love-ditty. 
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Lon^  ago,  long  ago,  —  ah !  that  was 
long  ago 
Thick  as  gems  ou  the  chalices 

Kings  keep  for  treasure. 
Where  the  temples  and  palaces 
In  this  city  of  pleasure ; 
And  the  night  broke  out  shining 
With  lamps  and  with  festival, 
O'er    the    squares,   o'er   the 
streets ; 
And  the  soft  sea  went,  pining 
With  love,  through  the  musical. 
Musical  bridges,  and  marble 
retreats 
Of  this  city  of  wonder,  where  dwelt 

the  ondines, 
Long  ago,  and  tlic  sylphs,  and  the 
sea-kings  and  queens. 
—  Ah !   that  was  loug  ago ! 
But  the  sylphs  and  oudines, 
And  the  sea-kings  and  queens 

Are  lied  under  tlie  waves : 
And  I  glide,  and  I  glide 
Up  the  glimmering  tide 

Tlirongh  a  city  of  graves. 
Here  will  I  bury  my  heart, 
Wrapt    in     the     dream     it 
dreamed  j 
One  grave  more  to  the  mau}"^  I 
One  grave  as  silent  as  auy ; 
Sculptured  about  with  art, — 
For  a  palace  this  tomb  once 
seemed. 
Light  lips  have  laughed  there. 
Bright  eyes  have  beamed. 
Kevel  and  dance; 
Lady  and  lover ! 
Pleasure  hath  (piafred  there  : 
Beauty  hath  gleamed, 
Love  wooed  Romance. 
Now  all  is  over! 
And  I  glide,  and  I  glide 
Up  the  glimmering  tide, 
*Mid  forms  silently  passing,  as  silent 
as  any. 
Here,  *mi(l  the  waves, 
In  the  city  of  graves. 
To  bury  my  heart —  one  grave  more 
to  the  many ! 


ON    THE   SEA. 

Come!  breathe  thou  soft,  or  blow 

thou  bold, 
Thy  coming  be  it  kind  or  cold, 
Thou   soul  of  the  heedless  ocean 

wind ;  — 
Little  I  rede  and  little  I  reck. 
Though  tlie  mast  be  snapt  on  the 

mizzen-deck. 
So  thou  blow  her  last  kiss  ft'om  my 

neck. 
And  her  memory  from  my  mind  I 

Comrades  around  the  mast, 
The  welkin  is  o'ercast : 
One  watch  is  welluigh  past  — 
Out  of  sight  of  s»hore  at  last  I 

Fade  fast,  thou  falliug  shore, 
Witli  that  fair  false  face  of  yore. 
And  the  love,  and  the  life,  now  o'er  I 
What  slic  souglit,  tliat  let  her  have  — 
The  praise  of  traitor  and  knave, 
The  simper  of  coward  and  slave, 
And    the   worm    that    clings    and 

stings  — 
The  knowledge  of  nobler  things. 

Rut  here  sliall  the  mighty  sea 
Make  moan  with  my  lieart  in  me. 
And  her  name  be  torn 
\^y  the  winds  in  scorn. 
In  whose  march  we  are  moving  free 
I  am  free,  I  am  free,  I  am  free ! 
Hark !   how  the  wild  waves  roar! 
Hark!   how  the  wild  winds  rave! 
Courage,  true  hearts  and  brave. 
Whom  Fate  can  afflict  no  more  I 

Comrades,  the  night  is  long. 

I  will  sing  you  an  ancient  song 

Of  a  tale  that  was  told 

In  the  davs  of  old, 

Of  a  Baron  blitlie  and  strong,-^ 

High  heart  an<l  bosom  bold. 

To  strive  for  the  right  with  wrong' 

**  Who  left  his  rastlod  home, 

When  the  Cross  was  raised  in  "Xoi^ 

And  swore  on  his  sword 

To  fight  for  tlH'  I.oni, 

And  the  banners  of  ChristendoiL 

To  die  or  to  overcome ! 
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*'  In  hanberk  of  mail,  and  helmet  of 

steel, 
And  armor  of  proof  from  head  to 

heel, 
O,  what  is  the  wound  which  he  shall 

feel? 
And  where  the  foe  that  shall  make 

him  reel? 
True  knight  on  whose  crest  the 

cross  doth  shine ! 
They  buckled  his  harness,  brought 

him  his  steed  — 
A  stallion  black  of  the  land's  best 

breed  — 
Belted  his  spurs,  and  bade  him  God- 
speed 
'Mid  the  Faynlm  in  Palestine. 
But  the  wife  that  he  loved,  when 

she  poured  him  up 
A  last  deep  health  in  her  golden  cup. 
Put  poison  into  the  wine. 

"So  he  rode  till  the  land  he  loved 
grew  dim, 

And  that  poison  began  to  work  in 
him, 

A  true  knight  chanting  his  Chris- 
tian hymn, 

With  the  cross  on  his  gallant  crest. 

Eastward,  aye,  from  the  waning 
west. 

Toward  the  land  where  the  bones 
of  the  Saviour  rest. 

And  the  Battle  of  God  is  to  win : 

With  his  young  wife's  picture  upon 
his  breast. 

And  her  poisoned  wine  within. 

**  Alas !   poor  knight,  poor  knight ! 
He  carries  the  foe  he  cannot  light 
In  his  own  true  breast  shut  up. 
He  shall  die  or  ever  he  fight  for  the 

Lord, 
And  his  heart  be  broken  before  his 

sivord 
H«  hath  pledged  hU  life 


To  a  faithless  wife. 

In  the  wine  of  a  poisoned  cup ! " 

Comrade,  thy  hand  in  mine ! 
Pledge  me  in  our  last  wine. 
While  all  is  dark  on  the  brine. 
My  friend,  I  reck  not  now 
If  the  wild  nip^bt-wind  should  blow 
Our  bark  beyond  the  poles :  — 
To  drift  tl) rough  Are  or  snow, 
Out  of  reach  of  all  we  know  — 
Cold  heart,  and  narrow  brow, 
Smooth  faces,  sordid  souls  t 
Lost,  like  some  pale  crew 
From  Ophir,  in  golden  galleys. 
On  a  witch's  island !  who 
Wander  the  tamarisk  alleys. 
Where  the  heaven  is  blue. 
And  the  ocean  too. 
That  murmurs  among  the  valleys, 
♦*  Perisht  with  all  on  board !  " 
So  runs  the  vagrant  fame  — 
Thy  wife  weds  another  lord. 
My  children  forget  my  name. 
While  we  count  new  stars  by  night. 
Each  wanders  out  of  sight 
Till  the  beard  on  his  chin  grows 

white 
And  scant  grow  the  curls  on  his 

head. 
One  paces  the  placid  hours 
In  dim  enchanted  bowers, 
By  a  soft-eyed  Panther  led 
To  a  mngicnl  milk-white  bed 
Of  deep,  pale  poison-flowers. 
With  ruined  gods  one  dwells, 
In  caverns  among  the  fells, 
Where,  with    desolate    arms    out- 
spread, 
A  single  tree  stands  dead. 
Smitten  by  savage  spells, 
And  striking  a  silent  dread 
From  its  black  and  blighted  head 
Through    the    horrible,    hopeless 

sultry  dells 
Of  Elephauta,  the  Red. 
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"PRENSUS   IN  MQiMOr 

'Tis  toll  must  help  us  to  forget. 
In  strife,  they  say,  grief  finds  re- 
pose. 
Well,   there's  the  game!   I   throw 
the  stakes :  — 
A  life  of  war,  a  world  of  foes, 
A    heart    that    triumphs   while   it 
breaks. 
Some  day  I  too,  perchance,  may 

lose 
This  shade  which  memory  o'er 

me  throws, 
And  laugh  as  others  laugh,  (who 
knows?) 
But  ah,  'twill  not  be  yet ! 

How  many  years  since  she  and  I 
Walked  tliat  old  terrace,  hand-in- 
hand! 
Just  one  star  in  the  rosy  sky, 

And  silence  on  the  summer  land. 
And  she?  .  .  . 

I  think  I  hear  her  sing 
That  song,  —  the  last  of  all  our 
songs. 
How  all  comes  back !  —  thing  after 
thln^', 
The  old  lile  o'er  me  throngs! 
But  I  must  to  the  palace  go; 

The  ambassador's  to-morrow : 
Here's   little   time    for  thought,   I 
know. 
And  little  more  for  sorrow. 
Already  in  the  porte-cochere 
The  carriage  sounds  .  .  .  my  hat 
and  gloves ! 
I  hear  my  friend's  foot  on  the  st-ai  r. — 

Uow  joyously  it  moves! 
He  must  have  done  some  wicked 
thing 
To  make  lilm  tread  so  light : 
Or  is  it  only  that  the  king 

Admired  his  wife  last  night? 
We  talk  of  nations  by  the  wiyr, 


And  praise  the  Nuncio's  manners » 
And  end  with  something  fine  to  say 

About  the  '*  allied  banners." 
'Tis  well  to  mix  with  all  conditions 

Of  men  in  every  station : 
I  sup  to-morrow  with  musicians'. 

Upon  the  invitation 
Of  my  clever  friend,  the  journalist^ 

Who  writes  the  reading  plays 
Which  no  one  reads ;  a  socialist 

Most  social  in  his  ways. 
But  I  am  sick  of  all  the  din 

That's  made  in  praising  Verdi, 
Who  only  knows  a  violin 

Is  not  a  hurdy-gurdy. 

Here  oft,  while  on  a  nerveless  hand 

An  aching  brow  reclining, 
Through  this  tall  window  where  I 
stand, 
I  see  the  great  town  shining. 
Hard    by,    the    restless    Roulevart 
roars, 
Heard  all  the  night  througli,  even 
in  dreaming : 
While  from  its  hundred  open  doors 
The  many-headed  Life  is  stream- 
ing, [fares 
Upon  the  world's   wide  thorough- 
Mv  lot  is  cast.     So  ])c  it ! 

ft 

Each  on  his  back  his  burthen  bears. 
And  feels,  though  he  mav  not  see 
it. 

My  life  is  not  more  hard  than  theirs 
Who  toil  on  either  side  : 

They  cry  for  (\\\\vt  in  tlieir  prayers, 
And  it  is  still  denied. 

But  sometimes,  when  I  stand  alone, 

Life  pauses,  —  now  and  then  : 
And  in  tlie  distance  dies  the  moan 

Of  misentble  men. 
As  in  a  dream  (liow  strange !)  I  seem 

To  be  lapsing,  slowly,  slowly. 
From  noise  and  strife,  to  a  stiller 
life, 

Where  all  is  husht  and  holy. 
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Ah,  love^.  our  way's  in  a  stranger   To  catch  a  gleam  on  tlie  picture  up 


land 

We  may  not  rest  together. 
For  an  Angel  takes  me  by  the  hand, 
And    le£ls    me    .    .    .    whither? 

whither? 

A   L'ENTRESOL. 

V)NE  circle  of  all  itj?  golden  hours 
The  flitting  hand  of  the  Time- 
piece there,     . 
In  its  close  white  bower  of  china 
flowers, 
Hath  rounded  unaware  : 

While  the  firelight,  flung  ft-om  the 
flickering  wall 
On  the  large  and  limpid  mirror 
behind, 
Ilath  reddened  and  darkened  down 
o'er  all, 
As  the  fire  itself  declined. 

Something  of  pleasure  and  some- 
thing of  pain 
There  lived  in  that  sinking  light. 
What  is  it? 
Faces  I  never  shall  look  at  again, 
In  places  you  never  will  visit, 

Revealed  themselves  in  each  falter- 
ing ember. 
While,  under  a  palely  wavering 
flame, 
Half  of  the  years  life  aches  to  re- 
member 
Reappeared,   and    died    as    they 
came. 

To  its  dark  Forever  an  hour  hath 
gone 
Since  either  you  or  I  have  spoken  : 
Kach  of  us  might  have  been  sitting 
alone 
In  a  >iience  so  unbroken. 

I  never  shall  know  what  made  me 

look  up 
(In  this  cushioned  chair  so  soft 

and  deep, 
By  the  table  where,  over  the  empty 

cup,  I  was  leaning,  half  asleep) 


there 
Of   the  saint  in   the   wildernfest 

under  the  oak; 
And  a  light  on  the   brow   of  the 

bronze  Voltaire, 
Like  the  ghost  of  a  cynical  joke. 

To  mark,  in  each  violet  velvet  fold 
Of  the  curtains  that  fall  'twixt 
room  and  room. 

The  dip  and  dance  of  the  manifold 
Shadows  of  rosy  gloom. 

O'er    the    Rembrandt    there  —  the 
Caracci  here  — 
Flutter    warmly  the    ruddy  and 
wavering  hues; 
And  St.  Anthony  over  his  book  lias 
a  leer 
At  the  little  French   beauty  by 
Greuze. 

There,  —  the   Leda,    weighed   over 
her  white  swan's  back. 
By  the  weight  of  her  passionate 
kiss,  ere  it  falls ; 
O'er  the  ebonv  cabinet,  glittering 
black 
Through  its  ivory  cups  and  balls : 

Your  scissor**  and  thimble,  and  work 
laid  away. 
With  its  silks,  in  the  scented  rose- 
wood box ; 
The  journals,  that  tell  truth  every 
day. 
And  that  novel  of  Paul  de  Kock's  : 

The  flowers  in  tlu*  vase,  with  their 
bells  shut  close 
In  a  dream  of  the  far  green  titrlds 
where  they  jjrew ; 
The  cards   of  the   visiting   peoph* 
and  slu)ws 
In  that  bowl  with  the  sea-greer 
hue. 

Your  shawl,  with  a  queenly  droof 
of  its  own. 
Hanging  over  the  arm  of  the  crim 
son  chair : 
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And,  last,  —  yourself,  as  silent  as 
stone, 
In  a  glow  of  the  firelight  there ! 

{ thought  you  were  reading  all  this 
time. 
And  was  it  some  wonderAil  page 
of  your  book 
Telling  of  love,  with  its  glory  and 
crime. 
That  has  left  you  that  sorrowful 
look? 

For  a  tear  from  those  dark,  deep, 
humid  orbs 
'Neath  their  lashes,  so  long,  and 
soft,  and  sleek, 
All  the  light  in  your  lustrous  eyes 
absorbs, 
As  it  trembles  over  your  cheek. 

Were  yon  thinking  how  we,  sitting 
side  by  side, 
Might    be    dreaming    miles    and 
miles  apart? 
Or  if  lips  could  meet  over  a  gulf  so 
wide 
As  separates  heart  from  heart? 

Ah,  well!  when  time  is  flown,  how 
it  fled 
It  is  better  neither  to  ask  nor  tell. 
Leave  the  dead  moments  to  bury 
their  dead. 
Let  us  kiss  and  break  the  spell ! 

Come,  arm  in  ann,  to  the  window 
here; 
Draw  by  the  thick  curtain,  and  see 
how,  to-night. 
In  tlie  clear  and  frosty  atmosphere, 
The  lamps  are  burning  bright. 

All  night,  and  forever,  in  yon  great 
town, 
The  heaving  Boulevart  flares  and 
roars ; 
And   the  streaming  Life   flows   up 
and  down 
From  its  hundred  open  doors. 


It  is  scarcely  so  cold,  but  I  and  you. 

With  never  a  friend  to  find  us  out. 
May  stare  at  the  shops  for  a  mo- 
ment or  two, 

And  wander  awhile  about. 

For  when  in  tlie  crowd  we   have 
taken  our  place, 
( — Just  two  more   lives  to   the 
mighty  street  there!) 
Knowing  ho  single  form  or  face 
Of  the  men  and  women  we  meet 
there,  — 

Knowing,  and  known  of,  none  in  the 
whole 
Of  that  crowd  all  round,  but  our 
two  selves  only. 
We  shall  grow  nearer,  soul  to  soul, 
Until  we  feel  less  lonely. 

Here  are  your  bonnet  and  gloves, 
dear.     There, — 
How  stately  you  look  in  that  long 
rich  shawl ! 
Put  back  your  beautiful  golden  hair. 
That  never  a  curl  may  fall. 

Stand  in  the  flrelight  .  .  .  so,  .  .  . 
as  you  were,  — 
O   my   heart,  how  fearfully  like 
her  she  seemed ! 
Hide  me  up  from  my  own  despair. 
And    the    ghost    of   a    dream    1 
dreamed ! 
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How  sweet  it  is  to  sit  beside  her. 

When    the   hour  brings  nought 
that's  better! 
All  day  in  my  thoughts  to  hide  her, 

And,  with  fancies  free  from  fetter 
Half  remember,  half  forget  her. 

Just  to  And  her  out  by  times 
In  my  mind,  among  sweet  fancies 
Laid  jiway :       , 

In  the  fall  of  mournful  rhymes; 

In  a  dream  of  distant  climes; 
In  the  sights  a  lonely  man  sees 
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At  the  droopiuj?  of  the  day ; 

Grave  or  gay. 
As  a  maiden  Hoiuetimcs  locks 
With  old  letters,  whose  contents 
Tears  have  faded. 
Id  an  old  worm-eaten  box. 
Some  sweet  packet  of    faint 
scents, 

Silken-braided; 
And  forgets  it : 
Careless,  so  1  hide 

In  my  life  her  love,  — 
Fancies  on  each  side, 

Memories  heaped  above :  — 
There  it  lies,  unspied  : 

Nothing  frets  it. 
On  a  sudden,  when 

Deed,  or  word,  or  glance, 
Brings  me  back  again 
To  the  old  romance, 
With  what  rapture  then,  — 
When,  in  its  completeness. 
Once  my  heart  hath  found  it 
By  each  sense  detected. 
Steals  on  me  the  sweetness 
Of  the  air  around  it. 
Where  it  lies  neglected ! 
Shall  I  break  the  charm  of  this 

In  a  single  minute? 
For  some  chance  with  fuller  bliss 

Proffered  in  it? 
Secrets  unsealed  by  a  kiss, 

Could  I  win  it ! 
'Tis  so  sweet  to  linger  near  her, 

Idly  so ! 
Never  reckoning,  while  I  hear  her 

Whispering  low, 
If  each  whisper  will  make  clearer 

Bliss  or  woe ; 
Never  roused  to  hope  or  fear  lier 

Yes  or  No ! 
What  if,  seeking  something  more 

Than  before, 
All  that's  ^ven  I  displace  — 

Calm  and  grace  — 
Nothing  ever  can  restore, 
As  of  yore. 
That  old  quiet  face ! 
Quiet  skies  in  quiet  lakes, 
No  wind  wakes. 


All  their  beauty  double  : 
But  a  single  pebble  breaks 
Lake  and  sky  to  trouble ; 
Then  dissolves  the  foam  it  makes 

In  a  bubble. 
With  the  pebble  in  my  hand. 
Here,  upon  the  brink,  I  stand; 
Meanwhile,  standing  on  the  brink, 

Let  me  think! 
Not  for  her  sake,  but  for  mine. 
Let  those  eyes  unquestioned  shine; 

Half  divine : 
Let  no  hand  disturb  the  rare 
Smoothness  of  that  lustrous  hair 

Anywhere : 
I^t  that  white  breast  never  break 
Its  calm  motion  —  sleep  or  wake  — 

For  my  sake. 
Not  for  her  sake,  but  for  mine. 
All  I  might  have,  I  resign. 

Should  I  glow 
To  the  hue  —  the  fragrance  fine  — 
The  mere  first  sight  of  the  wine, 
If  I  drained  the  goblet  low? 

Who  can  know? 
With  her  beauty  like  the  snow, 
Let  licr  go !     Shall  I  repine 
That  no  idle  breath  of  mine 
Melts  it?    No !    *Tis  better  so. 
All  the  same,  as  she  cume, 
With  her  beauty  like  the  snow, 
Cold,  unspotted,  let  her  go ! 


A  REMEMBRANCE. 

'Tw^AS  eve    and    May    when    last, 
through  tears, 
Thine  eyes  sought  mine,  thy  hand 
my  hand. 
The  night  came  down  her  silent 
spheres, 

And  up  the  silent  land. 

In  silence,  too,  my  thoughts  were 
furled, 
Like  ring-doves  in  the  dreaming 
grove. 
Who  would  not  lightly  lose  the  world 
To  keep  such  love? 
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But  many  Mays,  with  all  their  flow- 
ers, 
Are  faded  si  nee  that  blissful  time— 
The  last  of  ail  my  happy  hours 
r  the  golden  clime ! 

By  hands  not  tliine  tliese  wreaths 
were  curled 
That    hide    the   care   my   brows 
above : 
.Vnd  I  have  almost  gained  the  world, 
But  lost  that  love. 

As  though  for  some   serene   dead 
brow, 
These  wreaths  for  me  I  let  them 
twine, 
X  hear  the  voice  of  praise,  and  l^now 
It  is  not  thine. 

How  many  lonjr  and  lonely  days 

I  strove  with  life  thy  love  to  gain ! 
I   know  my  worlv  was   wortli  thy 
praise ; 

But  all  was  vain. 

Vain  Passion's  lire,  vain  Music's  art  I 
For    wlio    from     thorns     grape- 
bunches  gathers? 
What  depth  is  in  the  sliallow  heart? 
Wliat  weight  in  feathers? 

As  drops  tlie  blossom,cre  the  growth 
Of  fruit,  on  soma  autumnal  tree, 
I  drop  from  my  changed  life,  its 
voutli 

And  joy  in  thee  : 

And  look  beyond,  and  o'er  tliee,  — 
riglit 
To  some  sublimer  end  than  lies 
Within  the  compass  of  tlie  sight 
Of  thv  cold  eves. 

With  thine  mv  soul  iiath  ceased  its 
strife. 
Thy  part  is  filled;    thy  work  is 
done; 
Thy  fahiehood  buried  in  my  life, 
And  known  to  none. 


Yet  still  will  golden  memories  frame 

Thy  broken  image  in  my  heart, 
And  love  for  what  thou  wast  shut 
blame 

From  what  thou  art. 

In  Life's  long  galleries,  haunting- 
eyed. 
Thy  pictured  face  no  change  shall 
show ; 
Like  some  dead  Queen's  who  lived 
and  died 

An  age  ago ! 

MADAME   LA   MARQUISE. 

The  folds  of  her  wine-dark  violet 
dress 

Glow  over  the  sofa,  fall  on  fall, 
As  she  sits  in  the  «ir  of  her  loveliness 

With  a  smile  for  each  and  for  all. 

Half  of  her  exquisite  face  in  the 
shade, 
Which  o'er  it  the  screen  in  her 
soft  hand  flings : 
Through  the  gloom  glows  her  hair 
in  its  odorous  braid  : 
In  the  flrelight  are  sparkling  her 
rings. 

As  she  leans,  —  tlie  slow  smile  half 
shut  up  in  her  eyes 
Beams  the  sleepy,  long,  silk-soft 
lashes  beneath ; 
Through  her  crimson   lips,  stirred 
by  her  faint  replies, 
Breaks   one  gleam  of  her  pearl- 
white  teeth. 

As  she  leans,  —  where  vour  eve.  by 
her  beautv  subdued, 
Droops  —  from       under      warm 
fringes  of  broidery  white 
The  slightest  of  feet  —  silken-slip- 
pered, protrude^ 
For  one  moment,  then  slip  out  of 
sight. 

As  I  bend  o'er  her  bosom,  to  tell 
her  the  news. 
The  faint  scent  of  her  hair,  the 
approach  of  her  cheek, 
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The  vague  warmth  of  her  breath,  all 
my  senses  suff\ise 
With  iiKRSELF :  and  I  tremble  to 
speak. 

So  she  sits  in  the  enrtained,  luxu- 
rious light 
Of  that  room,  with  its  porcelain, 
and  pictures,  and  flowers, 
When  the  dark  day's  half  done,  and 
the  snow  flutters  white, 
Past   the    windows    in  feathery 
showers. 

All  without  Is  so  cold.  —  'neath  the 
low  leaden  sky ! 
Down  the  bald,  empty  street,  like 
a  ghost,  the  gendarme 
Stalks    surly:    a    distant    carriage 
hums  by :  — 
All  within   is  so  bright  and  so 
warm ! 

Here  we  talk  of  the  schemes  and 
the  scandals  of  court. 
How  the  courtesan  pushes :   the 
charlatan  thrives : 
We  put  horns  on  the  heads  of  our 
friends,  just  for  sport : 
Put  intrigues  in  tlie  heads  of  their 
wives. 

Her    warm    hand,    at    parting,    so 
straugly  thrilled  mine. 
That  at  dinner  I  scarcely  remark 
what  tliey  say,  — 
Drop  the  ico  in  ray  soup,  spill  the 
salt  iu  my  wine. 
Then  go  yawn  at  my  favorite  play. 

But  she  drives  after  noon: — then's 
the  time  to  behold  her. 
With  her  fair  face  half  hid,  like  a 
ripe  peeping  rose, 
'Neath  that  veil, — o'er  the  velvets 
and  furs  which  enfold  her, 
Leaning  back  witli  a  queenly  re- 
pose,— 

As  she  glides  up  the  sunlight !  .  .  . 
You'd  say  she  was  made 
To  loll  back  iu  a  carria:;c,  all  day, 
with  a  smile. 


And  at  dusk,  on  a  sofa,  to  lean  in 
the  shade 
Of  soft  lamps,  and  be  wooed  for 
a  while. 

Could  we  And  out  her  heart  through 
that  velvet  and  lace ! 
Can  it  beat  without  ruffling  her 
sumptuous  dress  ? 
She  will  show  us  her  shoulder,  her 
bosom,  her  face ; 
But  what  the  heart's  like,  we  must 
guess. 

With  live  women  and  men  to  be 
found  in  the  world  — 
( —  Live  with  sorrow  and  sin,  — 
live  with  pain  and  with  pas- 
sion,— ) 
Who  could  live  with  a  doll,  though 
its  locks  should  be  curled. 
And  its  petticoats  trimmed  in  the 
fashion  ? 

'Tis  so  fair!  .  .  .  would  my  bite,  if 
I  bit  it,  draw  blood  ? 
Will  it  cry  if  I  hurt  it  ?  or  scold 
if  I  kiss  ? 
Is  it  made,  with  its  beauty,  of  wax 
or  of  wood  ? 
....  Is  it  worth  while  to  guess 
at  all  this  ? 


THE  NOVEL. 

**  Herk,  I  have  a  book  at  last  — 
Sure,"  I  thought,  *'to  make  you 
weep ! " 

But  a  careless  glance  you  cast 
O'er  its  pages,  half  asleep. 


'Tis  a  novel,  —  a  romance, 

(What  you  will)  of  youth,  of  home, 
And  of  brilliant  days  in  France, 

And  long  moonlit  nights  in  Rome. 

'Tis  a  tale  of  tears  and  sins. 
Of  love's  glory  and  its  gloom; 

In  a  ball-room  it  begins. 
And  it  ends  beside  a  tomb ; 
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There's  a  little  heroine  too, 
Whom  each  chapter  leaves  more 
pale; 

And  her  eyes  are  dark  and  blue 
Like  the  violet  of  the  vale ; 

And  her  hand  is  frail  and  fair : 
Could  you  but  have  seen  it  lie 

O'er  the  convent  death-bed,  where 
Wept  the  nuns  to  watch  her  die, 

You,  I  think,  had  wept  as  well ; 

For  the  patience  iu  her  face 
(Where  the  dying  sunbeam  fell) 

Had  such  strange  heart-breaking 
grace. 

There's  a  lover,  eager,  bold, 
Knocking  at  the  convent  gate ; 

But  that  little  hand  grows  cold. 
And  the  lover  knocks  too  late. 

There's  a  high-born  lady  stands 
At  a  golden  mirror,  pale; 

Somethin^makes  her  jewelled  hands 
Tremble,  as  slie  hears  the  tale 

Which  her  maid    (while   weaviug 
roses 
For  the  ball,  through  her  dark 
hair) 
Mixed  with  other  news,  discloses. 
O,  to-night  she  will  look  fair! 

There's  an  old  man,  feeble-handed. 
Counting   gold    .    .    .  '♦  My  son 
shall  wed 

With  the  Princess,  as  I  planned  it, 
Now  that  little  girl  is  dead." 

There's  a  young  man,  sullen,  liusht. 
By  remorse  and  grief  unmanned, 

Witli  a  withered  primrose  crusht 
In  his  hot  and  feverish  hand. 

Tliere's  a  broken-hearted  woman, 
Haggard,  desolate,  and  wild. 

Says  .  .  .  "  The  world  hath  grown 
{■human ! 
Bury  me  beside  my  child." 

And  the  little  god  of  this  world 
Hears    them,     laughing    in    his 
sleeve. 


He  is  master  still  in  his  world, 
There's  another,  we  believe. 

Of  this  history  every  part 
You  huve  seen,  yet  did  not  heed 
it; 
For  'tis  written  in  my  heart, 
And  you  have  not  learned  to  read 
it. 

AUX  ITALIENS. 

At    Paris    it  was,    at    the    Opera 
there ;  — 
And  she  looked  like  a  queen  in  a 
book,  that  night, 
With  the  wreath  of  pearl  in  her  ra- 
ven hair, 
And  the  brooch  on  her  breast,  so 
bright. 

Of  all  the  operas  that  Verdi  wrote. 
The  best,  to  my  taste,  is  the  Tro- 
vatore : 
And  Mario  can  soothe  with  a  tenor 
note 
The  souls  in  Purgatory. 

The  moon  on  the  tower  slept  soft  as 
snow : 
And  who  was  not  thrilled  in  the 
strangest  way. 
As  we  heard  him  sing,  while  the  gas 
burned  low, 
"  Noil  a  scordar  di  me  "  ? 

i 

I  The  Emperor  there,  in  his   box  of 
I  state, 

looked  gnive,  as  if  he  had  Just 
then  seen 
The  red  flag  wave  from  the  city-gate. 
Where  his  eagles  in  bronze  had 
been. 

The  Empress,  too,  had  a  tear  in  her 
eye. 
You'd'  have   said   that  her  fancy 
had  gone  back  again, 
For  one  moment,  under  the  old  blue 
skv 
To  the  old  glad  life  iu  Spain. 
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Well !   there  in  our  front-row  box  i  And  the  ja«miu-flower  in  her  fair 


we  sat, 
Together,  my  bride-betrothed  and 

I; 
My  gaze  was  fixed  on  my  opera-hat. 
And  hers  on  the  stage  hard  by. 

And    both  were    silent,  and    both 
were  sad. 
Like  a  queen,  she  leaned  on  her 
fViU  white  arm, 
With  that  regal,  indolent  air  she 
had; 
So  confident  of  her  charm  I 

I  Iiave  not  a  doubt  she  was  thinking 
then 
Of  her  former  lord,  good  soul 
that  he  was ! 
Who  died  the  richest  and  roundest 
of  men. 
The  Marquis  of  Carabas. 

I  Iiope  that,  to  get  to  the  .kingdom 
of  heaven, 
Through  a  needless  eye  he  had 
not  to  pass. 
I  wish  him  well,  for  the  jointure 
given 
To  my  lady  of  Carabas. 

Meanwhile,  I  was  thinking  of  my 
first  love, 
As  I  had  not  been  thinking  of 
aught  for  years, 
Till  over  my  eyes  there  began  to 
move 
Something  that  felt  like  tears. 

1  thought  of  the  dress  that  she  wore 
last  time. 
When  we  stood,  'neath   the  cy- 
press-trees, together, 
In  that  lost  land,  in  that  soft  clime, 
In  the  crimson  evening  weatlier : 

Of  that  muslin  dress  (for  the  eve  ■ 
was  hot). 
And  her  warm  white  neck  in  its 
golden  chain, 
4nd  her  full,  soft  hair,  just  tied  in  a 
knot. 
And  fallin*;  loose  again  : 


young  breast : 
(O  the  faint,  sweet  smell  of  that 
jasmin-flower!) 
And  the  one  bird  singing  alone  to 
his  nest : 
And  the  one  star  over  the  tower. 

I  thought  of  our  little  quarrels  and 
strife ; 
Aud  the  letter  that  brought  me 
back  my  ring. 
And  it  all  seemed  then,  in  the  waste 
of  life. 
Such  a  very  little  thing ! 

For  I  thought  of  her  grave  below 
the  hill. 
Which  the  sentinel  cypress-tree 
stands  over. 
And  I  thought .  . .  **  were  she  only 
living  still, 
How  I  could  forgive  her,  and  love 
her ! " 

And  I  swear,  as  I  thought  of  her 
thus,  in  that  hour, 
And  of  how,  after  all,  old  things 
were  best. 
That  I  smelt  the  smell  of  that  Jas- 
min-fiower, 
Which  she  used  to  wear  in  her 
breast 

It  smelt  so  faint,  and  it  smelt  so 
sweet. 
It  made  me  creep,  and  it  made  mo 
cold ! 
Like  the  scent  that  steals  from  the 
crumbling  sheet 
When  a  mummy  is  half  unrolled. 

And  I  turned  and  looked.     She  was 
sitting  there 
In   a  dim  box,  over  the  stage  ; 
and  drest 
In  that  muslin  dress,  with  that  full 
soft  hair. 
And  that  jasmin  in  her  breast  J 

I  was  here  :  and  she  was  there  : 
And     the     glittering     horsesho« 
curved   b«jtween :  — 


220 


THE  WANDERER. 


Prom  my  bride-betrothed,  with  her 
raven  liair, 
And     her     sumptuous,    scoruful 
mien. 

To  my  early  love,  with  her  eyes 
downcast, 
And  over  her  primrose  face  the 
shade, 
In  short,  from  the  Future  back  to 
the  Past 
There  was  but  a  step  to  be  made. 

To  my  early  love  from  my  future 
bride 
One  moment  I  looked.     Then   I 
stole  to  the  door, 
I  traversed  the  passage ;  and  down 
at  her  side, 
I  was  sitting,  a  moment  more. 

My  thinking  of  her,  or  the  music's 
strain. 
Or  something  which  never  will 
be  exprest. 
Had  brouglit    her  back  from  the 
grave  again, 
With  the  jasmiu  in  her  breast. 

She  is  not  dead,  and  she  is  not  wed  I 
But  sIr'  loves  me  now,  and   she 
loved  me  then ! 
^nd  the  very  first  word  that  her 
sweet  iips  said. 
My  heart  grew  youthful  again. 

The  Marchioness  there,  of  Carabas, 
She  is  wealthy,  and  young,  and 
handsome  still. 
And  but  for  her  .  .  .  well,  we'll  let 
that  pass. 
She  may  marry  whomever    she 
will. 

But  I  will  marry  my  own  first  love, 
With  her  primrose  face  :  for  old 
things  are  best. 
And  the  flower  in  her  bosom,  I  prize 
it  above 
The  brooch  in  my  lady's  breast. 

The  world  is  filled  with  folly  and 
sin. 
And  Love  must  cling   where   it 
GUI,  I  say : 


For  Beauty  is  easy  enough  to  win ; 
But  one  isn't  loved  every  day. 

And  I  think,  in  the  lives  of  most 
women  and  men. 
There's  a  moment  when  all  would 
go  smooth  and  even. 
If  only  the  dead  could  find  out  when 
To  come  back,  and  be  forgiven. 

But  O   the   smell  of  that  jasmin- 
flower  ! 
And  O  that  music !  and  O  the  way 
That  voice  rang  out  from  the  donjon 
tower 
Non  a  scordar  di  me, 
Non  ti  scordar  di  me  ! 


PROGRESS. 

When  Liberty  lives  loud  on  every 
lip, 
But  Freedom  moans, 
Trampled  by  Nations  whose  faint 
foot-falls  slip 
Round  bloody  thrones ; 
When,  here  and  there,  in  dungeon 
and  in  thrall, 
Or  exile  pale, 
Like  torches  dying  at  a  funeral, 

Brave  natures  fail : 
When  Truth,  the  armed  archangel, 
strclclies  wide 
God  tromp  in  vain. 
And  the  world,  drowsing,  turns  up- 
on its  side 
To  drowse  again ; 
O  Man,  whose  course  hatli  called  it- 
self sublime 
Since  it  began. 
What  art  thou  in  such  dying  age  of 
time. 
As  man  to  man? 

When  Love's  last  wrong  hath  been 
forgotten  coldly. 
As  First  Love's  face : 
And,  like  a  rat  that  comes  to  wanton 
boldly 
In  some  lone  place. 
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Once  festal,  —  in  the  realm  of  light 
and  laughter 
Grim  Doubt  appears ; 
Whilst    weird    suggestions    from 
Death's  vague  Hereafter, 
0*er  ruined  years, 
Creeps  dark  and  darker,  with  new 
dread  to  mutter 
Tlirough  Life's  long  shade, 
Yet  make  no  more  in  the  chill  breast 
the  flutter 
Which  once  they  made  ; 
Whether  it  be,  —  that  all  doth  at  the 
grave 
Round  to  its  term, 
That  nothing  lives  in  that  last  dark- 
ness, save 
The  little  worm. 
Or  whether  the  tired  spirit  prolong 
its  course 
Through  realms  unseen,  — 
Secure,  that  unknown  world  cannot 
be  worse 
Than  this  hath  been ; 
Then  when  through  Thought's  gold 
chain,  so  frail  and  slender, 
No  link  will  meet ; 
When    all    tlie    broken    harps    of 
Language  render 
No  sound  that's  sweet: 
When,   like   torn  books,  sad  days 
welgli  down  each  otlier 
r  tiie  dusty  shelf ; 
O  Man,  what  art  thou,  C)  my  friend, 
my  brother, 
Even  to  thyself? 


THE   PORTRAIT. 

Midnight  past!    Not  a  sound  of 

auglit 

Through  the  silent  house,  but  the 

wind  at  his  prayers. 

I  sat  by  tlie  dying  lire,  and  thought 

Of  the  dear  dead  woman  up  stairs. 

A  night  of  tears !  for  the  gusty  rain 
Had  ceased,  but  the  eaves  were 
dripping  yet ; 


And  the    moon    looked    forth,  as 
tliough  in  pain, 
With  her  face  all  white  and  wet; 

Nobody  with  me  my  watch  to  keep 
But  the  friend  of  my  bosom,  the 
man  I  love : 

And  grief  liad  sent  him  fast  to  sleep 
In  the  chamber  up  above. 

Nobody  else,  in  tlie  country  plaee 

All  round,  that  knew  of  my  lo^s 

beside, 

But  the  good  young  Priest  with  the 

Raphael- face,  [died. 

Who    confessed    her    when    she 

That  good  young  Priest  is  of  gentle 
nerve, 
And  my  grief  had  moved  him  be- 
yond control ; 
For  his  lip  grew  white,  as  I  couhl 
observe. 
When  he  speeded  her  parting  soul. 

I  sat  by  the  dreary  hearth  aloue  : 
I  thought  of  tlie  pleasant  days  of 
yore : 

I  said  *'  the  staff  of  my  life  is  gone  : 
The  woman  I  loved  is  no  more. 

"  On  her  cold,  dead  bosom  my  por- 
trait lies, 
Which  next  to  her  heart  she  used 
to  wear  — 
Haunting  it  o'er  with  her  tender 
eves 
When  my  own  face  was  not  there. 

"  It  is  set  all  round  with  rubies  red. 
And  pearls  which  a  Perl  might 
liave  kept. 
For  each  ruby  there,  my  heart  hath 
bled : 
For  each    pearl,   my  eyes    have 
wept." 

And  I  said  —  *'  the  thing  is  precious 
to  me : 
They  will  bury  her  soon  in  the 
churchyard  clay ; 
It  lies  on  her  heart,  and  lost  must 
be. 
If  I  do  not  take  It  away." 
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I    lighted  my  lamp  at    the  dying 
flame, 
And    crept    up    the    stairs    that 
creaked  for  fright, 
Till  Into   the  chamber  of  deatli  I 
came, 
Wheix'  she  lay  all  in  white. 

The  moon  shone  over  her  winding- 
sheet. 
There,  stark  she  lay  on  her  carven 
bed : 
Seven  burning  tapers  about  her  feet. 
And  seven  about  her  liead. 

Ae4  I  stretched  my  hand,  1  held  my 
breath ; 
1   turned  as  I  drew  the  curtains 
apart ; 
I  dared  not  look  on   the  face   of 
death : 
I  know  where  to  find  her  heart. 

I  thouixlit,  at  first,  as  my  touch  fell 
tliere. 
It  had  warmed  that  heart  to  life, 
with  love; 
For  Ihe  thing  I  touched  was  warm, 
I  swear, 
And  I  could  feel  it  move. 

*Twas  the  hand  of  a  man,  that  was 
moving  slow 
O'er  the  heart  of  the  dead,  —  from 
the  other  side; 
And  at  once  the  sweat  broke  over 
my  brow, 
**  Who  is  robbing  the  corpse?  "  1 1 
cried.  i 


Said  the  friend  of  my  bosom,  **  yours 

no  doubt, 

The  portrait  was,  till  a  mouth  ago. 

When  this  suflTering  angel  took  that 

out. 

And  placed  mine  there,  I  know." 

•*  This  woman,  she  loved  me  well," 
said  I. 
*'  A  month  ago,"  said  my  fHend 
to  me ; 
"  And  in  your  throat,"  I  groaned, 
you  lie  I" 
He  answered  .  .  .  "let  us  see." 

"Enough I"    I   returned,    *' let  the 
dead  decide : 
And   whose   soever  the  portrait 
prove. 
His  siiall  it  be«  when  the  cause  is 
tried. 
Where    Death    is    arraigned    by 
Love." 

We  found  the  portrait  there,  in  it«« 
place ; 
We  opeued  it,  by  the  tapers'  shine : 
The  gems  were  all  unchanged :  the 
face 
Was  —  neither  his  nor  mine. 

"One  nail  drives  out  another,  at 
least ! 

The  face  of  the  portrait  there,"  I 
cried, 

'*Is  our  friend's,  the  Raphael- 
faced  young  Priest, 

Who    confessed    her    when    she 


died." 

Opposite  me  bv  the  tapers'  light,       I     ^  .       .      „     «     ,  . 

The  frit'ud  of  mv  bosom,  the  man    The  settnig  is  all  of  rubies  red. 


I  loved. 

Stood  over  the   corpse  and  all  as 
white, 
And  neither  of  us  moved. 

••What  do  you  here,  my  friend?" 
.  .  .  The  man 
Looked  first  at  me,  and  then  at 
the  dead. 
*'  There  Is  a  portrait  here,"  he  be- 
gan; 
•^ There  is.     It  is  mine,"  I  said. 


And  pearls  which  a  Peri  might 
have  kept. 
For  each  ruby  there  my  heart  hath 
bled : 
For  each  pearl  my  eyes  have  wept. 

ASTAHTE. 

WiiKN  the  latest  strife  is  lost,  and 
all  is  done  with. 
En?  we  slumber  in  the  spirit  and 
the  brain. 
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We  drowse  back,  in  dreams,  to  days 
that  Mfe  begun  with, 
And  their  tender  light  returns  to 
us  again. 

I  have  cast  away  tlie  tangle  and  the 
torment 
Of  the  cords  that  bound  my  life 
up  in  a  mesh : 
And  the  pulse  begins  to  throb  that 
long  lay  dormant 
*Neath  their  pressure;    and   the 
old  wounds  bleed  afVcsli. 

I  am  touched  again  with  shades  of 
early  sadness, 
Like    the    summer-cloud's    light 
shadow  in  my  hair : 
I  am  thrilled  again  with  breaths  of 
boyish  gladness, 
Like  the  scent  of  ^ome  last  prim- 
rose on  the  air. 

And  again  she  comes,  with  all  her 
silent  graces, 
Tlie  lost  woman  of  my  youth,  yet 
unpossest : 
And  lier  cold   face  so  unlike   the 
other  faces 
Of  the  women  whose  dead  lips  I 
since  have  prest. 

The  motion  and  the  fragrance  of 
her  gannents 
Seem  about  me,  all  t*ie  day  long, 
in  the  room  : 
And  her  face,  with  its  bewildering 
old  endearments 
Comes  av  night  between  the  cur- 
tains, in  tlie  gloom. 

When  vain  dreams  are  stirred  with 
sighing,  near  the  morning, 
To  my  own  her  phantom  lips  I 
feel  approach  : 
And  her  smile,  at  eve,  breaks  o'er 
me  without  warning 
From  his   speechless,  pale,  per- 
petual reproach. 

When  Life's  dawning  glimmer  yet 
had  all  the  tint  there 
Of  the  orient,  in  the  freshness  of 
the  grass, 


(Ah,   what  feet   since    then    have 
trodden  out  the  print  there !) 
Did  her  soft,  her  silent  footsteps 
fall,  and  pass. 

They  fell  lightly,  as  the  dew  falls, 
'mid  ungathered 
Meadow-flowers ;  and  lightly  lin- 
gered with  the  dew. 
But  the  dew  is  gone,  the  grass  is 
dried  and  withered, 
And  the   traces  of   those    steps 
have  faded  too. 

Other  footsteps  fall  about  me,  — 
faint,  uncertain, 
In  the  shadow  of  the  world,  as  it 
recedes : 
Other  forms  peer  through  the  lialf- 
uplifted  curtain 
Of  that  mystery  which  hangs  be- 
hind the  creeds. 

What  is  gone,  is  gone  forever.    And 
new  fashions 
May  replace  old  forms  which  noth- 
ing can  restore : 
But  I  turn  from  sighing  back  de- 
parted passions 
With  that  pining  at  the  bosom  as 
of  yore. 

I  remember  to  have  murmured,  morn 
and  even, 
•'Though  the  Earth  dispart  these 
Earthlles.  face  from  face. 
Yet  the  Heaveniies  shall  surely  join 
in  Heaven, 
For  the  spirit  hath  no  bonds  In 
time  or  space. 

"  Where  it  listeth.  there  it  bloweth : 
all  existence 
Is    its  region:    and  it   housetli, 
where  It  will. 
I  shall  feel  her  through  immeasur- 
able distance, 
And  grow  nearer  and  be  gatherei/ 
to  her  stilL 
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"  If  I  fail  to  find  her  out  by  her  gold 
tresses, 
Brows,  and  breast,  and  lips,  and 
language  of  sweet  strains, 
1  shall  know  her  by  the  traces  of 
dead  kisses, 
And  that  portion  of  myself  which 
she  retains." 

But  my  being  is  confused  with  new 
experience, 
And  changed  to  something  other 
than  it  was ; 
And  the  Future  with  the  Past  is  set 
at  variance ; 
AndJ^if e  falters  with  the  burthens 
w^hich  it  has. 

Earth's  old  sins  press  fast  behind 
me,  weakly  wailing : 
Faint  before  nie  fleets  the  good  I 
have  not  done  :  ' 
And  my  search  for  her  may  still  bo 
unavailing 
'Mid  the  spirits  that  are  passed 
beyond  the  sun. 


AT  HOME  DUKING  THE  BALL. 

'Tis  hard  upon  the  dawn,  and  yet 
She  conies  not  ft'om  the  Ball. 

The  night  is  cold,  and  bleak,  and 
wet, 
And  the  snow  lies  over  all. 

I   praised   her  with  her  diamonds 
on :  — 
.\nd,  as  she  went,  she  smiled. 
And   yet   I  sighed,  when  she  was 
gone, 
Above  our  sleeping  child. 

And  all  night  lont:,  as  soft  anil  slow 

As  falls  the  falling  rain, 
The  thoughts  of  days  gone  long  ago 

Have  fllled  my  heart  again. 

Once  more  I  hear  the  Rhine  rush 
down, 

(I  hear  it  in  my  mind !) 
Once  more,  about  the  sleeping  town, 

The  lamps  wink  in  the  wind. 


The  narrow,  silent  street  I  pass : 
The  house  stands  o'er  the  river : 

A  light  is  at  the  casement-glass. 
That  leads  my  soul  forever. 

I  feel  my  way  along  the  gloom, 
Stair  after  stair  1  push  the  door; 

I  flnd  no  change  within  the  room. 
And  all  things  as  of  yore. 

One  little  room  was  all  we  had 
For  June  and  for  December. 

The  world  is  wide,  but  O  how  sad 
It  seem.s,  when  I  remember ! 

The  cage  with  the  canary-bird 
Hangs  in  the  window  still : 

The  small  red  rose-tree  is  not  stirred 
Upon  the  window-sill. 

Wide  open  her  "piano  stands; 

—  That  song  I  made  to  case 

A  paissing  pain  while  her  soft  hands 
Went  faintly  o'er  the  keys  I 

The  Are    within    the   stove  burns 
down ; 

The  light  is  dying  fast. 
How  dear  is  all  it  shines  upon. 

That  flrelight  of  the  Past ! 

No  sound  !  the  drowsy  Dutch-clock 
ticks. 

O,  how  should  I  forget 
The  slender  ebon  crucitlx. 

That  by  her  bed  is  set? 

Her  little  bed  is  white  as  snow, — 
How  dear  that  little  bed  ! 

Sweet  dreams  about  the  curtains  go 
.\nd  whisper  round  her  head. 

That  geutle  head  sleeps  o'er  her  arm 

—  Sleeps  all  its  soft  brown  hair: 
i  .\nd  those  dear  clothes  of  hers,  yet 

wanu. 
Droop  open  on  the  chair. 

Yet  warm  the  snowy  petticoat ! 

The  dainty  corset  too ! 
How  warm   the   ribbon    from   her 
throat, 

And  warm  each  little  shoe ! 
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Lie  soft,  dear  arm  upon  the  pillow ! 

Sleep,  foolish  little  head ! 
Ah,  well   she   sleeps!  I   know   the 
willow 

That  curtains  her  cold  bed.  — 

Since  last  I  trod  that  silent  street 

Tis  many  a  year  ago : 
And,  if  I  there  could  set  my  feet 

Once  more,  I  do  not  know. 

If  I  should  find  it  where  it  was, 
That  house  upon  the  river : 

But  the  light  that  lit  the  casement- 
glass 
I  know  is  dark  forever. 

Hark !  wheels  below,  .  .  .  my  lady's 
knock ! 
—  Farewell,  the  old  romance !  — 
Well,  dear,  you're  late,  — past  four 
o'clock !  — 
How  often  did  you  dance? 

Not  cooler  from  the  crowniug  waltz. 
She  takes  my  lialf  the  pillow.  — 

Well,  —  well !  —  the     women     free 
from  faults 
Have  beds  below  the  willow ! 


AT  HOME  AFTER  THE  BALL. 

The  clocks  are  calling  Three 

Across  the  silent  floors. 
The  fire  in  the  library 

Dies  out;  through  the  open  doors 
The  red  empty  room  you  may  see. 

In  the  nursery,  up  stairs, 
The  child  had  gone  to  sleep. 

Half-way  'twixt  dreams  and  prayers, 
When  the  hall-door  made  him  leap 

To  its  thunders  unawares. 

Like  love  in  a  worldly  breast, 
Alone  In  my  lady's  chamber. 

The  lamp  burns  low,  supprest 
'Mid  sntius  of  broidered  amber. 

Where  she  stands,  half  undrcst : 


Her  bosom  all  unlaced : 

Her    cheeks  with  a  bright    red 
spot: 
Her  long  dark  hair  displaced, 

Down  streaming,  heeded  not. 
From  her  white  throat  to  her  waiflt  ? 

She  stands  up  her  full  height. 
With  her  ball-dress  slipping  down 
her. 
And  her  eyes  as  fixed  and  bright 
As  the  diamond  stars  that  crown 
her,  — 
An  awful,  beautiful  sight 

Beautiful,  yes  .  .  .  with  her  hair 
So  wild,  and  her  cheeks  so  flosht! 

Awful,  yes  .  .  .  for  there 

In  her  beauty  she  stands  husht 

By  the  pomp  of  her  own  despair ! 

And  flxt  there,  without  doubt. 
Face  to  face  with  her  own  sorrow 

She  w  ill  stand,  till,  from  without, 
The  light  of  the  neighboring  mor- 
row 

Oeeps  in,  and  finds  her  out. 

With  last  night's  music  poallng 
Youth's  dirges  in  her  ears  : 

With  last  night's  lamps  revealing. 
In  the  charnels  of  old  years, 

The  face  of  each  dead  feeling. 

Ay,  Madam,  here  alone 

You  may  think,  till  your  heart  is 
broken, 
Of  the  love  that  is  dead  and  done, 

Of  the  days  that,  with  no  token, 
Forevemiore  are  gone.  — 

Weep  if  you  can,  beseech  you ! 

There's  no  one  by  to  curb  you : 
Your  child's  cry  cannot  reach  you : 

Your  lord  will  not  disturb  you  ; 
Weep !  .  . .  w^hat  can  weeping  teach 
you? 

Your  tears  are  dead  in  you. 

**  What  harm,  where  all  things 
change," 
You  say,  '*  if  we  change  too? 

—  The  old  still  sunny  Grange ! 
Ah,  that's  far  off  i'  the  dew. 
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"  Were  not  those  pleasant  hours, 

Ere  I  was  what  I  am? 
My  garden  of  ftresh  flowers ! 

My  milk-white  weanling  lamb ! 
My  bright  laburnum  bowers ! 

'*  The  orchard  walls  so  trim ! 

The  redbreast  in  the  thorn ! 
The  twilight  soft  and  dim ! 

The  child's  heart !  eve  and  morn, 
So  rich  with  thoughts  of  him  !  " 

Hush !  your  weanling  lamb  is  dead : 
Your  garden  trodden  over. 

They  have  broken  the  farm  shed : 
They  have  buried  your  flrst  lover 

With  the  grass  above  his  head. 

Has  the  Past,  then,  so  much  power, 
You  dare  take  not  from  the  shelf 

That  book  with  the  dry  flower, 
Lest  it  make  you  hang  yourself 

For  being  yourself  for  an  hour? 

Why  can't  you  let  thought  be 

For  even  a  little  while? 
There's  nought  in  memory 

Can  bring  you  back  the  smile 
Those  lips  have  lost.     Just  see. 

Here  what  a  costly  gem 

To-night  in  your  hair  you  wore  — 
Pearls  on  a  diamond  stem ! 

When  sweet  things  are  no  more, 
Better  not  think  of  them. 

Are  you  saved  by  pangs  that  pained 
you, 
Is  there  comfort  in  all  it  cost  you. 
Before  the  world  had  gained  you. 

Before  that  God  had  lost  you, 
Or  your  soul  had  quite  disdained 
you? 

For  your  soul  (and  this  is  worst 
To  bear,  as  yon  well  know) 

Has  been  watching  you,  from  flrst. 
As  sadly  as  God  could  do ; 

And  yourself  yourself  have  curst. 

Talk  of  the  flames  of  Hell ! 

We  fuel  ourselves,  1  conceive. 
The  fire  the  Fiend  lights.    Well, 


Believe  or  disbelieve, 
We  know  more  than  we  tell ! 

Surely  you  need  repose ! 

To-morrow  again  —  the  Ball. 
And  you  must  revive  the  rose 

In  your  cheek,  to  bloom  for  all. 
Not  go?  .  .  .  why  the  whole  world 
goes. 

To  bed !  to  bed !     'Tis  sad 
To  And  that  Fancy's  wings 

Have  lost  the  hues  they  had. 
In  thinking  of  these  things 

Some  women  have  gone  mad. 

AU  CAFE  ♦  ♦  ♦. 

A  PARTY  of  friends,  all  light-hearted 
and  gay, 
At  a  certain  French  caffe,  where 
every  one  goes. 
Are  met,  in  a  well-curtained  warm 
cabinet, 
Overlooking  a  street  there,  which 
every  one  knows. 

The  guests  are,  three  ladies  well 
known  and  admired : 
One  adorns  the  Lyr/^Mp;  one  .  .  . 
I  oft  have  beheld  her 
At  the   Vaudeville y  with   raptures; 
the  third  lives  retired 
^^  Dans  ses  meubles**  .  .  .  (we  all 
know  her  house)  .  .  .  Kue  de 
HeUler. 

Besides   these    is    a    fourth  ...  a 
young  Englishman,  lately 
Presented  the  round  of  the  clubs 
in  the  town. 
A  taciturn   Anglican  coldness    se- 
dately 
Invests  him:  unthawed  by  Clar- 
isse,  he  sits  dow^n. 

But  little  he  speaks,  and  but  rarely 
he  shares 
In  the  laughter  around  him ;  his 
smiles  are  but  few ; 
There's  a  sneer  in  the  look  that  his 
countenance  wears 
In  repose;    and   fatigue    in    the 
eyes'  weary  blue. 
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Therestare  three F re iiclinien.  Three 
Freuchmeu  (thauk  heaven!) 
Are  but  rarely  morose,  with  Cham- 
pagne and  Bordeaux : 
And  their  w't,  and  their  laughter, 
suffices  to  leaven 
With  mirth  their  mute  guest's  im- 
itation of  snow. 

The  dinner  is  done:  the  Lafltte  in 
its  basket, 
The  Champagne  in  its  cooler,  is 
passed  in  gay  haste;  « 

Whatever  you  wish  for,  you  have 
but  to  ask  it: 
Here  are  coffee,  cigars,  and  li- 
queurs to  your  taste. 

And  forth  f rmn  the  bottles  the  corks 
fly;  and  chilly, 
The  bright  wine,  in  bubbling  and 
blushing,  confounds 
Its    warmth  with   the  ice  that  it 
seethes  round;  and  shrilly 
(Till  stifled  by  kisses)  the  laugh- 
ter resounds. 

Strike,  strike  the  piano,  beat  loud 
at  the  wall! 
Let  wealthy  old  Lycus  with  Jeal- 
ousy groan 
Next  door,  while  fair  Chloris  re- 
sponds to  the  call. 
Too  fair  to  be  supping  with  Lycus 
alone !  * 

Clarisse,  with  a  smile,  has  subsided, 
opprest, 
Half,  perhaps,  by  Champagne  .  .  . 
half,  perhaps,  by  affection,  -- 
In  the  arms  of  the  taciturn,  cold, 
English  guest. 
With,  just  rising  athwart  her  im- 
perial complexion. 

One  tinge  that  young  Evian  himself 
have  kist 
From  the  fairest  of  Maenads  tliat 
danced  in  his  troop ; 

*  •*  Audeat  Invidus 
Dcmentem  atrepUum  Lycus 
V^vidiia  MDi  non  habillB  Lyco." 

UORACS. 


And  her  deep  hair,  unloosed  fVom 
its  sumptuous  twist, 
Overshoweriug   her    throat    and 
her  bosom  a-droop. 

The    soft   snowy  throat,  and   the 
round,  dimpled  chin, 
Upturned  from  the  arm-fold  where 
hangs  ttic  rich  head ! 
And  the  warm  lips  apart,  ifi^ile  the 
white  lids  begin 
To  close  over  the  dark  languid 
eyes  which  they  shade! 

And  next  to  Clarisse  (with  her  wild 
hair  all  wet 
From  the  wine,  in  whose  blush  its 
faint  flre-fly  gold 
She  was  steeping  just  now),  th^ 
blue-eyed  Juliette 
Is  murmuring  her  witty  bad  things 
to  Arnold. 

Cries  Arnold  to  the  dumb  English 
guest  ..."  Mon  amU 
What's  the  matter?  .  .  .  you  can*t 
sing  .  .  .  well,  speak,  then,  at 
least: 
More  grave,  had  a  man  seen  a  ghost, 
could  he  be? 
Mais  quel  drole  de  farceur !  .  .  . 
cofnme  il  a  le  vin  triste  /*' 

And  says  Charles  in  Eugene  (vainly 
seelcing  to  borrow 
Ideas  from  a  yawn  .  .  .  "At  the 
club  there  are  three  of  us 
With  the  Duke,  and  we  play  lans- 
quenet till  to-morrow: 
I  am  off  on  tlie  spur  .  .  .  what 
say  you  f  .  ,  .  will  you  be  of 
us? 

^^  Mon  enfant y  tu  me  boudes  —  tu  me 
boudes,  rheri,^' 
Sighs  the  soft  Celestine  on  the 
breast  of  Eugdne; 
"  Ah  bah  !  ne  mefais  pas  poser,  mon 
amie,^* 
Laughs  her  lover,  and  lifts  to  hW 
lips  —  the  Champagne. 
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And  loud  from  the  bottles  tlie  corks 
fly ;  aud  chilly 
The  wine  gurjrles  up  to  its  fine 
crystal  bounds. 
While  Charles  rolls  liis  paper  cigars 
round,  how  shrilly 
(Till  kist  out)  the  laughter  of  Ju- 
liette resounds ! 

Strike,  strike  the  piano !  beat  loud 
at  the  wall ! 
Let    wealthy     old    Lycus    with 
jealousy  jrroan 
Next  door,  while  fair  Chloris  re- 
sponds to  the  call. 
Too  fair  to  be  supping  with  Ly- 
cus alone. 

There  Is  Celestine  singing,  and  Eu- 
gene is  swearing.  — 
In  the  midst  of  the  laughter,  the 
oaths,  and  the  songs, 
Falls  a  knock  at    the    door;    but 
there's  nobody  liearing : 
Each,    uninterrupted,    the   revel 
prolongs. 

Said  1  .  .  .  "nobody  hearing'*?  one 
only ;  —  the  guest, 
The  morose  English  stranger,  so 
dull  to  the  charms 
Of  Clarisse,  aud  Juliette,  Celestine, 
and  the  rest; 
Who  sits,  cold  as  a  stone,  with  a 
girl  in  his  arms. 

Once,  twice,  and  tliree  times,  he  has 
heard  It  repeated ', 
And  louder,  and  fiercer,  each  time 
the  sound  falls. 
And  his  clieek  is  death   pale,  'mid 
the  others  so  heated ; 
There's  a  step  at  tlie  door,  too,  his 
fancy  recalls. 

And  he  rises  .  .  .  (just  so  an  automa- 
ton rises,  — 
Some    man  of  mechanics   made 
up,  —  that  must  move 
In  the  way  that  the  wheel  moves 
within  him ;  — there  lies  his 
Sole  path  flxt  before  him,  below 
and  above). 


He  rises  .  .  .  and,  scarcely  a  glanct 
casting  on  her. 
Flings  ftom  him  the  beauty  asleejr 
on  his  shoulder; 
Charles  springs  to  his  feet ;  Eugene 
mutters  of  honor ; 
But  there's  that  in  the   stranger 
that  awes  each  beholder. 

For  the  hue  on  his  cheek,  it  Is  whiter 
than  whiteness : 
The  hair  creeps  on  his  head  like  a 
,  strange  living  thing. 

The  lamp  o'er  the  table  has  lost  half 
its  brightness ; 
Juliette  cannot  laugh;   Celestine 
cannot  sing. 

He  has  opened  the  d«or  in  a  silence 
unbroken  : 
And  the  gaze  of  all  eyes  where  he 
stands  is  flxt  wholly : 
Not  a  hand  is  there  raised;  not  a 
word  is  there  spoken  : 
He  has  opened  the  door ;  .  .  .  amJ 
there  comes  through  it  slowly 

A  woman,  as  pale  as  a  dame  on  :> 
tombstone, 
With  desolate  violet  eyes,  opea 
wide* 
Her  look,  as  she  turns  it,  turns  all 
in  the  room  stone : 
She   sits    down   on  a  sofa,  the 
stranger  beside. 

Her  hair  it  is  yellow,  as  moonlight 
on  water 
Which  stones  in  some  eddy  tor- 
ment into  waves ; 
Her  lips  are  as  red  as  new  blood  spilt 
in  slaughter ; 
Her  cheek  like  a  ghost's  seen  by 
night  o'er  the  graves. 

Her  place  by  the  taciturn  guest  she 
has  taken ; 
And  the  glass  at  her  side  she  has 
filled  with  Champagne. 
As  she  bows  o'er  the  board,  all  tne 
revellers  awaken. 
She  has  pledged  her  mute  friend» 
and  she  fills  up  again. 
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Clarissfi    has    awaked;     ami    wiin 
shrieks  leaves  the  tabic. 
Juliette  wakes,  and  faints  in  the 
arms  of  Arnohl. 
4nd  Charles  and  Eugene,  with  what 
speed  they  are  able, 
Are  off  to  the  club,  where  this  tale 
shall  be  told. 

Pelestine  for  her  brougham,  on  the 
stairs,  was  appealing, 
With  hysterical  sobs,  to  the  surly 
amderge. 
When  a  ray  through  the  doorway 
stole  to  her,  revealing 
A  sight  that  soon  changed  her  ap- 
peal to  "Z«  rierge" 

All  the  light-hearted  friends  from 
the  chamber  are  lied  : 
And  the  caf6  itself  has  grown  si- 
lent by  this. 
From  the  dark  street  below,  you  can 
scarce  hear  a  tread. 
Save  the  Gendanne's,  who  reigns 
there  as  gloomy  as  Dis. 

The  shadow  of  night  is  beginning  to 
mt: 
Through  the  gray  window  shim- 
mers the  motionless  town. 
The  ghost  and  the  stranger,  together 
they  sit 
Side  by  side    at  the   table  —  the 
place  is  their  own. 

They  nod  and  change  glances,  that 
pale  man  and  woman ; 
For  they  both  are  well  known  to 
each  other :  and  then 
Some  ghosts  have  a  look  that's  so 
horribly  human. 
In  the  street  yon  miirht  meet  them, 
and  take  them  for  men. 

"Thou  art  changed,  my  beloved !  and 
the  lines  liavc  grown  stronger, 
And  the  curls  have  grown  scauter, 
that  meet  on  thy  brow. 
Ah,  faithless  !  and  dost  thou  rcmeni- 
ber  no  longer 
The  hour  of  our  passion,  the  words 
of  thy  vow? 


'*  Thy  kiss,  on  my  lips  it  Is  burning 
forever ! 
1  cannot  sleep  calm,  for  my  bed  is 
so  cold. 
Embrace  me !  close  .  .  .  closer  . . .  O 
let  us  i)art  never, 
And  let  all  be  again  as  it  once  was 
of  old ! " 

So  she    murmurs   repiningly   ever. 
Her  breath 
Lifts  his  hair  like  a  night-wind  in 
winter.     .\nd  he  .  .  . 
"Thy  hand,  O  Irene,  is  icy  as  death, 
But  thy  face  is  unchanged  in  its 
beauty  to  me." 

•*  'Tls  so  cold,  my  beloved  one,  down 
there,  and  so  drear." 
'•Ah,    thy    sweet    voice,    Irene, 
soimds  hollow  and  strange  I" 
**  *Tis  the  chills  of  the  grave  that 
have  changed  it,  I  fear: 
But  the  voice  of  my  heart  there's 
no  chill  that  can  change." 

"Ila!  thy  pale  cheek  is  llusht  with 
a  heat  like  mv  own. 
Is  it  breath,  is  it  flame,  on  thy 
lips  that  is  burning? 
Ilal   thy  heart  flutters  wild,  as  of 
old,  'neath  thy  zone. 
And  those  cold  eyes  of  tldne  All 
with  passionate  yearning." 

Thus,  embracing  each  other,  they 
bend  and  they  waver, 
And,  laughing  and  weeping,  con- 
verse.    The  pale  ghost. 
As  the  wine  warms  the  grave-woi  ni 
within  her,  grown  ])raver. 
Fills  her  glass  to  the  brim,  and 
l>roposes  a  toast. 

*'  Here  s  a  health  to  the  glow-worni. 
Death's  sober  lamplighter, 
That  saves  from  the  darkness  be- 
low the  gravestone 
The  tomb's  pallid  pictures  .  .  .  the 
sadder  the  brighter ; 
Shapes  of  beauty  each  stony-eyed 
corpse  there  hatli  known : 
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Mere  ro\i^h  sketches  of  life,  where 
•   a  gliiupse  goes  for  all, 
Which  the  Master  keeps  (all  the 
rest  let  the  world  have  1) 
But  though  only  rough-scrawled  on 
the  blank  charnel  wall, 
l8  their  truth  the  less  shari),  t^^*^^ 
'tis  sheathed  in  the  grave? 

Here's  to  Love  .  .  .  the  prime  pas- 
sion .  .  .  the  haip  that  we 
sung  to 

In  the  orient  of  youth,  in  the  days 
pure  of  pain ; 
The  cup  that  we  quaffed  in:    the 
stlrnip  we  sprung  to. 

So  light,   ere    the    journey  was 
made  —  and  in  vain! 

"0  the  life  that  we  lived  once!  the 
beauty  so  fair  once! 
Tjct  tjjcm  go !    wliorefore  weep   for 
wliat  tenrs  could  not  save? 
What  old  triek  set  us  aping  the  fools 
that  we  were  once, 
And  tickles  our  bruins  even  under 
the  grave? 

**  There's    a    small     stinging    worm 
which  the  grave  ever  breeds 
From  the  folds  of  the  shroud  that 
around  us  is  spread  ' 
There's  a   little    blind    maggot   that 
revels  and  fee<ls 
C)n  the  life  of  the   living,  the  sleep 
of  the  dead.  i 

*'To  our  friends'  ..."     But   the, 

full  Hood  of  dawn  through  the 

pane,  ; 

Having    slowly    rolled    down    the! 

huge  street  there  unheard  I 

While  the  great,  new,   blue  sky,  o'er 

the  white  Madeleine  i 

Was  wide  opening  itself),  from  hen 

lips  washed  the  word  ; 

iV ashed  ber  face  faint  and  fainter; 
while,  dimmer  and  dimmer,     i 
Hi  its  seat,  the  pale  form  flickered 
out  like  a  flame, 


As  broader,  and  brighter,  and  fuller, 
tlie  glimmer 
Of  day  through  the  heat-cloaded 
window  became. 

And  the  day  mounts  apace.     Some 
one  opens  the  door. 
In  shuffles  a  waiter  with  sleepv 
red  eyes : 
He  stares  at  the  cushions  flung  loose 
on  the  floor, 
On  the  bottles,  the  glasses,  the 
plates,  with  surprise. 

Stranger  still .'  he  sees  seated  a  man 
at  the  table. 
With  his  head  on  his  hands :  in  a 
slumber  he  seems, 
So  wild,  and  so  strange,  he  no  longer 
is  able 
In  silence  to  thrid  through  the 
path  of  his  dreams. 

For  he  moans,  and  he  mutters :  he 
moves  and  he  motions  : 
To  the  dream  that  he  dreams  o'er 
his  wine-cup  he  pledges. 
And  his  sighs  sound,  through  sleep, 
like  spent  winds  over  ocean's 
Last  verge,  where  the  world  hides 
its  outermost  edges. 

The  gas-lamp  falls  sick  in  the  tube : 
and  so,  dying, 
To  the  fumes  of  spilt  wine,  and 
cigars  but  half  smoked, 
Adds  the  stench  of  its  last  gasp : 
chairs  broken  are  lying 
All  about  o'er  the  carpet  stained. 
littered,  and  soaked. 

.\    touch    starts    the    sleeper.      He 
wakes.     It  is  day. 
And  the  beam  that  dispels  all  the 
phantoms  of  night 
Through  the  rooms  sends  its  kindly 
and  comforting  ray : 
The  streets  are  new-peopled  :  the 
morning  is  bright. 
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And  the  city's  so  fair !  and  the  dawn 
breaks  so  brightly ! 
With  gay  flowers  in  the  market, 
gay  girls  in  tlie  street. 
Whate'er  the  strange  beings  that 
visit  us  nightly, 
When   Paris    awakes,    fVom    her 
smile  they  retreat. 

1  myself  have,  at  morning,  beheld 
them  departing ; 
Some  in  masks,  and  tn  dominoes, 
footing  it  on : 
Some  like  imps,  some  like  fairies :     j 
at  cockcrow  all  starting, 
And  speedily  flitting  from  siglit 
one  by  one. 

And    that   wonderfVil   night-flower. 
Memory,  that,  tearfVil, 
Unbosoms  to  darkness  her  heart 
full  of  dew, 
Folds  her  k»aves  round  again,  and 
from  day  shrinks  up  fearful 
In  the  cleft  of  her  ruin,  the  shade 
of  her  vew. 

• 

This  broad  daylight  life's  strange 
enough :  and  wherever 
We  wander,  or  walk ;  in  the  club, 
in  the  streets ; 
Not  a  straw  on  the  ground  is  too 
trivial  to  sever 
Each  man  in  the  crowd  ft"om  the 
others  he  meets. 

Each  walks  with  a  spy  or  a  jailor 
behind  him 
(Some  word  he  has  spoken,  some 
deed  he  has  done) : 
And  the  step,  now  and  then,  quick- 
ens, just  to  remind  him, 
In  the  crowd,  in  the  sun,  that  he 
is  not  alone. 

But  'tis  hard,  when  by  lamplight, 
'mid  laughter  and  songs  too, 
Tliose  return,  .  .  .  we  have  buriecl, 
and  mourned  for,  and  prayed 
for, 
And  done  with  .  .  .  and,  free  of  the 
grave  Vt  belongs  to, 
Some  cheat  drinks  your  health  in 
the  wine  you  have  paid  for. 


Wreathe  the  rose,  O  Young  Man: 
pour  the  wine.  What  thou  hast 
That  enjoy  all  the  days  of  thy 
youtli.     Spare  tliou  naught. 
Yet  beware !  ...  at  the  board  sits  a 
ghost  —  'tis  the  Past ; 
In  thy  heart  lurks  a  weird  necro- 
mancer —  'tis  Thought. 

THE   CHESS-BOARD. 

My  little  love,  do  you  remember. 

Ere  we  were  grown  so  sadly  wise. 
Those  evenings  in  the  bleak  Decem- 
ber, 
Curtained  warm   from   the  snowy 

weather, 
When  you  and  I  played  chess  to- 
gether, 
Checkmated  by  each  other's  eyes? 
Ah,  still  I  see  your  soft  white  hand 
Hovering    warm    o'er  Queen    and 
Knight. 
Brave    Pawns    in    valiant    battle 
stand. 
The  double  (^astles  guard  the  wings  : 
The  Bishop,  bent  on  distant  things, 
Moves,  sidling  through  the  flght. 
Our  Angers   touch;    our  glances 

meet, 
And  falter;  falls  your  golden  hair 
Against  my  cheek;    your  bosom 
sweet 
Is  heaving.     Down  the  tiehl,  your 

Queen 
Rides  sh)W  her  soldiery  all  between, 
And  checks  me  unaware. 
Ah  me !  the  little  battle's  done, 
Disperst  is  all  its  chivalry; 
Full  many  a  move,  since  then,  hav« 

we 
'Mid    Life's    perplexing     checkers 

made, 
And   many   a  game   with   Fortune 
played. — 
What  is  it  we  have  won? 
This,  tliisat  least — if  tliisalone;— 
That  never,  never,  ncviT  more, 
As  in  those  old  still  niirhts  of  yore 
(Ere  we  were  .^rown  sosadly  wise), 
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Can  you  end  1  shut  out  the  skies, 
Shut    out    the   world,   and  wintry 
weather, 
And,   eyes    exchanging    warmth 
with  eyes, 
Play  chess,  as  then  we  played,  to- 
gether ! 

SONG. 

Ik  Sorrow  have  taught  me  anything. 

She  liath  taught  me  to  weep  for 
you; 
And  if  Falsehood  have  loft  me  a  tear 
to  shed 

For  Truth,  these  tears  are  true. 
If  the  one  star  left  by  the  morning 

Be  dear  to  the  dying  night, 
If  the  late  lone  rose  of  October 

Be  sweetest  to  scent  and  sight, 
If  the  last  of  the  leaves  in  December 

Be  dear  to  the  desolate  tree, 
Uemember,  beloved,  O  remember 

How  dear  is  your  beauty  to  me  I 

And  more  dear  than  the  gold,  is  the 
silver 
Grief  hatli   sown   in   that   hair's 
young  gold : 
And  lovelier  than  youth  is  the  lan- 
guage 
Of  tiie  thoughts  that  have  made 
j'outh  old; 
We  must  love,  and  unlove,  and  for- 
get, dear — 
Fashion  and  shatter  the  spell 
Of  how  many  a  love  in  a  life,  dear  — 
Ere  life  learns  to  love  once  and 
love  well. 
Then    what  matters  it,  vesterdav's 

•  * 

sorrow? 
Since  I  have  outlived  it  —  seel 
And  what  matter  the  cares  of  to- 


What  I  seek  I  am  patient  to  gain 
To  the  tears  1  have  shed,  and  regret 
not, 
What  matter  a  few  more  tears? 
Or  a  few  days'  waiting  longer, 

To  one  that  has  waited  for  years? 
Hush!  lay  your  head  ou  my  breast, 
there. 
Not  a  word !  .  .  .  while  I  weep  for 
your  sake. 
Sleep,  and  forget  me,  and  rest  there  : 
My  heart  will  wait  warm  till  you 
wake. 
For — if  Sorrow  have  taught  me  any- 


thing 


[you; 


She  hath  taught  me  to  weep  for 
And  if  Falsehood  have  left  me  a  tear 
to  shed 
For  Truth,  these  tears  are  true! 

THE   LAST  REMONSTRANCE. 

Yks  !    I  am  worse  than  thou  didst 
once  believe  me. 
Worse  than  thou  deem'st  me  now 
I  cannot  be  — 
But  say  "the  Fiend's  no  blacker,** 
.  .  .  canst  thou  leave  me? 
Where  wilt  thou  flee? 

Where  wilt  thou  bear  the  relics  of 
che  days 
Squandered  round  this  dethron6d 
love  of  thine? 
Hast  thou  the  silver  and  the  gold  to 
raise 
.\  new  Ciod's  shrine? 

Thy  clieek  hath  lost  its  roundness 

ami  its  bloom  : 
Whowill  forgivothose  signs  where 

tears  have  fed 
( )n  thy  once  lustrous  ej-es,  —  save  he 

for  whom 


Those  tears  were  shed? 
morrow,  : 

Since  you,  dear,  will  share  them  ,  *^»<>^^' f  »^^>t^-^*'0'iJ:rief  whose  course 

with  me?  I  '»^^'»  »<^^^'ii 

Lines  on  thv  brow,  and  silver  in 


To  love  it  is  hard,  and  'tis  harder 

Perchance  to  be  loved  again  : 
But  you'll  love  me.  I  know,  n(»w  I 
love  you.  — 


thv  hair? 
Will  new  love  learn  the  language, 
mine  alone 
Hath  ;rraven  there? 
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Despite  the  blemisht  beauty  of  thy 
brow, 
Thou  wouldst  be  lovely,  couldst 
thou  love  agaiu ; 
For  Love  renews  the  Beautiful :  but 
thou 
Hast  only  pain. 

How  wilt  thou  bear  from  pity  to  im- 
plore 
What  once  those  eyes  from  rap- 
ture could  command? 
How  wilt  thou  stretch  —  who  wast 
a  Queen  of  yore  — 
A  suppliant's  hand? 

Even  were  thy  heart  content  from 
love  to  ask 
No  more  than  needs  to  keep  it 
from  the  chill, 
Hast  thou  the  strength  to  recom- 
mence the  task 
Of  pardoning  still? 

Wilt  thou  to  one,  exacting  all  that  I 
Have  lost  the  right  to  ask  for,  still 
extend 
Forgiveness  on   forgiveness,  with 
that  sigh 
That  dreads  the  end? 

Ah,  if  thy  heart  can  pardon  yet,  why 
yet 
Should  not  its  latest  pardon  be  for 
me? 
For  who  will  bend,  the  boon  he  seeks 
to  get, 
On  lowlier  knee? 

Where  wilt  thou  And  the  unworthler 
heart  tlian  mine, 
That  it  may  be  more  grateful,  or 
more  lowly? 
To  whom  else,  pardoning  umch,  be- 
come divine 
By  pardoning  wholly  ? 

Hath  not  thy  forehead  paled  beneath 
my  kiss? 
And  through  thy  life  have  I  not 
writ  my  name? 
Hath  not  my  soul  signed  thine?  . .  . 
I  gave  thee  bliss, 
If  I  gave  shame : 


The  shame,  but  not  the  bliss,  wher. 
e'er  thou  goest. 
Will  haunt  thee  yet:  to  me  no 
shame  thou  hast: 
To  me  alone,  what  now  thou  art, 
thou  knowest 
By  what  thou  wast. 

What  other  hand  will  help  thy  heart 
to  swell 
To  raptures  mine  first  taught  it 
how  to  feel? 
Or  iVom  the  unchorded  harp  and  va- 
cant shell 
New  notes  reveal? 

Ah,  by  my  dark  and  sullen  nature 
nurst, 
And  rocked  by  passion  on  this 
stormy  heart. 
Be  mine  the  last,  as  thou  wert  mine 
the  first! 
We  dare  not  part ! 

At  best  a  fallen  Angel  to  mankind, 
To  me  be  still  the  seraph  I  have 
dared 
To  show  my  hell  to,  and  whose  love 
resigned 
Its  pain  hath  shared. 

If,  faring  on  together,  1  have  fed 
Thy  lips  on   poisons,  they  wt*rc 
sweet  at  least, 
Nor  couldst  thou  thrive  where  ho- 
lier Love  hatli  spread 
His  simpler  feast. 

Chauge  would  be  death.    Could  sev- 
erance from  my  side 
Bring  thee  repose,  I  would   not 
bid  thee  stay. 
My  love  should  meet,  as  calmly  as 
my  pride, 
That  parting  day. 

It  may  not  be  :  for  thou  couldst  not 
forget  me,  — 
Not  that  my  own  Is  more  than 
other  natures, 
But  that  'tis  difibrent:    and  thou 
wouldst  regret  me 
'Mid  purer  creatures. 
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Then,  if  love's  first  ideal  now  grows 
wan, 
And  thou  wilt  love  again,  —  again 
love  me. 
For  what  I  am : — no  hero,  but  a  man 
Still  loving  thee. 


SORCERY. 


TO 


You*RE  a  milk-white  Panther : 

I'm  a  Genius  of  the  air. 
You're  a  Princess  once  enchanted; 

That  is  why  you  seem  so  fair. 

For  a  crime  untold,  unwritten, 
That  was  done  an  age  ago, 

I  have  lost  my  wings,  and  wander 
In  the  wilderness  below. 

In  a  droara  too  long  indulged, 

In  a  Palace  by  the  sea, 
You  were  changed  to  what  you  are 

By  a  muttered  sorcerv. 

Your  name  came  on  my  lips 

When  I  first  looked  in  your  eyes : 

At  my  feet  you  fawned,  you  knew 
mc 
In  despite  of  all  disguise. 

The  black  elephants  of  Delhi 
Arc  the  wisest  of  their  kind, 

And  the  libbards  of  Soumatra 
Are  full  of  eyes  behind : 

But  they  guessed  not,  they  divined 
not. 
They  believed  me  of  the  earth. 
When  I  walked  among  them,  mourn- 
ing 
For  the  region  of  my  birth. 

Till  I  found  you  in  the  moonlight. 

Then  at  once  I  knew  it  all. 
You  were  sleeping  in  the  sand  here, 

But  you  wakened  to  my  call. 

I  knew  why,  in  your  slumber. 
You  were  moaning  piteously : 

Von  heard  a  sound  of  harping 
From  a  Palace  by  the  sea. 


Through  the  wilderness  together 
We^uust  wander  everywhere, 

Till  we  And  the  mugic  berry 
That  shall  make  us  what  we  were 

'Tls  a  berry  sweet  and  bitter, 
I  have  heard ;  there  is  but  one ; 

On  a  tall  tree,  by  a  fountain, 
In  the  desert  all  alone. 

When  at  last  'tis  found  and  eaten, 
We  shall  both  be  what  we  wen?; 

You,  a  Princess  of  the  water, 
I,  a  Genius  of  the  air. 

Sec !  the  Occident  is  flaring 
Far  behind  us  in  the  skies, 

And  our  shadows  float  before  os. 
Night  is  coming  forth.     Arise! 

ADIEU,   MIGNONNE,   MA 
BELLE. 

Adieu,    Mignonne,   ma  belle   .   .   . 
when  you  are  gone, 
Vague  thoughts  of  you  will  wan- 
der, searching  love 

heart :    through 
this  dim  room,  Mignonne, 
Vague  fragrance  from  your  hair 
and  dress  will  move. 

How  will  yon  think  of   this   poor 
heart  to-morrow, 
This  poor  fond  heart  with  all  its 
joy  in  you? 
Which  yon  were  fain   to  lean   on, 
once,  in  sorrow. 
Though  now  you  bid  It  such   a 
light  adieu. 

You'll  sing  perchance  ..."  I  passea 
a  night  of  dreams 
Once,  in  an  old  inn's  old  wonn- 
eaten  bed, 
Passing  on   life's   highway.     How 
strange  it  seems, 
That  never  more  I  there  shall  lean 
my  head ! " 


Through  this  dim 
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Adieu,  Mignonne,  adieu,  Mignoune, 
ma  belle ! 
All,  little  witch,  our  greeting  was 
80  gay, 
Onr  love  so  painless,  who*d  have 
thought "  Farewell  ** 
Could  ever  be  so  sad  a  word  to 
say? 

I  leave  a  thousand  fond  farewells 
with  you : 
Some  for  your  red  wet  lips,  whicli 
were  so  sweet : 
Some    for   your  darling  eyes,  so 
dear,  so  blue 
Some  for  yo'jr  wicked,  wanton 
little  feet : 

But  for  your  little  heart,  not  yet 
awake,  — 
What  can  I  leave  your  little  heart, 
Mignonne? 
It  seems  so  fast  asleep,  I  fear  to 
break 
The  poor  thing's  slumber.    Let  it 
still  sleep  on ! 

I    TO   MIGNONNE. 

At  morning,  from  the  sunlight 
I  shall  miss  your  sunny  face, 

Leaning,  laughing,  on  my  shoulder 
With  its  careless  infant  grace; 
And  your  hand  there, 

With  its  rosy,  inside  color. 
And  the  sparkle  of  its  rings ; 

And  your  soul  from  t  his  old  chamber 
Missed  in  fifty  little  things, 
When  i  stand  there. 

And  the  roses  in  the  garden 
Droop  stupid  all  the  day,  — 

Red,  thirsty  mouths  wide  open, 
With  not  a  word  to  say ! 
Their  last  meaning 

Is  all  faded,  like  a  fragrance, 

From  the  languishing  late  flowers, 
With  your  feet,  your  slow  white 
movi'iiionts. 
And  your  face,  in  silent  hours, 
O'er  them  leaning. 


And,  in  long,  cool  summer  evenings, 
I  shall  never  see  you,  drest 

In  those  pale  violet  colors 
Which  suit  your  sweet  face  best. 
Here's  your  glove,  child, 

Soiled  aud  empty,  as  you  left  it. 
Yet  your  hand's  warmth  seems  to 
stay 
In  it  still,  as  though  this  moment 
You  had  drawn  your  hand  away; 
Like  your  love,  child. 

Which  still  stays  about  my  fancy. 

See  this  little,  silken  boot. — 
What  a  plaything !   was  there  ever 

Such  a  slight  and  slender  foot? 
Is  it  strange  now 

How  that,  when  your  lipsare  nearest 
To  the  lips  they  feed  upon 

For  a  summer  time,  till  bees  sleep, 
On  a  sudden  you  are  gone? 
What  new  change  now 

Sets  you  sighing  .  .  .  eyes  uplifted 

To  the  starry  night  above? 
**  God  is  great  .  .  .  the  soul's  im- 
mortal .  .  . 
Must  we  die,  though!   .  .  .  Do 
you  love? 
One  kiss  more,  then : 

"Life  might  end  now!"   .  .  .  And 
next  moment 
With  those  wicked  little  feet, 
Y'ou  have  vanished,  —  like  a  Fairy 
From  a  fountain  in  the  heat. 
And  all's  o'er,  then. 

Well,    no  matter!  .  .  .  hearts  are 
breaking 
Every  day,  but  not  for  you. 
Little  wanton,  ever  making 
Chains  of  rose,   to  break  them 
through. 
I  would  mourn  you. 

But  your  red  smile  was  too  warm, 
Sweet, 
And  your  little  heart  too  cold. 
And  your  blue  eyes  too  blue  merely 
For  a  strong,  sad  man  to  scold. 
Weep,  or  seom,  you. 
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For  that  smile's  soft,  transient  sun- 
shine 
At  my  heartli,  wlien  it  was  chill, 
I  shall  never  do  3'our  name  wron*c, 
But  think  kindly  of  you  still : 
And  each  moment 

Of  your  pretty  infant  augers, 
(Who  could  help  but  smile  at .  .  . 
when 
Those  small  feet  would  stamp  our 
love  out  ?) 
Why,  I  pass  them  now,  as  tlien. 
Without  comment. 

Only,  here,  when  I  am  searching 
For  the  book  1  cannot  And, 

T  must  sometimes  pass  your  boudoir, 
Jlowsoever  disinclined ; 

And  muse  meet  there 

The  gold  bird-cage  in  the  window, 

Where  no  bird  is  singing  now ; 
The  small  'rofa  and  the  footstool. 
Where   1  miss  ...  I   know   not 
how  .  .  . 
Your  young  feet  there, 

Silken-soft  in  each  quaint  slipper; 

And  tlie  jewelled  writing-case, 
Where  you  never  more  will  write 
now ; 
And  the  vision  of  your  face, 
Just  turned  to  me  :  — 

T  would  save  this,  if  I  could,  child, 
But  that's  all.    .  .   .  September's 
here! 
1  must  write  a  book :  read  twenty  : 
Learn  a  language  .  .  .  what's  to 
fear? 
Who  grows  gloomy 

Being  free  to  work,  as  I  am? 

Yet  these  autumn  nights  are  cold, 
ilowl  wonder  how  you'll  pass  them ! 

Ah,  .  .  .  could  all  be  as  of  old! 
But  'tis  best  so. 

All  good  things  must  go  for  better. 

As  the  primrose  for  the  rose. 
Is  love  free?  why  so  is  life,  too ! 
Holds  the  grave  fast?  ...  I  sup- 
pose 
ThinjiTs  must  rest  so. 


COMPENSATION. 

When  the  davs  are  silent  all 

TUl  the  drear  light  falls; 
And  the  niglits  pass  with  the  pall 

Of  Love's  funerals ; 
When   the   heart  is  weighed  with 

years ; 
And  the  eyes  too  weak  for  tears; 
And  life  like  death  appears; 

Is  it  naught,  O  soul  of  mine, 
To  hear  i'  the  windy  track 
A  voice  with  a  song  divine 

Calling  thy  footsteps  back 
To  the  land  thou  lovest  best. 
Toward  the  Garden  in  the  West 
Where  thou  hast  once  been  blest? 

Is  it  naught.  O  aching  brow, 
To  feel  in  the  dark  hour, 

Which  came,  though  called,  so  slow, 
And,  though  loathed,  yet  lingers 
slower, 

A  hand  upon  thy  pain. 

Lovingly  laid  again, 

Smoothing  the  ruffled  brain? 

O  love,  my  own  and  only! 

The  seraphs  shall  not  see 
By  my  looks  that  life  was  lonely; 

But  that  'twas  blest  by  thee. 
If  few  lives  have  been  more  lone 
Few  have  more  rapture  known, 
Thau  Uiine  and  thine,  m)' own  ! 

When  the  lamp  burns  dim  and  dim- 
mer; 

And  the  curtain  close  is  drawn; 
And  the  twilight  seems  to  glimmer 

With  a  supernatural  dawn; 
And  the  (Jenins  at  the  door 
Turns  the  torch  down  to  the  floor, 
Till  the  world  is  seen  no  more ; 

In  the  doubt,  the  dark,  the  fear, 

'Mid  the  spirits  come  to  take  thee 
Shall  mine  to  thine  be  near, 
And   my  kiss   the   first  to   wake 
thee. 
Meanwhile,  in  life's  December, 
On  the  wind  that  strews  the  ember. 
Shall  a  voice  still  moan  ..."  Re- 
member!  " 


"Wput  Hsndrnii^t  ivilh  iior  lojiiJun  iLuuKbts  iiliing."  — PaOe  £37. 
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TRANSLATIONS    FROM  PETER 
RONSARl). 

••  rOICILE  fiOIS  QUE  :iA  SAIXCTE 
AKGELETTE.  " 

Hkre  is  the  wood  that  freshened  to 
her  song ; 
See  here,tlie  flowers  that  keep  her 

footprints  yet ; 
Where,    all    alone,    my    saintly 
Angelette 
Went  wandering,  with  her  maiden 
thoughts,  along. 

Here  is  the  little  rivulet  where  she 
stopped ; 
And  here   the  greenness  of  the 

grass  shows  whc^re 
She  lingered  through  it,  searching 
here  and  there 
Those  daisies  dear,  which  in  her 
breast  she  dropped. 

Here  did  she  sing,  and  here  she 

wept,  and  here 
Her  smile  came  back;  and  here  I 

seem  to  hear 
Those  faint  half-words  with  which 

my  thoughts  are  rife; 
Here  did  she  sit;  here,  childlike, 

did  she  d.inco. 
To  some  vague  impulse  of  her  own 

romance  — 
Ah,  Love,   on   all    these   thoughts, 

winds  out  my  life  I 

"  CACHE  porn  CETTE  XUICT.'* 

Hide,  for  a  night,  thy  horn,  good 
Mo<mI     Fair  Fortune 
For  this  shall  keep  Endy.iiion  ever 

prest 
Deep-dream inir,  amorous,  on  thine 
argent  l)reast, 
Nor  ever  shall  enchanter  thee  im- 
portune. 

Hateful  to  me  the  day ;  most  sweet 
the  nisrht ! 


But  courage  oomes  with  night. 
Close,  close,  I  pray. 
Your  curtains,  dear  dark  skies,  ou 
my  delight ! 

Thou  too,  thou  Moon,  thou  too  hast 

felt  love's  power ! 
Pan,  with  a  white  fleece,  won  thee 

for  an  hour ; 
And  you,  sidereal  Signs  in  yonder 

blue. 

Favor  the  flre  to  which  my  heart  is 

moved. 
Forget  not,  Signs,  the  greater  part 

of  you 
Was  only  set  in  heaven  for  having 

loved ! 


"PAGE,  sur  moy:* 

Follow,  my  Page,  where  the  green 
arrass  embosoms 
The  enamelled  Season's  freshest- 
fallen  dew ; 
Then  home,  and  my  still  house 
with  liandftils  strew 
Of  frail-lived  April's  newliest  nur- 
tured 1  blossoms. 

Take  from  the  wall  now,  my  song' 
tun^d  Lvre; 
Here  will  I  sit  and  charm  out  the 

sweet  pain 
Of  a  darl\  eye  whose  light  hatl» 
burned  my  !)rain, 
Theunlovinglovelinessofmy  desire! 

And    here    mv   ink,    and   here    mv 

papers,  place : — 
A  hundred  loaves  of  white,  whereon 

to  trace 
A   hundred   words  of   desultory 

WO(»  — 

Words  which  shall  last,  like  graven 
diamonds,  sure ;  — 
That,  some  day  hence,  a  future 
race  may  know 


I  fear  the  myriad  meddling  eyes  1  And  ponder  on  the  pain   which   1 
of  day ;  i  endure. 
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'*  LES  ESPICRS  SOI^T  A   CEllKSr 

(^KiiE8  hath  her  harvest  sweet: 
Chlora's  is  the  youug  green  grass : 

Woods  for  Fauns  with  cloven  feet  : 
His  green  laurel  Thosbus  has  : 

Minerva  has  her  Olive-tree : 

And  the  Fine's  for  Cybele. 

S  weetsounds are  for  Zepliyr's  wings: 
Sweet  fruit  for  Pomona's  l>osoni : 

For  the  Nymphs  are  crystiil  springs 
And  for  Flora  bud  and  blossom : 

lint  sighs  and  tearn,  and  sad  ideas, 

These  alone  are  Cytherea's. 

'•  yfA  DOUCE  jovvesce:' 

My  sweet  youth  now  all  is  done ; 
The   strength   und   the   beauty  arc 

gone. 
The  tooth  now  is  black,  and  the 

head  now  is  white, 
And  the  nerves  now  are  loosed :  in 

the  veins 
Only  water  (not  blood  now)  remains, 
Where  the  pulse  beat  of  old  with 

delight. 


Adieu,  O  my  lyre,  O  adieu, 

You  sweet  women,  my  lost  loves, 

and  you 
Each  dead  passion !  .  .  .  The  end 

creepeth  nigher. 
Not  one  pastime  of  youth  has  kept 

pace 
With  my  age.     Naught  remains  in 

their  piace 
But  the  bed,  and  the  cup,  and  the 

lire. 

My  head  is  confused  with  low  fears. 
Anil  sickness,  and  too  many  years, 

Some  care  in  each  corner  I  meet  — 
And,  wlierever  I  linger  or  go, 
I  turn  back,  and  look  after,  to  know 

If  the  Death  be  still  dogging  my 
feet : — 

Dogging  me  down  the  dark  stair. 
Which  windeth,  I  cannot  tell  where. 

To  some  Pluto  that  opens  forever 
His  cjivc  to  all  comers —  Alas  ! 
How  easily  down  it  all  pass, 

And  return  from  it — never,  ah, 
never ! 


BOOK  III.-IN  ENGLAND. 


THE   ALOE. 

A    STRANGER    Sent    froui    burning 
lands. 
In  realms  wliere  buzz  and  mutter 
vet 
Old  gods,  with  hundred  heads  and 
hands. 
On  jewelled  thrones  of  jet, — 

(Old  gods  as  old  as  Time  itself,) 
And,  in  a  hot  and  level  calm. 

Recline  o'er  manv  a  sandv  shelf 
Dusk  forms  beneath  the  palm,  — 

To  Lady  Eve,  who  dwells  beside 
The  river-meads,   and  oak-trees 
taU, 


Whose  dewy  ^!lad<^s  encircle  wide 
Her  old  Baronial  Hall, 

An    Indian  plant  with   leaves   like 
horn, 
And,  all  along  its  stubborn  spine. 
Mere  humps,  with  angry  spike  and 
thorn 
Armed  like  the  porcupine. 

In  midst  of  which  one  sullen  bud 
Surveyed   the   world,  with  head 
aslant. 
High-throned,  and  looking  like  the 
god 
Of  this  stran^4:e  Indian  plant. 
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A  stubborn  plant,  from  looking  cross 
It  seemed  uo  kindness  couUl  re- 
trieve ! 

But  for  his  sake  wliosc  gift  it  was 
It  pleased  the  Lady  Eve. 

She  set  It  on  the  terraced  walk, 
Within    her    own    fair    garden- 
ground; 

And  every  mom  and  eve  its  stalk 
Was  duly  watered  round. 

And  every  eve  and  morn,  the  while 
She  tended  this uncourteous  thing, 

I  stood  beside  her,  —  watched  her 
smile, 
And  often  heard  her  slug. 

The  roses  I  at  times  would  twist 
To  deck  her  hair,  she  oft  forgot ; 

But  never  that  dark  aloe  missed 
The  daily  watering-pot. 

She  seemed  so  gay,  —  I  felt  so  sad, — 
Her  laugh  but  made  me  frown  the 
more : 

For  each  light  word  of  hers  I  had 
Some  sharp  reply  in  store. 

Until  she  laughed  ..."  This  aloe 


shows 
A    kindlier    nature 
own  "... 


than    your 


Ah    Eve,  you  little  dreamed  what 
foes 
The  plant  and  I  had  grown  ! 

At  last,  one  summer  night,  when  all 
The  garden  flowers  were  dreaming 
still, 

And  still  the  old  Baronial  Hall, 
The  oak-trees  on  the  liill, 

A  loud  and  sudden    sound    there 
stirred, 

As  when  a  thunder-cloud  is  torn ;  \ 
Such  thunder-claps  arc  only  heard 

When  little  gods  are  born. 

The  echo  went  from  place  to  place. 
And  wakened  every  early  sleeper. 

Some  said  that  poachers  in  the  chase 
Had  slain  a  buck  —  or  keeper. 


Some  hinted  burglars  at  the  door : 
Some  questioned  if   it  had  not 
lightened : 
While  all  the  maids,  as  each  one 
swore, 
Fi'om  their  seven  wits  were  firight- 
ened. 

The  peacocks  screamed,  and  every 
rook 
Upon  the  elms  at  roost  did  caw : 
Each  inmate  straight  the  house  for- 
sook: 
They  searched  —  and,  last,  —  they 
saw 

That  sullen  bud  to  flower  had  burst 
Upon     the     sharp -leaved    aloe 
there ;  — 
A  wondrous  flower,  whose  breath 
disperst 
Rich  odors  on  the  air. 

A  flower,  colossal — dazzling  white. 
And  fair  as  is  a  Sphinxes  face. 

Turned  broadly  to  the  moon  by  niglit 
From  some  vast  temple's  base. 

Yes,  Eve !  your  aloe  paid  the  pains 
With  which  its  sullen  growth  you 
nurst. 

But  ah !  my  nature  yet  remains 
As  churlish  as  at  first. 

And  yet,  and  yet  —  it  might  have 
proved 
Not  all  unworth  your  heart's  ap- 
proving. 
Ah,  had  I  only  been  beloved,  — 
(Beloved  as  I  was  loving!) 

I  might  have  been  .  .  .  how  much, 
how  much, 

I  am  not  now,  and  shall  not  be ! 
One  gentle  look,  one  tender  touch. 

Had  done  so  much  for  me  I 

I  too,  perchance,  if  kindly  tended. 
Had  roused  the  napping  genera- 
tion, 
With  something  novel,  strange,  and 
splendid, 
Deserving  admiration : 
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For  all  the  while  there  grew,  JiDd 
grew 
A  germ,  — a  bud,  withiu  my  bo- 
som: 
No  flower,  fair  Eve !  —  for,  thanks 
to  you. 
It  never  came  to  blossom. 

*  MEDIO    DE    FONTE    LEPO- 
HUM      SURGIT      AMARI       ALI- 

^^^^•'  LUCRKTIU8. 

Wk    walked    about    at    Hampton 
Court, 
Alone  in  sunny  weather, 
And  talked  —  half  earnest,  and  half 
sport, 
Linked  arm  in  arm  together. 

I  pressed  her  hand  upon  the  steps. 

Its  warmest  light  the  sky  lent. 
She  sought  the  shade :  I  sought  her 
lips : 

We  kissed  :  and  then  were  silent. 

Clare  thought,  no  doubt,  of  many 
things. 

Besides  the  kiss  I  stole  there;  — 
The  sun,  in  sunny  founts  in  rings, 

The  bliss  of  soul  with  soul  there, 


They  go  forth  to  choose  from  the 
Trinces 
Of  YugvoD,  and  summons  fh>n» 
light 
A  man  who  must  perish  in  battle. 
And  sup  where  the  gods  sup  to- 
night. 

Leaning  over  her  brazen  spear,  Gon- 
dula 
Thus    bespake    her  companionb, 
♦♦The  feast 
Of  the  gods  shall,  in  Vingolf,  this 
evening, 
O  ye  Daughters  of  War,  be  in- 
creast. 

'*  For  Odin  hath  beckoned  unto  me. 
For  Odin  hatli  whispered  me  forth. 

To  bid  to  his  supper  King  Hacon 
With  the  half  of  the  hosts  of  the 
North." 

Their  horses  gleamed  whlt<i  through 
the  vapor : 
In  the  moonlight  thxiir  corselet* 
did  shine : 
As  they  wavered  and  whispered  to- 
gether. 
And   fashioned  their  solemn  de- 
sign. 


The  bonnet,  fresh  from  France  she  i  Hacon   heard   them  discoursing  — 
yfQX^\  ^Vhv  hast  thou 

My  praise  of  how  she  wore  it, 
The  arms  above  the  carven  door, 


hy 

rhus  disposed  of  the  battle   so 
soon  ? 


The  orange-ti-ees  be  fore  It ;  - '       "  •;*«'^  ^^'^  "?'  ^rrt^jy  of  conqnest? 
*  I      Lo!    we   die   b}'  the  rise  of  the 


moon. 


Rut  I  could  only  think,  as,  mute 

I  watched  her  happy  smile  there, 
With  rising  pain,  of  this  curst  boot, 

That   pinched   me   all   the  while 
there. 

THE  DEATH  OF  KING  HACON. 

It  was  Odin  that  whispered  in  Vin- 
golf, 
•  Go  forth  to  the  heath   by  the 
-  sea; 

Find  Hacon  before  the  moon  rises,  ■  It  Is  we,  it  is  we  that  have  scattered 
>nd  bid  him  to  supper  with  me."  •     Thine  enemies  yonder  in  flight. 


'*  It  is  not  the  moon  that  Is  rising, 
But   the  glory  which  penetrates 
death. 
When  heroes  to  Odin  are  summoned. 
Rise,  Hacon,   and   stand  ou   the 
heath ! 

"  It  Is  we,"  she  replied,  "  that  have 
given 
To  thv  pasture  the  florrer  of  the 
fight. 
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Come  now,  let  us  push  on  our 

horses 
Over  yonder  green  worlds  in  the 
east, 
Where  the  great  gods  are  gathered 

together, 
And  the  tables   are  piled  for  the 
feast. 

*'  Betimes  to  give  notice  to  Odin, 
Who  waits  in  his  sovran  abodes, 

That  the  King  to  his  palace  is  com- 
ing 
This  evening  to  visit  the  go<ls/' 

Odin  rose  when  he  heard  it,  and 
with  him 
Rose  the  gods,  every  god  to  iiis 
feet. 
He  beckoned  Hermoder  and  Brago, 
They  came  to  him,  each  from  his 
seat. 

"  Gro  forth,  O  my  sons,  to  King  Ila- 
con, 
And  meet  him  and  greet  him  from 
all, 
A  King  that  we  know  by  his  valor 
Is  comiug  to-night  to  our  hall. 


»» 


Then     faintly    King    Hacon     ap- 
proaches, 
Arriving  from  battle,  and  sore 
With  the   wounds  that    yet  bleed 
through  his  armor 
Bedabbled  and  dripping  with  gore. 

His  visage  is  pallid  and  awful 
With  the  awe  and  the  pallor  of 
death. 
Like  the  moon  that  at  midnight  arises 
Where  the  battle  lies  strewn  on 
the  hoatli. 

To  him  spake  Hermoder  and  Brago, 
'*  We   u^iet  thee  and  greet  thee 
from  all, 
To  the  gods  thou  art  known  by  thy 
•     valor, 
Ami  t}iey  bid  th«e  a  guest  to  their 
haU. 


"Come  hither,  come  hither.  King 

Hacon, 

And  join  tliose  eight  brothers  of 

thine. 

Who  already,  awaiting  thy  coming, 

With  the  gods  in  Walhala  recline. 

•*  And  loosen,  O  Hacon,  thy  corselet, 
For  thy  wounds  are  yet  ghastly  to 
see. 
Go  pour  ale  in  the  circle  of  heroes, 
And  drink,  for  the  gods  drink  to 
thee." 

But  he  answered,  the  hero,  "  I  never 
Will  part  witli  the  armor  I  wear. 

Shall  a  warrior  stand  before  Odin 
Unshamed,   without  helmet  and 
spear?" 

Black  Fonris,  the  wolf,  the  destroyer. 
Shall  arise  and  break  loose  from 
his  chain 

Before  that  a  hero  like  Hacon 
Shall  stand  In  the  battle  asraln. 


"CARPE   DIEM." 


HORACB. 


Tomorrow  is  a  day  too  far 
To  trust,  whate'er  the  day  be. 

We  know,  a  little,  what  we  are, 
But  who  knows  what  he  may  be? 

The  oak  that  on  the  mountain  grows 

A  goodly  ship  may  be. 
Next  year;    but   It   as  well    (who 
knows?) 

May  be  a  gallows-tree. 

'Tis  God  made  man,  no  doubt,  —  no 
Chance : 

He  made  us,  great  and  small ; 
But,  being  made,  'tis  Circumstance 

That  finishes  us  all. 

The  Autliorof  this  world'sgreat  plan 
The  same  results  will  draw 

From  human  life,  however  man 
May  keep,  or  break,  His  law. 


^4' 
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The  Artist  to  his  Art  doth  look ; 

And  Art's  great  iaws  exact 
That  those  portrayed  in  Nature's 
Book, 

Should  freely  move  and  act. 

The  moral  of  the  work  unchanged 

Endures  eternally,   • 
Howe'er  by  human  wills  arranged 

The  work's  details  may  be. 

**  Give  us  this  day  our  dally  bread, 
The  morrow  shall  take  heed 

Unto  Itself."    The  Master  said 
No  more.     No  more  we  need. 

To-morrow  cannot  make  or  mar 
To-day, whatever  the  day  be : 

Nor  can  the  men  which  now  we  are 
Forsee  the  men  we  may  be. 

THE  FOUNT  OF  TRUTH. 

It  was  the  place  by  legends  told. 

I  read  the  tale  when  yet  a  child. 
The  castle  on  the  mountain  hold, 

The  woodland  In  the  wild. 

The  wrecks  of  unremembered  days 

Were  heaped  arouud.     It  was  the 

hour 

When  bold  men  fear,  and  timorous 

fays 

Grow  bold,  and  know  their  power. 

The  mouth  was  in  the  downward 
year. 
The  breath  of  Autumn  chilled  the 
sky: 
And  useless  leaves,  too  early  sere, 
Muttered  and  eddied  by. 

It  seemed  that  I  was  wending  back 
Among  the  ruins  of  my  youth, 

Along  a  wild  ni;;ht- haunted  track 
To  .seek  the  Fount  of  Truth. 

The  Fount  of  Truth,  —  that  won- 
drous fount! 
Its  solemn  sound  I  seem  to  hear 
Wlnd-bome    adown     the     clouded 
mount, 
Desolate,  cold,  and  clear. 


By  clews  long  lost,  and  found  again 
I  know  not  how,  my  course  was 
led 
Through  lands  remote  from  living 
men, 
As  life  is  from  the  dead. 

Yet  up   that  wild  road,  here  and 
there. 
Large  awful  footprints  did  I  meet : 
Footprints  of  gods  perchance  they 
were. 
Prints  —  not  of  human  feet. 

The  mandrake  underneath  my  foot 
Gave  forth  a  shriek  of  angry  pain 

I  heard  tlie  roar  of  some  wild  brute 
Prowling  the  windy  plain. 

I  reached   the  gate.    I   blew  with 
power 
A  blast  upon  the  darkness  wide. 
**  Who  art  thou?  "  from  the  gloomy 
tower 
The  sullen  warder  cried. 

*'  A  Pilgrim  to  the  Fount  of  Truth.'' 
He  laughed  a  laugh  of  scornful 
spleen. 
"  Art  thou  not  from  the  Land  of 
Youth? 
Report  where  thou  hast  been." 

"The  Land    of    Youth!    an    alieit 
race 
There,    in    my    old    dominions 
rcigu; 
And,  with  them,  one  on  whose  false 
face 
I  will  not  gaze  again. 

*'  From  to  and  fro  the  world  I  come, 
Whc-rc  I  have  fared  as  exiles  fare. 

Mocked  by  the  memories  of  home 
And  homeless  everywhere. 

"The    snake     that    slid     through 
Paradise 
Yet  on  my  pathway  slides   and 
slips : 
The  apple  plucked  in  Eden  twice 
Is  yet  upon  my  lips. 
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'*  I  can  report  the  wor  d  is  still 
Where  it  hath  been  since  it  began : 

And  Wisdom,  with  bewildered  will, 
Is  still  the  same  sick  man, 

"  Whom  yet  the  self-same  visions 
fool, 
The  self-same  nightmares  haunt 
and  scare, 
folly  still  breeds  the  Public  Fool, 
Knowledge  increaseth  care : 

**  Joy  hath  his  tears,  and  Grief  her 
smile ; 
And  still  both  tears  and  smiles 
deceive. 
And  in  tlie  Valley  of  the  Nile 
I  hear  —  and  I  believe  — 

**The  Fiend  and    Michael,  as    of 
yore, 
Yet  wage  the  ancient  war:  but 
how 
This  strife  will  end  at  last,  is  more 
Than  our  new  sages  know." 

I  heard  the  gate  behind  me  close. 

It  closed  with  a  reluctant  wail. 
Roused  by  the  sound  from  her  re- 
pose 

Started  the  Porteress  pale : 

In  pity,  or  in  scorn  .  .  .  *•  Forl>ear, 
Madam,"  she  cried,    .   .   .   **thy 
search  for  Truth. 

The  curl  is  in  thy  careless  hair. 
Return  to  Love  and  Youth. 

'*  What  lured   thee  here,  through 
dark,  and  doubt, 
The      many  -  perilled     prize     to 
win?"  — 
"  The  dearth  "...  I  said  ..."  of 
all  without. 
The  thirst  of  all  within. 

'*  Age  comes  not  with  the  wrinkled 
brow 

But  earlier,  with  the  ravaged  heart ; 
Full  oft  hath  fallen  the  winter  snow 

Since  Love  from  me  did  part. 


**  Long  in  dry  places,  void  of  cheer, 
Long    have    I    roamed.    These 
features  scan :    * 

If  magic  lore  be  thine,  look  here, 
Behold  the  Talisman !  " 

I  crossed  the  court.  The  blood- 
hound bayed 

Behind  me  from  the  outer  wall. 
The  drowsy  grooms  my  call  obeyed 

And  lit  the  haunted  hall. 

They  brought  me  horse,  and  lance, 
and  helm. 
They  bound  the  buckler  on  my 
breast, 
Spread  the  weird  chart  of  that  wild 
realm. 
And  armed  me  for  the  quest 

Uprose  the  Giant  of  the  Keep. 
**Rash   fool,   ride   ou!"  .   .   .   I 
heard  him  say, 
**  The  night  is  late,  the  heights  are 
steep, 
And  Truth  is  far  away ! " 

And    .  .  .    "Far  away!"  .  .  .  th« 
echoes  fell 
Behind  as  from  that  grisly  hold 
I  turned.     No  tongue  of  man  may 
tell 
What  mine  must  leave  untold. 

The  Fount  of  Truth,  —  that  won- 
drous fount! 

Far  off  I  heard  its  waters  play. 
But  ere  I  scaled  the  solemn  mount, 

Dawn  broke.    The  trivial  day 

To  its  accustomed  course  flowed 
back. 

And  all  the  glamour  faded  round. 
Is  it  forever  lost,  —  that  track  ? 

Or  —  was  it  never  found  ? 


MIDGES. 

She  is  talking  aesthetics,  the  den! 
clever  creature ! 
Upon  Man,   and   his    functions 
she  speaks  with  a  smile. 
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Her  ideas  are  divine  upon  Art,  upon 
Nature, 
The  sublime,  tlie  Heroic,  and  Mr. 
Carlyie. 

I  no  more  am  found  worthy  to  join 
in  tiie  talk,  now ; 
So  I  follow  with  my  surreptitious 
cigar; 
While'  she  leads  our  poetical  friend 
up  the  walk,  now, 
Who     quotes    Wordsworth    aud 
praises  her  **  Thouqhts  on  a 
Starr 

Meanwhile,    there    Is    dancing    in 
yonder  green  bower 
A  swarm  of  young  midges.  They 
dance  high  aud  low. 
'Tis  a  sweet  little  species  that  lives 
but  one  hour, 
And  the  eldest  was  born  half  an 
hour  ago. 

Dne  impulsive  young  midge  I  hear 

ardently  pouring 

In  the  ears  of  a  shy  little  wanton 

in  gauze,  [adoring: 

His  eternal  devotion;  his  ceaseless 

Which  shall  last  till  the  Universe 

breaks  from  its  laws : 

His  passion  is  not,  he  declares,  the 
i.iere  fever 
Of  a  rapturous  moment.  It  knows 
no  control : 
It  will  burn  in  his  brea.<it  through 
existence  forever, 
ImmutJibly  lixed  in  the  deeps  of 
the  soul  I 

She  wavers  :  she  flutters  :         ninle 
midges  are  tickle : 
Dare  she   trust  him  her  future? 
.  .  .  she  asks  with  a  sigh  : 
He  Implores,  ...  and  a  tear  is  be- 
ginning to  trickle ! 
She  is  weak :  they  embrace,  and 
. .  .  the  lovers  pass  by. 

While  they  pass  me,  down  here  on 
a  rose  leaf  has  lighted 
A    pale    midge,    his    feelers    all 
droop iii£  and  torn : 


His  existence  is  withered;  its  future 
is  blighted : 
His  hopes  are  betrayed :  and  his 
breast  is  forlorn. 

By  the  midge  his  heart  trusted  his 
heart  is  deceived,  now. 
In  the  virtue  of  midges  no  more 
he  believes : 
From  love  in  its   falsehood,   once 
wildly  believed,  now 
He  will  bury  his  desolate  life  in 
the  leaves. 

His  friends  would  console  him  .  .  . 
the  noblest  and  sagest 
Of  midges  have  held  that  a  midge 
lives  again. 
In  Eternity,  they  say,  the  strife  thon 
now  wagest 
With  sorrow  shall  cease  .  . .  but 
their  words  are  In  vain ! 

Can   Eternity   bring  back  the  sec- 
onds now  waited 
In  hopeless  desire?  or  restore  to 
his  breast 
The  belief  he  has  lost,  with  the  bliss 
he  once  tasted, 
Embracing  the    midge    that   his 
being  loved  best? 

His  friends  would  console  him  .  .  . 
life  yet  is  before  him  ; 
Many  Imndred   long  seconds  he- 
still  has  to  live : 
In  the  stiite    yet  a  nnghty  career 
spreads  before  him : 
Let  him  seek  in  the  great  world 
of  action  to  strive  ! 

There  is  Fame!  there's  Ambition? 
and,  grander  than  either, 
There  is  Freedom !  .  .  .  the  prog- 
ress     and     march     of     the 
race  I  .  .  . 
But  to  Freedom  his  breast  beats  no 
longer,  and  neither 
Ambition  nor  action  her  loss  can 
replace. 
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If  the  time  had  been  spent  in  ac- 
quiring sestlietics 


Seemed    to  be   toucbt  to  a  purer 
white 


I  have  squandered  in  learning  tlils  i      By  the  touch  of  a  breast  so  pure, 
language  of  midges,  ' 

There  might,  for  my  friend  in  her    I  dec  in^<l  lior  tlie  one  thing  unde- 


peripatetics. 
Have  been  now  two  asses  to  help 
o'er  the  bridges. 

As    it    is,  .  .  .  I'll    report    her    the 
whole  conversation. 
It  would  have  been  longer;  but, 
somehow  or  other 
(In  the  midst  of  that  misanthrope's 
long  lamentation). 
A  midge  in  my  right  eye  became 
a  young  mother. 

Since  my  friend  is  so  clever,  I'll  ask 
her  to  tell  me 
Why  the  least  living  thing  (a  mere 
midge  in  the  ^^'gV) 
Can  make  a  man's  tears  flow,  as 
now  it  befell  me  .  .  . 
()  you  dear  clever  woman,  explain 
it,  I  beg ! 

THE  LAST  TIME   THAT  I  MET 
LADY  RUTH. 

There  are  some    things    hard    to 
understand. 
O  help  mc,  my  God,  to  trust  in 
thee ! 
But  I  never  shall   forget  her  soft 
white  hand. 
And  her  eyes  when  she  looked  at 
me. 

It  is  hard  to  pray  the  very  same 
prayer 
Which  once  at  our  mother's  knee 
we  prayed  — 
When,  where  we  tru.stcd  our  whole 
heart,  tliere 
Our  trust  hath  been  betrayed. 

I  swear  that  the  milk-white  muslin  I 
so  light 
On  her  virgin    breast,   where   it 
lay  demure, 


lili-l 
By  tlie  air  we  breathe,  in  a  world 

of  sin : 
Tlie  truest,  the    tenderest,   purest 

child 
A  man  ever  trusted  in ! 

When  she  blamed  me  (she,  with  her 
fair  child's  face!) 
That  never  with  her  to  the  Church 
I  went 
To  partake  of  the  Gospel  of  truth 
and  grace. 
And  the  Christian  sacrament. 

And  I  said  I  would  go  for  her  own 
sweet  sake. 
Though  it  was  but  herself  I  sliould 
worsliip  there, 
How  that  happy  child's  face  strove 
to  take 
On  its  dimples  a  serious  air! 

I  remeuii)er  the  chair  she  would  set 
for  me. 
By  the  flowers  when  all  the  house 
was  gone 
To  drive  in  the  Park,  and  I  and  slie 
Were  left  to  be  happy  alone. 

There  she  leaned   her  head  on  my 
knees,  my  Uutli, 
With  the  primrose  loose    in   her 
half-closed  hands : 
And  I  told  her  tales  of  my  wandei- 
ing  youth 
In  the  far  fair  foreign  lands.  — 

The  last  time  I  met  her  was  here  iu 
town. 
At  a  fancy  ball  at  the  Duchess  of 
D., 
On   the  stairs,  where  her  husband 
was  handing  her  down. 
—  There  we  met,  aud  she  talked 
to  me. 
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8bc,  with  powder  in  hair,  and  patch 
OD  chin, 
And  I,  in  the  garb  of  a  pilgrim 
Priest, 
And  betweeii  us  both,  without  and 
within, 
A  hundred  years  at  least ! 

We  talked  of  the  House,  and  the  late 
long  rains, 
And  the  crush  at  the  French  Am- 
bassador's ball, 
And  . .  .  well,  I  have  not  blown  out 
my  brains. 
You  see  I  can  laugh.    That  is  all. 

MATRIMONIAL    COUNSELS. 

You  are  going  to  marry  my  pretty 
relation, 
My  dove-like  young  cousin,  so  soft 
in  the  eyes. 
You   are  entering  on  life's  settled 
dissimulation, 
And,  if  you'd  l)e  happy,  in  season 
be  wis(^ 

Take  my  counsel.     The  more  that, 
in  church,  you  are  tempted 
To  yawn  at  the  sermon,  the  more 
you'll  attend. 
The  more  you'd  from  milliner's  bills 
be  exempted, 
The  more  on   your   wife's  little 
wishes  you'll  spend. 

You'll  be  sure,  every  Christmas,  to 
send  to  the  rector 
A  dozen  of  wine,  and  a  hamper  or 
two. 
The  more  your  wife   plagues  you, 
the  more  yon'll  respect  her. 
She'll  be  pleasing  your  friend,  if 
she's  not  plaguing  you. 

For   women    of    course,   like    our- 
selves, need  emotion: 
And   happy  the  husband,  whose 
failings  afford 
To  the  wife  of  his  heart,  such  good 
cause  for  commotion 
That    she   seeks   no   excitement, 
save  plaguing  her  lord. 


Above  all,   you'll   be    careful  that 
I  nothing  offends,  too, 

j     Your   wife's  lady  maid,   though 
I  she  give  herself  airs. 

With  the  friend  of  a  filend  it  is  well 
to  be  friends  too. 
And    especially    so,    when    that 
friend  lives  up  stairs. 

Under  no   provocation  you'll  ever 
avow  yourself 
A  little  put  out,  when  you're  kept 
at  tne  door. 
And  you  never,  I  scarcely  need  say, 
will  allow  yourself        / 
To  call  your  wife's  mother  a  vul- 
gar old  bore. 

However  she  dresses,  you'll  never 
suggest  to  her 
That  her  taste,  as  to  ^colors,  could 
scarcel}'  be  worse, 
Of  the  rooms  in  your  house,  you  will 
give  up  the  best  to  her. 
And   you  never  will  ask  for  the 
carriage,  of  coui*se. 

If,  at  times  with  a  doubt  on  the  soul 
and  her  future, 
Revelation  and  reason,  existence 
should  trouble  you. 
You'll  be  always  on  guard  to  keep 
carefully  mute  your 
Ideas   on   the   subject,  and  read 
Dr.  W. 

Bring  a  shawl  with  yon,  home,  when 
you  come  from  the  club,  sir, 
Or  a  ring,  lest  your  wife,  when 
you  meet  her,  should  pout ; 
And  don't  tly  in  a  rage  and  behave 
like  a  cub,  sir. 
If  you  And  that  the  fire,  like  your- 
self, has  gone  out. 

In  eleven  good  instances  out  of  a 
dozen, 
'Tis  the  husband's  a  cur,  when  the 
wife  is  a  cat. 
She  is  meekness  itself,  my  soft-eyed 
little  cousin. 
But  a  wife  has  her  rights,  and  I'd 
have  you  know  that. 


IN  ENGLAND, 


247 


Keep  my  counsel.    Life's  struggles 
are  brief  to  be  borne,  friend. 
In  Heaven  there's  no  niarriuge  nor 
giving  in  marriage. 
When    Death    comes,    think    how 
truly  your  widow  will  mourn, 
friend, 
And  your  worth  not  the  best  of 
your  friends  will  disparage! 


SEE-SAW. 

She  was  a  harlot,  and  I  was  a  thief: 
But  we  loved  each   other  beyond 

belief : 
She  lived  in  the  garret,  and  I  in  the 

kitchen. 
And  love  was  all  that  we  both  were 

rich  in. 

When  they  sent  her  at  last  to  the 
hospital. 


And,  to  prove  me  the  kindness  of 
their  intent, 

They  sent  me  at  charge  of  the  Gov- 
ernment. 

When  I  came  back  again,  —  whom, 
think  you,  I  meet 

But  Celestine,  here,  in  Regent 
Street  ? 

In  a  carriage  adorned  with  a  coronet, 

And  a  dress,  all  flounces,  and  lace, 
and  jet : 

For  her  carriage  drew^   up  to   the 

bookseller's  door. 
Where  they  publish  those  nice  little 

books  for  the  poor: 
I  took  off  my  hat :  and  my  face  she 

knew, 
And   gave   me  —  a  sermon  by  Mr. 

Bellew. 

But  she  gave  me  (God  bless  her!) 

r .  along  with  the  book, 

Both  day  and  night  my  tears  did  fall;  !  Such  a  sweet  sort  of  smile,  such  a 
They  fell  so  fast  that,  to  dry  their  \  heavenly  look, 

grief,  I  That,  as  long  as  I  live,  I  shall  never 


I  borrowed  my  neighbor's  handker- 
chief. 


forget 

Celestine,    in   her  coach  with   the 

earl's  coronet. 

The  world,  which,  as  it  is  brutally    mi       .  *i    -.  1        ^  • 

tau^'ht  There  s  a  game  that  men  pla^  at  m 

Still  judg'es  the  act  in  lieu  of  the  '  ,„,       f  ^^^  London-town; 

tiiniiirht  !  »^nereby  some  must  go  up,  sir,  and 

some  must  go  down  : 
And,  since  the  mud  sticks  to  your 
coat  if  you  fall. 


Found  my  hand  in  my  neighbor's 

pocket. 
And  clapped  me,  at  once,  under  chain 

and  locket. 


When  they  asked  me  about  it,  I  told 

them  plain, 
Love  it  was  that  had   turned   my 

brain : 


Why,  the  strongest  among  us  keep 
close  to  the  wall. 


But  some  day,  soon  or  late,  in  my 

shoes  I  shall  sUind, 
More  exalted  than  any  gi-eat  Duke 

How  should  I  heed  where  my  hand  \  ^  ^lean  sldrt""on   my  back,  and  a 

--_,       "*"  been,  ^^^^  jp  j^y  coat, 

When  my  heart  was  dreaming  of   Andacollar  conferred  by  the  Queen 


Celestine  ? 


round  mv  throat. 


Twelve  friends  were  so  struck  by    And  I  know  that  my  Celestine  wili 

My  woful  air,  I  not  forget 

That  they  sent  me  abroad  for  change    To  be  there,  in  her  coach  with  m>' 

of  air*  '  lord's  coronet : 
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She  will  Hiiiilc  to  me  then,  as  she 

smiled  to  me  now  : 
I  shall  uod  to  Iier  gayly,  and  make 

her  my  bow ;  — 

Hefoie  I  rejoin  all  those  famous  old 

thieves 
Whose    deeds    have    immortalized 

Uome,  sir,  and  Greece : 
Whose  names  are  inscribed  upon 

History's  leaves, 


I  cannot  tell  how  it  may  striKc  you. 

But  it  sirikes  me  now,  for  the  fl^^t 
and  last  time, 
Thatthere  maybe  betterthings  to  do. 

Than  watching  the  weathercockH 
for  pastime. 
And  I  wish  I  were  out  of  Babylon. 

Out  of  vsiuht  of  columnand  steeple, 
Out  of  fashion  and  form,  for  one. 

And  out  of   the  midst  of    this 


. ,,  *i      I      1        *.  *i     '  double-faced  people, 

i.llve  my  own  on  the  books  of  the    K„ough  of  catgut  I  Enough  of  the 
City  Police  :  —  %i  ,,t 


Alexander,  and  Ca»sar,  und  other 
great  robbers. 

Who  once  tried  to  pocket  the  whole 
universe : 

Not  to  speak  of  our  own  parliament- 
ary jobbers, 

With  their  hands,  bless  them  all.  In 
the  popular  purse ! 


ight 

Of  the  dolls  it  sets  dancing  all  the 
night ! 
For  there  is  a  notion  come  to  me. 
As  here,  in  Babylon,  I  am  lying. 
That  far  away,  over  the  sea. 
And   under  another  moon  and 
star, 
Braver,  more  beautiful  beings  are 

dying 
(Dying,  not  dancing,  dying,  dying !) 
To  a  music  nobler  far. 

Full  well  I  know  that,  before  It  came 

To    inhabit    this    feeble,   falU'rini; 

frame, 

My  soul  was   weary;   and,  ever 

since  then. 

It  has  seemed  to  me.  In  the  stir 

and  bustle  [men. 

Of  this  eajrer  world  of  women  and 


BABYLONIA. 

Enoiksii  of  simpering  and  grimace! 
Enough   of   damnintr   <mc's   soul 
for  nothing! 
Enough  of   Vacuity  trimmed  with 
lace ! 
And  Poverty  proud  of  her  purple 
clothing! 
In  Bai.ylon,  whene'er  there's  a  wind    That  mv  Ufe'was'tired   before    It 
( WhetluT  it  blow  rain,  or  whether  be*'-an, 

it  Mow  sand),  'x\\\\X  even  Ih'echild  had  fatigued  the 

The    weatiiercocks     change     their  i  man, 

mighty  mind:  |      .^nd  brain  and  heart  have  done 

And  the  weathercocks  are  forty  their  part 

thousand.  '^^^  wear  out  sinew  and  muscle. 

Forty  thousand  weatliercoek>. 
Each    well-mindeil    to    keep    his    Yet,  sometimes,  a  wish  has  come  to 
place,  me. 

Turning  about  in  the  great  and  \      To  wander,  wander,  I  know  not 
small  ways !  where, 

Each  knows,  whatever  the  weather's    Out  of  the  sight  of  all  that  I  see, 

shocks.  Out  of  the  hearing  of  all  that  I 

That  the  wind  will  ni'ver  blow  in  hear; 

his  face:  Where  only  the  tawny,  bold,  wild 

And  in  Babylon  the  wind  blows  ,  ))east 

always.  I  Roams  his  realms;  and  ttnd,  at  lea«5'.. 
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The  strength  which  even  the  beast 
finds  there, 
K  joy,  though, but  a  savage  joy;  — 
Were  it  only  to  find  the  food  I 
need, 
The  scent  to  track,  and  the  force  to 
destroy, 
And  the  very  appetite  to  feed ; 
The  bliss  of  the  sense  without  the 

thought, 
And  the  freedom,  for  once  in  my 
life,  from  aught 
That  fills  my  life  with  care. 

And   never  this  thought  hath    so 
wildly  crost 
My    mind,    with    its    wildering. 
strange  temptation, 
As  Just  when  I  was  enjoying  the 
most 
The  blessings  of  what  is  called 
Civilization :  — 
The  glossy  boot  which  tightens  the 
foot; 
The  club  at  which  my  friend  was 
black-balled 
(I  am  sorry,  of  course,  but  one 
must  be  exclusive) ; 
The  yellow  kid  glove  whose  shape  I 
approve, 
And  the  journal  lu  which  I  am 
kindly  called 
Whatever's  not  libellous — only 
abusive : 
The  ball  to  which  I  am  careful  to  go, 
Where  the  folks  are  so  cool,  and 
the  rooms  are  so  hot; 
The   opera,  which  shows   one 
what  music  —  is  not ; 
And  the  simper  from  Lady  .  .  .  but 
why  should  you  know? 

Yet,  I  am  a  part  of  the  things  I  de- 
spise, 
Since  my  life  is  bound  by  their 
common  span : 
And  each  idler  I  meet,  in  square 
or  in  street, 
Hath  within   him    what  all    that's 
without  him  belies. — 
The  miraculous,  infinite  lieart  of 
man, 


With  its  countless  capabilities ! 
The  sleekest  guest  at  the  general 
feast, 
That  at  every  sip,  as  he  sups,  says 
grace, 
Hath  in  him  a  touch  of  the  untamed 
beast; 
And  change  of  nature  is  change 
of  place. 
The  judge  on  the  bench,  and  the 
scamp  at  the  dock. 
Have,  in  each  of  them,  much  that 
is  common  to  both ; 
Each  is  part  of  the  parent  stock. 
And  their  difi'erence  comes  of  their 
difibrent  cloth. 

Twixt  the  Seven  Dials  and  Exeter 
Hall 
The  gulf  that  is  fixed  is  not  so 
wide: 
And  the  fool  that,  last  year,  at  Her 
Majesty's  Ball, 
Sickened  me  so  with  his  simper  of 
pride. 
Is  the  hero  now  heard  of,  the  first 
on  the  wall, 
With  the  bayonet-wound   in  his 
side. 

O,  for  the  times  which  were  (if  *any 
Time  be  heroic)  heroic  indeed  ! 
When  the  men  were  few, 
And  the  deeds  to  do 
Were  mighty,  and  many. 
And  each  man  in  his  hand  held 
a  noble  deed. 
No\v  the  deeds  are  few. 
And  the  men  are  many, 
And  each  man  has,  at  most,  but 
a  noble  need. 

Blind  fool !  .  .  .  I  know  that  all  acted 
time 
By  that  which  succeeds  it,  is  ever 
received 
As    calmer,   completer,   and    more 
sublime, 
Only  because  it  is  finished  :  be- 
cause 
We    only    behold    the    thing    it 
achieved ; 
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We  behold  not  the  thing  that  it 
was. 
For,  while  it  stands  whole  and  im- 
mutable, 
In  the  marble  of  memory  —  we, 
who  have  seen 
Bat  the  statue  before  us,  —  how  can 
we  tell 
What  the  men  that  have  hewn  at 
the  block  may  have  been? 
Their  passion  is  merged  in  its  pas- 
sionlessness ; 
Their  strife  in  its  stillness  closed 
forever: 
Their  change  upon  change   in   its 
chaiigelessness ; 
In  its  final  achievement,  their  fe- 
verish endeavor : 
Who  knows  how  sculptor  on  sculp- 
tor starved 
With  the  thought  in  the  head  by  the 

hand  uncarved? 
•And  he  that  spread  out  in  its  ample 
repose  [brow, 

That  grand,   indifi'erent,  godlike 
How  vainly  his  own  may  have  ached, 
who  knows, 
'Tvvixt  the  laurel  above  and  the 
wrinkle  below? 

• 

So  again  to  Babylon  I  come  back, 
Where  this  fettered  giant  of  Hu- 
man Nature 
C'ramped  in  limb,  and  constrained 
in  stature, 
In  the  torture-chamber  of  Van- 
ity lies; 
Helpless  and  weak,  and  compelled 
to  speak 
The  things  he  must  despise. 
You  stars,  so  still  in  the  midnight 

blue, 
Which  over  these  huddling  roofs  I 
view. 
Out  of  reach  of  this  Babylonian 

riot,  — 
We  so  restless,  and  you  so  quiet, 
What  is  difference 'twixt  us  and  you? 

You  each  may  have  pined  with   a 
pain  divine. 
For  aught  I  know, 


As  wildly  as  this  weak  heart  of  mine. 

In  an  Age  ago  : 
For  whence  should  yoa  have  that 

stern  repose, 
Which,  here,   dwells    but    on    the 

brows  of  those 
Whohave  lived,  and  survived  life's 

fever. 
Had  you  never  known  the  ravage 

and  tire 
Of  that  inexpressible  Desire, 
Which  wastes  and  calcines  whatever 

is  less 
In  the  soul,  than  the  soul's   deep 

consciousness 
Of  a  life  that  shall  last  forever? 

Doubtless,    doubtless,    again    and 
again, 
Many  a  mouth  has  starved  for 
bread 
In  a  city  whose  wharves  are 
choked  with  com, 
And   many  a  heart  hath  perished 
dead 
From  being  too  utterly  forlorn. 
In  a  city  whose  streets  are  choked 

with  men. 
Yet  the  bread  is  there,  could  one  find 

it  out : 
And  there  is  a  heart  for  a  heart,  no 
doubt, 
Wherever  a   human    heart    may 
beat ; 
And  room  for  courage,  and  truth, 

aud  love, 
To  move,  wherever  a  man  may  move. 
In  the  thickliest  crowded  street. 

O  Lord  of  the  soul  of  man,  whose 

will 
Made  earth  for  man,  and  man  for 

heaven, 
H«'lp  all  thy  creatures  to  fulfil 

The  liopes  to  each  one  given  I 
So  fair  thou  raadest,  aud  so  complete. 
The  little  daisies  at  our  feet ; 
So  sound,  and  so  robust  in  heart. 
The  patient  beasts,  that  bear  their 

part 
In  this  world's  labor,  never  asking 
The  reason  of  its  ceaseless  tasking: 
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Hast  thoa  made  man,  though  more 

in  kind, 
By  reason  of  his  soul  and  mind, 
Yet  less  in  unison  with  life, 
B"  reason  of  an  inward  strife. 
Than  these, thy  simpler  creatures,  are, 
Submitted  to  his  use  and  care? 

For  these,  indeed,  appear  to  live 
'^o  the  full  verge  of  their  own 
power, 
Nor  ever  need  that  time  should  give 
To  life  one  space  beyond  the  hour. 
They  do  not  pine  for  what  is  not ; 
Nor  quarrel  with  the  things  wliicli 
are; 
Their  yesterdays  are  ail  forgot ; 
Their   morrows   are  not    feared 
from  far : 
They  do  not  weep,  and  wail,  and 
moan, 
For  what  Is  past,  or  what*s  to  be. 
Or  what's  not  yet,  and  may  be 
never ; 
They  do  not  their  own  lives  disown, 
Nor  haggle  with  eternity 
For  some  unknown  Forever. 


Ah  yet,  —  in  this  must  1  bel.e^e 
That  man  is  nobler  than  the  rest : — 
That, looking  in  on  his  own  breast, 
He  measures  thus  his  strength 

and  size 
With  supernatural  destinies, 
Whose  shades  o'er  all  his 
being  fall ; 
And,  in  that  dread  comparison 
*Twlxt  'what   is    deemed   and 
what  is  done, 
He  can,  at  intervals,  perceive 

How  w^eak  he  is,  and  small 

Therefore,  he  knows  himself  a  child. 
Set  in  this  rndimental  star, 
To  learn  the  alphabet  of  Being ; 
Bystravvs  dismayed, by  toysbeguiled, 
Y'et  conscious  of  a  home  afar ; 

With  all  these  things  here  but 
iU  agreeing, 
Because  he   trusts,   in    manhood's 

prime. 
To  walk  in  some  celestial  clime ; 
Sit  in  his  Father's  house ;  and  be 
The  inmate  of  Eternity. 
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The  lake  is  calm;  and,  calm,  the 
skies 
In  yonder  silent  sunset  glow. 
Where,  o'er  the  woodland,  home- 
ward flies 
The  solitary  crow ; 

The  woodman  to  his  hut  is  gone ; 

The  wood-dove  in  the  elm  is  still ; 
The  last  sheep  drinks,  and  wanders 
on 

To  graze  at  will. 

Nor    aught    the    pen.slve   prospect 

breaks,  [grass, 

Save  where;  my  slow  fret  stir  tlie 


Or  where  the  trout  to  diamonds 
breaks 
The  lake's  pale  glass. 

No  moan  the  cushat  makes,  to  heave 
A  leaflet  round  her  windless  nest ; 

The  air  is  silent  in  the  eve ; 
The  world's  at  rest. 

All  bright  below ;  all  calm  above : 
No  sense  of  pain,  no  sign  of  wron.L* 

Save  in  thy  heart  of  hopeless  love, 
Poor  child  of  Song ! 

Why  must  the  soul  through  Nature 
rove, 
At  variance;  with  her  general  plan  ? 
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A  stranger  to  the  Power,  whose  love 
Soothes  all  save  Man? 

■ 

Why  lack  the  strength  of  meaner 
creatures? 
The  wandering  sheep,  the  grazing 
kine, 
Are  surer  of  their  simple  natures 
Than  I  of  mine. 

For  all  their  wants  the  poorest  land 
Affords  supply ;  they  browse  and 
breed ; 

I  scarce  divine,  and  ne*er  have  found, 
What  most  I  need. 

O  God,  that  in  this  human  heart 
Ilatli  made  Belief  so  hard  to  grow, 

And  set  the  doubt,  the  pang,  the 
smart 
In  all  we  know  — 

Why  hast  thou,  too,  in  solemn  jest 
At  this  tornieuted  thinkiug-power, 

Inscribed,  in  flame  on  yonder  West, 
In  hues  on  every  flower, 


A  QUIET   MOMENT. 

Stay   with    me,  Lady,   while    yoa 

may! 
■   For  life's  so  sad,  —  this  hour's  so 

sweet ; 
Ah,  Lady,  — life  too  long  will  stay; 
Too  soon  this  hour  will  fleet. 

How  fair  this  mountain's   purple 

bust, 

Alone  in  high  and  glimmering  air ! 

And  see,  .  .  .  those  village  spires, 

upthrust 

From  yon  dark  plain,  —  how  fair ! 

How  sweet  yon  lone  and  lovely  scene. 
And  yonder  dropping  flery  ball. 

And  eve's  sweet  spirit,  that  steals, 
unseen. 
With  darkness  over  all ! 

This  blessed  hour  is  yours,  and 
eve's ; 

And  this  is  why  it  seems  so  sweet 
To  lie,  as  husht  as  fallen  leaves 

In  autumn,  at  your  feet; 


Through  all   the   vast    unthinking  1  And   watch,  awhile  released   from 


sphere 
Of  mere  material  Force  without. 
Rebuke  so  veliement  and  severe 
To  the  least  doubt? 

And  robed  the  world  and  hung  the 
night, 
With  silent,   stem,   and  solemn 
forms ; 
And  strown  with  sounds  of  awe  and 
might. 
The  seas  and  storms,  — 

All  lacking  power  to  impart 
To  fian  the  secret  he  assails, 

But  armed  to  crush  him,  if  his  heart 
Once  doubts  or  fails ! 

To  make  him  feel  the  same  forlorn 
Despair  the  Fiend  hath  felt  ere 
now, 

In  gazing  at  the  stern  sweet  scorn 
On  Michael's  brow. 


care. 
The  twiliffht  in  yon  quiet  skies, 
The  twilight  in  your  quiet  hair. 
The  twilight  in  your  eyes : 

Till  in  my  soul  the  twilight  stays, 
— Eve's  twilight,  since  the  dawn's 
is  o'er! 
And  life's  too  well-known  worthless 
days 
Become  unknown  once  more. 

Your  face  is  no  uncommon  face ; 

Like  it,  I  have  seen  many  a  one, 
And  may  airain.  bofore  my  race 

Of  care  be  whoUv  run. 

But    not    the    less,   those    earnest 
brows, 
And  that  pure   oval   cheek    can 
•  charm ;  — 
Those  eyes  of  tender  deep  repose; 
That  breast,  the  heart  keeps  warca 
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Because  a  scuse  of  gooduess  sleeps 
In  every  nober,  soft,  brown  tress, 

That  o'er  these  brows,  uucared  for, 
keeps 
Its  shadowy  quietness  : 

Because  that  lip*s  soft  silence  shows, 
Though  passion   it    liath    never 
known. 
That    well,    to    kiss    one    kiss,   it 
knows  — 
—  A  woman's  holiest  one ! 

Yours  is  the  charm  of  calm  good 
sense, 
( )f  wholesome  views  of  earth  and 
heaven, 
Of  pity,  touched  with  reverence, 
To  all  things  freely  given. 

Your  face  no  sleepless  midnight  Alls, 
For  all  its  serious  sweet  endeavor ; 

It  plants  no  pang,  no  rapture  thrills. 
But  ah !  —  it  pleases  ever ! 

Not  yours  is  Cleopatra's  eye, 
Aud  Juliet's  tears  you  never  l^new  : 

Never  will  amorous  Antony 
Kiss  kingdoms  out  for  you ! 

Never  for  you  will  Itomeo's  love, 
From  deeps  of  moonlit  musing, 
break 
To  poetr>'  above  the  glovh 

Whose    touch    may    press    your 
cheek. 

But  ah,  in  one,  —  no  Antony 

Nor    Romeo    now,    nor    like    to 
these, — 

(Whom  neither  Cleopatra's  eye, 
Nor  Juliet's  tears,  could  please) 

How  well  they  lull  the  lurking  care 
Which  else  within  tlie  mind  en- 
dures,— 
That  soft  white  hand,  that  soft  dark 
hair, 
And  that  soft  voice  of  yours! 

^o,Vhlle  you  stand,  a  fragile  form, 
With  that  close  shawl  around  you 
drawn. 

And  eve's  last  ardors  fading  warm 
Adown  the  niorntuln  lawn. 


'Tls  sweet,  although  we  part  to- 
morrow. 
And  ne'er,  the  same,  shall  meet 
again. 
Awhile,  from  old  habitual  sorrow 
To  cease;  to  cease  from  pain; 

To  feel  that,  ages  past,  the  soul 
Hath  lived  —  and  ages  hence  will 
live ; 
And  taste.  In  hours  like  this,  the 
whole 
Of  all  the  years  can  give. 

Then,  Lady,  yet  one  moment  stay. 
While  your  sweet  face  makes  all 
things  sweet. 

For  ah,  the  charm  will  pass  away 
Before  again  we  meet ! 

N^NIiE. 

Soft,  soft  be  thy  sleep  in  the  land 
of  the  West, 
Fated  maiden ! 
Fair  lie  the  flowers,  love,  and  light, 
on  thy  l)reast 
Passion-laden, 
In  the  place  where  thou  art,  by  tbu 
stonn-i)eaten  strand 
Of  the  moaning  Atlantic, 
While,  alone   wltli    my   sorrow,    1 
roam  through  thy  land, 
Tlie  iK'loved,  the  romantic ! 
And  thy  faults,  child,  sleep  where  in 
those  dark  eves  Death  closes 
All  their  doings  and  undoings : 
For  who  counts  the  thorns  on  last 
year's  perisht  roses? 
Smile,  dead  ro.se,  in  thy  ruins! 
With  thy  i)eauty,  Its  frailty  is  over. 
No  token 
Of  all  wlilch  thou  wast! 
Not  so  much  as  the  stem  wlienee 
tlie  l)lossoni  was  broken 
llath  ])een  spared  by  the  frost. 
With  thy  lips,  and  thine  eyes,  and 
thy  long  golden  tresses. 
Cold  .  .  .  and  so  young  too ! 
All  lost,  like  the  sweetness  which 
died  with  our  kisses. 
On  the  lips  we  once  clung  to. 
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Be  It  so !  O  too  loved, andtoo  lovely, 
to  linger 
Where  Age  in  its  bareness 
Creeps  slowly,  and  Time  with  his 
terrible  linger 
Effaces  all  fairness. 
Thy  being  was  but  beauty,  thy  life 
only  rapture, 
And,  ere  botli  were  over. 
Or  yet  one  delight  liad  escaped  from 
thy  capture, 
Death  came,  —  thy  last  lover. 
And  found  tliee,  .  .  .  no  care  on  thy 
brow,  in  thy  tresses 
No  silver  —  all  gold  there ! 
On  thy  lips,  when  he  kissed  tliem, 
tlieir  last  human  Kisses 
liad  scarcely  grown  cold  there. 
Tliine  was  only  earth's  joy,  not  its 
sorrow,  its  sinning. 
Its  friends  that  are  foes  too. 
O,  fair  was  thy  life  in  its  lovely  be- 
ginning, 
And  fair  in  its  close  too ! 
lint  I?  .  .  .  since  we  parted    both 
mournful  and  many 
Life's  changes  have  been  to  me  : 
And  of  all  the  love-garlands  Youth 
wove  me,  not  any 
Remain  that  are  green  to  me. 
O,  where  are  the  nights,  with  thy 
touch  and  thy  breath  in  them, 
Faint  with  heart-beating? 
The   fhigrance,   the   darkness,   the 
life  and  the  death  in  them, 
—  Parting  and  meeting? 
All  the  world  ours  in  that  hour!  .  .  . 
O,  the  silence. 
The  moonlight,  and,  far  in  it, 
O   the   one   nightingale  singing    a 
mile  hence !  [it ! 

The  oped  window  —  one  star  in 
Sole  witness  of  stolen  sweet  mo- 
ments, unguest  of 
By  the  world  in  Its  primness ;  — 
Just  one  smile  to  adore  by  the  star- 
light :  the  rest  of 
Thy  soul  in  the  dimness  I 
If  I  glide  through  the  door  of  tliy 
chamber,  and  sit  there, 


The  old,  faint,  uncertain 
Fragrance,  thatf  ollowedthee,  surely 
will  flit  there,  — 
O'er  the   chairs,  —  in  the  cur- 
tain :  — 
But  thou?  .  .  .  O  thou  missed,  and 
thou  mourned  one !  O  never. 
Nevermore,  shall  we  rove 
Through  chamber,  or  garden,  or  by 
the  dark  river. 
Solt  lamps  burn  above ! 

0  dead,  child,  dead,  dead — all  the 

shrunken  romance 
Of  the  dream  life  begun  with ! 
But  thou,  love,  canst  alter  no  more — 
smile  or  glance ; 
Thy  last  change  is  done  with. 
As  a  moon  that  is  sunken,  <*  sunset 
that's  o'er, 
So  thy  face  keeps  the  semblance 
Of  the  last  look  of  love,  the  last 
grace  that  it  wore, 
In  my  mourning  remembrance. 
As  a  strain   from   the  last  of  thy 
songs,  when  we  parted. 
Whose  echoes  thrill  yet. 
Through  the  long  dreamless  nights 
of  sad  years,  lonely-hearted. 
With  their  haunting  regret,  — 
Though   nerveless   the   hand  now, 
and  shattered  the  lute  too. 
Once  vocal  for  me. 
There   floats   through   life's  ruins, 
when  all's  dark  and  mut^  too» 
The  music  of  thee ! 
Beauty,  how  brief !  Life,  how  long  I 
.  .  .  well,  love's  done  now ! 
Down  the  path  fate  arranged  for 
me 

1  tread  faster,  because  I  must  tread 

it  alone  now. 
—  This   is  all  that  is  changed 
for  me. 
My  heart  must  have  broken,  ere  I 
broke  the  fetter 
Thyself  didst  undo,  love.    • 
—  Ah,   there's  many  a  purer,  and 
many  a  better, 
But  more  loved, . .  .  O,  how  few. 
love  I 
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AUTUMN. 

So  DOW,  then,  Summer's  over  —  by 
degrees. 
Hark!    'tis  the  wind  in  yon  red 
region  grieves. 
Who    says    the    world    grows 
better,  growing  old  i 
See  I  what  poor  trumpery  on  those 
pauper  trees. 
That  cannot  Icecp,  for  all  their 
fine  gold  leaves. 
Their  last  bird  from  the  cold. 

ThiB    is  Dame    Nature,   puckered, 
pinched,  and  sour. 
Of    all    the    cliarms    her    poets 
praised,  bereft, 
Scowling   and  scolding   (only 
hear  her,  there!) 
Like  that  old  spiteful  Queen,  in  her 
last  hour, 
Whom  Spenser,  Shakespeare,  sung 
to  .  .  .  nothing  left 
But  wrinkles  and  red  hair ! 

LEAFLESS   HOURS. 

Thk  pale  sun,  through  the  spectral 
wood, 

Oleams  sparely,  where  I  pass : 
My  footstep,  silent  as  my  mood, 

Falls  in  the  silent  jrraas. 
Only  my  j^hadow  point**  before  me, 

Where  I  am  moving  now  : 
Only  sad  memories  murmur  o'er  me 

From  every  leafless  bou^h : 
And  out  of  the  nest  of  last  year's 
Redbreast 

Is  stolen  the  very  snow. 

ON     MY    TWENTY  -  FOURTH 
YEAR. 

The     night's    in    November:     the 
winds  are  at  strife : 
The  snow's  on  the  hill,  and  the 
ice  on  the  mere  *. 


The  world  to  its  winter  is  turned, 
and  my  life 
To  its  twenty-fourth  year. 

The  swallows  are  flown  to  the  south 
long  ago : 
The  roses  are  fallen :  the  wood- 
land is  sere. 
Hope's   flown  with   the  swallows; 
Love's  rose  will  not  grow 
In  my  twenty-fourth  year. 

The  snow  on   the   threshold :    the 
cold  at  the  heart : 
But  the  fagot  to  warm,  and  the 
wine-cup  to  clieer : 
God's  help  to  look  up  to :  and  cour- 
age to  start 
On  my  twenty-fourth  year. 

And  'tis  well  that  the  month  of  the 
roses  is  o'er ! 
The  last,   wliicli  I   plucked    for 
Neraja  to  wear, 
She  gave  her  new   lover.     A  man 
should  do  more 
With  his  twenty-fourth  year 

Than  mourn  for  a  woman,  because 
she's  unkind. 
Or  pine  for  a  woman,  because  she 
is  fair. 
Ah,  I  loved  you,  Nenral     But  now 
.  .  .  never  mind, 
'Tls  my  twenty-fourtli  year ! 

What  a  thing!  to  have  done  with 
the  follies  of  Youth, 
Ere  Age  brings  its  follies!  . . . 
though  many  a  tear 
It  should  cost,  to  see  Love  flyaway, 
and  find  Truth 
In  one's  twenty-fourth  year. 

The  Past'sgolden  valleys  aredrained. 
1  must  plant 
On  the  Future's  rough  upland  ne^ 
harvests,  I  fear. 
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Ho,  the  plough  and  the  team !  .  .  . 
who  would  perish  of  want 
In  his  twenty-fourth  year? 

Man*8  heart  is  a  well,  which  forever 
renews 
The  void  at  the  bottom,  no  sound- 
ing comes  near : 
And  Love  does  not  die,  though  its 
object  I  lose 
In  my  twenty-fourth  year. 

The  gi'cat  and  the  little  are  only  in 
name. 
The    smoke    from    my    chimney 
casts  shadows  as  drear 
On   the  heart,  as  the  smoke  from 
Vesuvius  in  flame : 
And  my  twenty-fourth  year,  • 

From  the  joys  that  have  cheered  it, 
the  cares  that  liave  troubled, 
What  is  wise  to  pursue,  what  is 
well  to  revere. 
May  judge  all  as  fully  as  though  life 
were  doubled 
To  its  forty-eighth  year  I 

If  the  prospect  grow  dim,  'tis  be- 
cause it  grows  wide. 
Every  loss    hath    its   gain.     So, 
from  sphere  on  to  sphere, 
Man  mounts  jip  the  ladder  of  Time  : 
so  I  stride 
Up  my  twenty-fourth  year! 

Exulting?  .  .  .  no  .  .  .  soiTowing? 
.  .  .  no  .  .  .  with  a  mind 
Whose    regret    chastens     hope, 
whose  faith  triumphs  o'er  fear : 
Not  repining:   not   confident:   no, 
but  resigned 
To  my  twenty-fourth  year. 

JACQUELINE, 

COUNTESS    OF    HOLLAND    AND   HAIN- 

AULT.* 

Is  it  the  twilight,  or  my  fading  sight, 
Makes  all  so  dim  around  me?    No, 
the  niirht 


•  Who  WM  married  to  the  imiyotent  and  I 
worthlcM   John    of   Brabant,    affianced    to  ! 


Is  come  already.    See !  through  yon 

der  pane, 
Alone   in   the    gray  air,   that    star 

again  — 
Which  shines  so  wan,  I  used  to  call 

it  mine 
For  its  pale  face:    like   Countess 

Jacqueline 
Who  reigned  in  Brabant  once  .  .  . 

that's  years  ago. 
I   called   so  much  mine,  then!   so 

much  seemed  so ! 
And   see,  my  own !  —  of  all  those 

things,  my  star 
(Because    God    hung    it    there,  in 

heaven,  so  far 
Above  the  reach  and  want  of  those 

hard  men)  [Then 

Is  all  they  have  not  taken  from  me. 
I  call  it  still  My  Star.     Why  not? 

The  dust 
Hath  claimed   tlie  dust:  no  more. 

And  moth  and  rust 
May  rot  the  throne,  the  kingly  pur- 
ple fray : 
What  then?    Yon  star  saw  king- 
doms rolled  away 
Ere  mine  was  taken  ft'om  me.    It 

survives. 
But  think,  Beloved,  — iu  that  high 

life  of  lives, 
When  our  souls  see  the  suns  them- 
selves burn  low 
Before  that  Sun  of  Righteousness 

—  and  know 
What  is,  and  was,  before  the  sens 

were  lit,  — 
How  love  is  all  in  all  .  . .  Look,  look 

at  it, 
My  star,  —  God's  star,  —  for  being 

God's  'tis  mine : 
Had   it  been  man's  ...  no  matter 

.  .  .  see  it  shine  — 

•'Kood  Duke  Humphrey "  of  Gloucester, 
and  finally  wedded  to  Frank  von  Boraelen, 
a  Rontleman  of  Zealand,  in  cons€>quouce  of 
which  inarriaijfe  »he  lost  even  the  title  of 
(.'ouuleM.  She  died  at  the  ase  of  thirty- 
«ix,  aft.T  a  life  of  unparalleled  adventure 
and  niitifortune.  See  any  HiogniphicxU 
Dictionary,  ar  any  History  of  the  Xethar 
lands. 
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The  old  wau  beam,  which  I  have 

watched  ere  now 
So  uiany  a  wretched  night,  when  this 

poor  brow 
Ached  *neath  the  sorrows  of    its 

thorny  crown. 
lU  crtnon  /  ...  ah,  droop  not,  dear, 

those  fond  eyes  down. 
No  gem  in  all  that  shattered  coronet 
Was  half  so  precious  as  the  tear 

which  wet 
Just  now  this  pale  sick  forehead.    O 

my  own. 
My  husband,  need  was,  that  I  should 

have  known 
Much  sorrow,  —  more  than    most 

Queens,  —  all  know  some,  — 
Bre,  dying,  I  could  bless  thee  for  the 

home 
Far  dearer  than  the  Palace,  —  call 

thy  tear. 
The  eostliest  gem  that  ever  sparkled 

here. 

Infold  me,  my  Beloved.     One  more 

kiss. 
O,  I  must  go !  Twas  willed  I  should 

not  miss 
Life's  secret,  ere  I  left  it.    And  now 

see,  — 
My  lips  touch  thine  —  thine  arm  en- 
circles me  — 
The  secret's  found  — God  beckons — 

I  must  go. 
Earth's  best  is  ^iven.  —  Heaven's 

turn  is  come  to  show 
How  much  its  best  earth's  best  may 

yet  exceed, 
Lest  earth's  should  seem  the  very 

best  indeed. 
So  we  must  part  a  little;   but  not 

long. 
I  seem  to  see  it  all.     My  lauds  be- 
long 
To  Philip  still ;  but  thiue  will  be  my 

grave, 
(The  only  strip  of  land  which  I  could 

save!) 
Not  much,  but  wide  enough    for 

some  few  flowers, 


Thou*lt  plant  there,  by  and  by,  in 

later  hours : 
Duke  Humphry,  when  they  tell  him 

I  am  dead 
(And  so  young  too !)  will  sigh,  and 

shake  his  head. 
And  if  his  wife  should  chide,  '•  Poor 

Jacqueline," 
He'U  add,  "  You  know  she  never 

could  be  miue." 
Aud  men  will  say,  when  some  one 

spcaivs  of  me, 
"Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  history, 
The  life  of  that  poor  countess ! " 

For  the  rest 
Will  never  know,  my  love,  how  I 

was  blest. 
Some  few  of  my  poor  Zealauders, 

perchance, 
Will  keep  iviud  memories  of  me ;  and 

In  France 
Some  minstrel  sing  my  story.    Piti- 
less John 
Will  prosper  still,  no  doubt,  as  he 

has  done. 
And  still  praise  God  with  blood  up- 
on the  Rood. 
Philip  will,  doubtless,  still  be  called 

**  The  Good." 
And  men  will  curse  and  kill:   and 

the  old  game 
Will  weary  out  new  hands :  the  love 

of  fame 
Will  sow  new  sins  :  thou  wilt  not  be 

renowned : 
And   I  shall  lie  quite  quiet  under 

ground. 
My  life  Is  a  torn  book.  But  at  the  end 
A  little  pajje,  quite  fair,  is  saved,  niy 

friend, 
Where  thou  didst  write  thy  name. 

No  stain  Is  there. 
No  blot,  —  from  marge  to  marge,  all 

pure  —  no  tear ;  — 
The  last  page,  saved  from  all,  and 

writ  by  thee. 
Which  I  shall  take  safe  up  to  Hea- 
ven with  me. 
All's  not  In  vain,  since  this  be  so 

Dost  grieve? 
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Belov6d,  I  beseech  thee  to  believe 
Althoagli  this  be  the  last  page  of 

my  life, 
It  is  my  heart's  first,  only  one.  Thy 

wife. 
Poor  though  she  be,  O  thou  sole 

wealth  of  mine, 
Ishappierthan  the  Countess  Jacque- 
line! 
And  since  my  heart  owns  thine,  say, 

—  am  I  not 
A  Queen,  my  chosen,  iiiough  by  all 

forgot? 
Though  all  forsake,  yet  is  not  this 

thy  hand  ? 
I,  a  lone  wanderer  in  a  darkened 

land, 
I,  a  poor  pilgrim  with  no  staff  of 

hope, 
I,  a  late  traveller  down  the  evening 

slo[)e, 
Where  tiny  spark,  the  glow-worm's 

by  the  way, 
Had  been  a  light  to  bless  .  .  .  have 

I,  O  say, 
Not  found,  Belov6d,  in  thy  tender 

eyes. 
▲  light  more  sweet  than  morning's? 

As  there  dies 
Some  day  of  storm  all  glorious  in 

its  even, 
My  life  grows  loveliest  as  it  fades 

in  heaven. 
This  earthly  house  breaks  up.   This 

flesh  must  fade. 
So  many  shocks  of  grief  slow  breach 

have  made 
In  the  poor  frame.   Wrongs,  insults, 

treacheries, 
Hopes  broken  down,  and  memory 

which  sighs 
In,  like   a  night-wiud!     Life  was 

never  meant  [ment. 

To  bear  so  much  in  such  frail  tcnc- 
Why  should  we  seek  to  patch  and 

plaster  o'er 
This  shattered    roof,   crusht   win- 
dows, broken  door 
The  light  already  shines  through? 

Let  them  break. 


Yet  would  I  gladly  live  for  thy  dear 

sake, 
O  my  heart's  first  and  last,  if  that 

could  be ! 
In  vain !   .   .   .   yet  grieve  not  thou. 

I  shall  not  see 
England    again,  and    those    white 

cliffs ;  nor  ever 
Again  those  four  gray  towers  beside 

the  river. 
And    London's    roaring    bridges: 

never  more 
Those  windows  with  the  market- 
stalls  before, 
Where  the  red-kirtled  market-girU 

went  by 
In  the  great  square,  beneath   the 

great  gray  sky, 
In  Brussels :  nor  in  Holland,  night 

or  day, 
Watch  those   long  lines  of  siege, 

and  fight  at  bay 
Among  my  broken  army,  in  default 
Of  Gloucester's  failing  forces  from 

Hainault : 
Nor  shall  I  pace  again  those  gar- 
dens green, 
With  their  dipt  alleys,  where  they 

called  me  Queen, 
In  Brabant  once.     For    all   these 

things  are  gone.  [one 

But  thee  I  shall  behold,  my  chosen 
Though    we    should    seem    whole 

worlds  on  worlds  apart. 
Because  thou  wilt  be  ever  in  my 

heart. 
Nor  shall  I  leave  thee  wholly.    I 

shall  be 
An  evening  thought, — a  morning 

dream  to  thee,  — 
A  silence  in  thy  life  when,  through 

the  niirht, 
The  bell  strikes,  or  the  sun,  with 

sinking  light, 
Smites  all  the  empty  windows.    As 

there  sprout 
Daisies,  and  dimpling  tufts  of  vio- 
lets, out 
Among  the  grass  where  somo  corps* 

lies  ajsleep. 
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So  roui!d  thy  life,  where  I  lie  buried 

deep, 
A  thousand  little  tender  thoughts 

shall  spring, 
A  thousand  gentle  memories  wind 

and  cling.  [soul 

O,  promise  roe,  my  own,  before  my 
Is  houseless,  —  let  the  great  world 

turn  and  roll 
Upon    its    way   unvext    ...    Its 

pomps,  its  powers ! 
The  dust  says  to  the  dust,  . .  .  *'  the 

earth  is  ours." 
I  would  not,  if  I  could,  be  Queen 

again 
For  all  the  walls  of  the  wide  world 

contain. 
Be  thou  content  with  silence.    Who 

would  raise 
A  little  dust  and  noise  of  human 

praise, 
If  he  could  see,  in  yonder  distance 

dim,  [him? 

The  silent  eye  of  God  that  watches 
Oh !  couldst  thou  see  all  that  I  see 

to-ni;rht 
Upon  the  brinks  of  the  great  Infi- 
nite 1 
•*  Come  out  of  her,  my  people,  lest 

ye  be 
Partakers   of  her  sins ! "...  My 

love,  but  we 
Our  treasure  where  no  thieves  break 

in  and  steal. 
Have  stored,  1  trust.     Earth's  weal 

is  not  our  weal. 
Let  the  world  mind  its  business  — 

peace  or  war. 
Ours  is  elsewhere.     Ix>ok,  look,  — 

my  star,  my  star ! 
It  grows,  it  glows,  it  spreads  in  liglit 

unftiried;  — 
Caid  I   *'my  star?"    No   star— a 

world  —  God's  world ! 
What  hymns  adown  the  jasper  sea 

are  rolled, 
Even  to  these  sick  pillows!     Who 

infold 
Wliite  wings  about  me?     Rest,  rest, 

rest  ...  I  come  I 


0  Love !  I  think  that  I  am  ncur  my 

home. 
Whence  was  that  music?    Was  it 

Heaven's  I  lieard? 
Write  "BlessM  arc  the  dead  that 

die  i'  the  Lord, 
Because   thev   rest,"  .    .   .   because 

their  toil  is  o'er. 
The  voice  of  weeping  shall  be  heard 

no  more 
In  the  Eternal  city.    Neither  dying, 
Nor  sickness,  pain  nor  sorrow,  nei- 
ther crying. 
For  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears. 

Rest,  rest, 
Thy  hand,  my  husband,  —  so — upon 

thy  breast! 

MACROMICROS. 

It  is  the  star  of  solitude 

Aliglit  in  yon  lonely  sky. 
The  sea  is  silent  in  its  mood, 

Mothcrlike  moaning  a  lullaby 

To  hush  tlie  hungering  mystery 
To  sleep  on  its  breast  subdued. 

Tlie  night  is  alone,  and  I. 

It  is  not  the  scene  I  am  seeing, 

The  lonely  sky  and  the  sea. 
It  is  the  pathos  of  Being 

That  is  making  so  dark  in  me 
This  silent  and  solemn  hour:  — 
The  bale  of  baffled  power, 

The  wail  of  unbaftled  desire, 
The  fire  that  must  ever  devour 

Tlie  source  by  which  it  is  fire. 

My  spirit  expands,  expands ! 
I  spread  out  my  soni  on  the  sea. 

1  feel  for  yet  un  found  lands, 

.And  I  find  but  the  land  where  She 
Sits,  with  her  sad  wliite  hands, 

At  lier  golden  broidery, 
In  sight  of  tlie  sorrowful  sands. 

In  an  antique  gallery, 
Where,  ever  beside  her,  stands 

(Moodily  mimicking  me) 
Tlie  ghost  of  a  sometliing  her  heart 

demands 
For  a  blessing  which  cao-jt  be. 
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And  broidcr,  brolder  by  night  and 
day 
The  brede  of  thy  blazing  broidery ! 
Till  thy   beanty  be  wholly  woven 
away 
Into  the  desolate  tapestry. 
Let  the  thread  be  scarlet,  the  gold 

he  gay, 
For  the  damp  to  dim,  and  the  moth 
to  fray : 
Weave  in  the  azure,  and  crimson, 
and  green ! 
Till  the  slow  threads,  needling  out 

and  in, 
To  take  a  fashion  and  form  begin  : 
Yet,  for  all  the  time  and  toil,  I  see 
Tlie  work  is  vain,  and  will  not  be 
Like  what  it  was  meant  to  have 
i>eon. 

<)  woman,    woman,   with  face    so 
pale! 
Pale  woman,  weaving  away 
(V   frustrate  life  at  a  lifeless 
loom, 
Early  or  late,  'tis  of  little  avail 

That  thou  lightest  the  lamp  in 
the  gloom. 
Full  well,  I  see,  there  is  coming  a  day 
When  the  work  shall  forever  rest 
incomplete. 
Fling,  fling  the  foolish  blazon  away. 
And  weave  me  a  winding-slieet  I 

It  is  not  for  thee  in  this  dreary  hour, 
Tliat  I  walk,  compauionless  here 
by  the  shore. 
I, am  caught  in  the  eddy  and  whirl 

of  a  power 
Which  is  not  grief,  and  is  not  love, 

Tlunigh  it  loves  and  grieves. 
Within  me,  without  me,  wherever  I 
move 
In  the  going  out  of  the  gliostly 
eves, 
And  is  changing  me  more  and 
more. 
I  am   not  mourning  for  thee,   al- 
though 
I  love  thee,  and  thou  art  lost : 
Nor  yet  for  myself,  albeit  I  know 


That  my  life  is  flawed  and  crost ; 
But  for  that  sightless,  sorrowing 
Soul 
That  is  feeling  l)lind  with  immor- 
tal pain. 
All  around,  for  what  it  can  never 
attain ; 
That  prisoned,  pining,  and  passion- 
ate soul, 
So  vast,  and  yet  so  small ; 
That  seems,  now  nothing,  now  all. 
That  moves  me  to  pity  beyond  con- 
trol, 
And  repulses  pity  again. 
I  am  mourning,  since  mourn  I  must.. 
With  those  patient  Powers  that 

bear, 
'Neath  the  unattainable  stars  up 
there, 
With  the  pomp  and  pall  of  ftineral. 
Subject  aud  3'et  august, 
The  weight  of  this  world's  dust :  — 

The  ruined  giant  under  the  rock : 
The    stricken    .spirit    below    the 
ocean : 
And  the  winged  things  wounded  of 
old  by  the  shock 
That  set  the  earth  in  motion. 

Ah  j'ct,  .  .  .  and  yet,  and  yet, 
If  She  wore  here  with  me, 
If  she  were  here  by  the  sea. 

With  the  face  I  cannot  forget. 
Then  all  things  would  not  be 

So  fraught  with  my  own  regret, 
But  what  I  should  feel  and  see, 

And  seize  it  at  last,  at  last,  — 

The  secret  known  and  lost  in  the 

piLSt, 

To  unseal  the  Genii  that  sleep 
In  vials  long  hid  in  the  deep; 
By  forsrotten,  fashionless  spells  held 

fast. 
Where  through  streets  of  the  cities 
of  coral,  aghast, 
The  sea-nymphs  wander  and  weep. 

MYSTERY. 

TiiK  hour  was  one  of  mystery, 
When  we  were  sailing,  I  and  she. 
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Down  the  dark,  the  silent  stream, 
The  Htars  above  were  pale  with  love. 
And  a  wizard  wind  did  faintly  move, 

Like  a  whisper  througli  a  dream. 

Her  head  was  on  my  breast. 

Her  loving  little  head  ! 
Her  hand  in  mine  was  prest. 

And  not  a  word  we  said; 
Hut  round  and  round  the  night  we 
wound. 
Till  we  came  at  last  to  the  Isle  of 
Fays ; 
And,  all  the  while,  from  the  magic 
isle, 
(^ame   that  music,  that  music  of 
other  days ! 

Tlie  lamps  in  the  garden  gleamed. 

The  Palace  was  all  alight. 
The  sound  of  the  viols  streamed       I 

Through   the  windows  over  the  1 
night.  I 

We  saw  the  dancers  pass 

At  the  windows,  two  by  two. 
The  dew  was  on  the  grass, 

And  the  glow-worm  in  the  dew. 

I 

We  came  througli  the  grass  to  the 

cypress-tree. 
We  stood  in  its  sliadow,  I  and  she. 
*'Thy  face  is  pale,  thine  eyes  are 

wild. 
What    aileth    thee,    wliat    aileth 

thee?" 

**  Naught  aileth  me."  she  murmured 

mild, 
*'  Only   the    moonlight    makes    me 

pale; 
The  R'oonlight,  shining  through  the 

veil 
Of  this  black  cypress-tree." 

*'By  yonder  moon,  whose  light  so 
soon 
Will  fade  upon  the  gloom. 
And  this  black  tree,  wliose  mystery 

Is  mingled  with  the  tomb, — 
By  Love's  brief  moon,  and  Deutli's 

dark  tree, 
Lovcirt  thou  me?" 


Upon    my   breast    she    leaned    hcf 
head ; 

"  By  yonder  moon  and  tree, 
I  swear  that  all  my  soul,"  she  said, 

"Is  given  to  tliee." 

**  I  know  not  what  thy  soid  may  be. 

Nor  canst  thou  make  it  mine. 
Yon  stars  may  all  l)e  worlds  :  for  rac 

Knougli  to  know  they  shine. 
Thou  a«'t  mine  evening  star.    I  know 

At  dawn  star-distant  thou  wilt  l>e : 
I   shall   not  hear  thee   murmuring 
lo  *v ; 

Thv  face  I  shall  not  see. 
I  love  thy  beauty  :  'twill  not  stay. 
Let  it  be  all  mine  while  it  may. 

I  have  no  bliss  save  in  the  kis^i 
Thou  givest  me." 

We  came  to  the  statue   carved  in 

stone. 
Over  the  fountain.    We  stood  there 

alone. 
*'  What  aileth  thee,  that  thou  dost 

sigh? 
And  why  is  thy  hand  so  cohl?" 
"'Tis     the    fountain    tliat    sighs," 

.  .  .  she  said,  *'  not  I ; 
And  the  stntue,    whose  hand  thou 

dost  hold." 
**  By  yonder  fount,  that  flows  for- 
ever, 
And    this     statue,     that    cannot 

move.  — 
By  the  fountain  of  Time,  that  <;ea.sefe 

never. 
And  the  fixedness  of  Ix)ve, — 
By  motion  and  immutability, 
Lovest  thou  me?  " 


*'  By  the  fount^un  of  Time,  with  its 
eeas"loss  flow. 
And  the  image  of  Love  that  rcwts," 
sighed  slie, 
"  I    love   thee,   I    swear,  come  jjy 
i'onie  woe, 
For  eternity  I " 


2(t2 

•'  Ei^tcrulty  is  a  woiil  so  loiiji: 
Ttint  I  caiiiiut  spell  it  iioivi 
Kur  tUc  nl^litln;riik'  is  siiijjiii^  tier 

From  yun  pomrgranal'j  tmugli 
Let  It  mean  what  it  may  —  Ktcniily, 
If  tliou  lovesl  me  now  >is  [  love  tliL-f, 
Ad  I  love  tlite! " 

We    conic    to    the    Palate.      We 

mounted  tiie  stair. 
The    great    liall-doorH    wide    open 

And  all  the  dancers  ilisi  dnnced  In 

Uic  hall 
Greeted  us  to  the  restlval. 

There  were  ladlea,  as  fair  as  fair 

might  he, 
Out  not  one  oftliem  all  w&s  a.«  fair 

There  were  knights  that  loolced  at 

them  lovingly. 
But  not  one  of  ihcni  all  wns  lovinj; 


TwiiK  n  collar    of    merit,   I   have 

Which  a  (tueen  upon  each  liad  once 

conferred. 
And  each  iovelv  ladv  Hint  oped  lier 

lip 
Let  a  little  nionse'H  tall  onlslip; 
"TwaM  the  fuwhlon  tliere,  I  know  not 

But    fsHliiuus   are    changing    coit- 1 

From  the  creHceuted  iiaplha  lamps 

each  ray  | 

Streamed   into  a  still  enciiaiited 

And     forth    from    the    deep-luiied 
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I  We   Hew, 


r  Itps   ( 


That  n 


.  th^t  ji 


i  of  otlier 


And  out  bi'eatli  was  mingled  too.  ^ 

Itonnd,    und    iDund.    to   a   nwglc ' 

sound  — 

(A   wizard   waltz   to   a  wizard 

air:) 

Kouml  and  round,  we  whirled,  we 


Tliat  mu.tlc,  that  music  of  other 

Willi  its  melodies  divine! 
The  palace  clock  stands  in  the  hall. 

\\A  talk-,  ii.ilieurU,  of  the  Hlglit 
of  time: 
M'ltli  a  Dice  too  pale  for  a  fe.stlval 

It  telleth  a  tale  too  NBd  for  rhyme. 
The  pnlace  clock,  with  a  silver  note. 

Is  i-liautiiii;  the  death  of  the  tiour 
that  dies. 
"  W'liut  altelb  thee?  for  I  see  float 

.A  shade  iuto  thine  eyes." 

"  Naught    olleth    me."    .    .    .    tow 

"1  am  faint  with  the  dance,  my 
love, 
Give    me    thine    arm :    the    air    Is 

Lead  me  unto  the  grove." 

iclered  iuto  the  grore.     We 


I'poii    my   breast   she    leaned    her 

I  <lrcw  tier  into  the  liower  apart, 

■' !   swear  lo  thee,   my  love,"   she 

^ald. 

■■  Ttioii  ha.st  my  heart !  "  i 

'■  -Ah.  leave  thv  little  heart  at  rest '. 

Foi'   It   is   HO   liglit,    1    think,   s<; 

Ught, 
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Some  wind  would  blow  it  away 
to-night, 
If  it  were  not  safe  in  thy  breast. 
But  the   wondrous   brightness    on 
thine  hair 
Did  never  seem  more  bright : 
And  thy  beauty  never  looked  more 
fair 
Than  thy  beauty  looks  to-night : 
And  this  dim  hour,  and  this  wild 
bower, 
Were  made  for  our  delight : 
Here  we  will  stay,  until  the  day. 
In  yon  ilark  east  grows  white.'* 
**  This  may  not  be,"  .     .    .  she  an- 1 
swered  me, 
*  *  For  I  was  lately  wed 
With  a  diamond  ring  to  an  Ogre- 
king. 
And  1  am  liis  wife,"  .    .     .  she 
said. 
•'  My  husband  is  old,  but  his  cyown 
is  of  gold : 
And  he  hath  a  cruel  eye : 
And  his  am  is  long,  and  his  hand 
is  strong, 
And  his  body  is  seven  ells  high; 
And  alas!    I  fear,  if  he  found  us 
here, 
That  we  both  should  surely  die. 

•*  All  day  I  take  my  harp,  and  play 

To  him  on  a  golden  string: 
Thorough  the  weary  livelong  day 

I  play  to  him,  and  sing  ; 
I  sing  to  him  till  his  white  hair 

Begins  to  curl  and  creep  : 
And  his  wrinkles  old  slowly  unfold, 
And  his  brows  grow  smooth  as 
sleep. 
But  at  night,  when  he  calls  for  his 
golden  cup, 
Into  his  wine  I  p(mr 
A  juice  which  he  drinks  duly  up, 
And  sleeps  till  the  night  is  o'er. 
For  one  moment  I  wait :  I  look  at 
him  straight, 
And  tell  him  for  once  how  much 
I  detest  him  : 
I  haro  no  fear  lest  lie  should  hear, 


The  drug  he  hath  drained  hath  so 
opprest  him. 
Then,  linger  on  lip,  away  1  slip. 
And  down  the  hills,  till  I  reach 
the  stream :  [pear, 

I  call  to  thee  clear,  till  the  l)oat  ap- 
And   we    sail    together   through 
dark  and  dream. 
And  sweet  it  is,  in  this  Isle  of  Fays, 
To  wantler  at  will  through  a  gar- 
den of  flowers, 
While  the  flowers  that  bloom,  &nd 
the  lumps  that  blaze, 
And  the  very  nightingales  seem 
ours !  [ways 

And  sweeter  it  is,  in  the  winding 
Of  the   waltz,   while  the  music 
falls  in  showers. 
While  tlie  minsUel  plays,  and  the 
moment  stays, 
And  the  sweet  brief  rapture  o^' 
love  is  ours  I 

"But  the  night  is  far  spent;  and 
before  the  Mrst  rent 
In  yon  dark  blue  sky  overhead. 
My  husband  will  wake,  and  the  spell 
will  break. 
And  peril  is  near,"  .  .  .  she  said. 
"  For  if  he  should  wake,  and  not 

And  me, 
By  bower  and  brake,  thorough  bush 
and  tree, 
He  will  come  to  seek  me  here ; 
And   the   Palace   of    Fays,    in   one 
,'ast  blaze. 
Will  sink  and  disappear ; 
And  the  nightingales  will  die  in  the 
vales. 
And  all  will  be  changed  and  drear  * 
For  the   fays   and   elves   can  take 
care  of  tliemselves : 
They  will  slip  on  their  slippers, 
and  go : 
In  their  little  green  cloaks  they  wiii 
hide  in  the  oaks, 
And  the  forests  and  brakes,  for 
their  sweet  sakes. 
Will   cover  anu   keep   them,  J 
know. 
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and  Uie  kniglits,  with  their  spurs, 
and  velvets  aud  f\irs, 
V/ill  take  off  their  heads,  each 
one, 
And  to  horse,  and  away,  as  fast  as 
they  may, 
Over   brook,  and    bramble,   and 
stone; 
And  each  dame  of  the  house  ha.s  a 
little  dun  mouse. 
That  will  whisper  her  when  to  be 
gone ; 
iiut  we,  uiy  love,  in  this  desolate 
grove, 
We  shall  l>e  lufL  'ilone ; 
And  my  liusband  will  find  us,  take 
us  and  bind  us  : 
In  his  cave  he  will  lock  mo  up, 
Aiid  phMliro  mc  f<»r  spite  iu  thy  blood 
by  ui.i;lit 
When  he  drains  down  his  gohlen 
cup." 

**  Thy  husband,  dear,  is  a  monster, 

'tis  clear. 
But  just  now  I  will  not  tarry 
Thy  choice  to  dispute — howouearth 
such  a  brute 
Thou    hadst    ever    the    fancy    to 
marry. 
For  wherefon.',  meanwhile,  are  we 
two  here. 
In  a  fairy  islaiul  under  a  spell, 
Hy  night,  iu  a  maijical  atmosphere. 

In  a  lone  enchanted  dell, 
If  we  are  to  say  and  do  no  more 
Thau  is  said  and  done  by  t'je  dull 
daylight. 
In  that  dry  ohi  world,  where  lx)lh 
must  ignore. 


But  whatever  it  was,  it  all  took  place 
In  a  land  where  never  your  steps 
will  go. 
Though  they  wander,  wherever  they 
will,  through  space; 
In  an  hour  you  never  will  know. 
Though  you  should  outlive  the 
crow 
That  is  like  to  outlive  your  race. 

And  if  it  were  but  a  dream,  it  broke 
Too  soon,  albeit  too  late  I  woke 
Waked  by  the  smart  of  a  sounding 
stroke 
Which  has  soconftised  mv  wit,*;. 
That  1  cannot  remember,  and  never 

shall, 
What  was  the  close  of  that  festival. 
Nor  how  the  Palace  was  shat- 
tered to  bits : 
For  all  that,  just  now,  I  think   I 

know. 
Is  what  is  the  force  of  an  Ogre's 
blow. 
As  my  head,  by  starts  and  fits. 
Aches  ami  throbs ;  and,  when  1  look 

round, 
All    that  I  hear   is  the    sickenins: 
sound 
Of  the  nurse's  wateh,  and  the  doc 

tor's  boots, 
Instead  of  the  magical  fairy  flute;^ 
And  all  that  I  see,  in  my  love's  lost 

place. 
Is  that  gin-drinking  hag,  with  he: 
mit-cracker  face, 
By   the   earth's    half-bunied    out 

wood  : 
And  the  only  stream  is  this  stream 
of  blood 


To-morrow,    the    dream    of    to- 1  That  flows  from  me,  red  and  wide 


night." 

Her  head  drooped  on  mv  breast. 
Fair  foolish  little  head  I 

Iler  lips  to  mine  were  jiri'st. 
Never  a  word  was  said. 


Yet  still  I  hear,  —  as  sharp  and  clear. 
In  the  horrible,  horrible  silence  out- 

si<le, 
The  clock  thai  stands  iu  the  emptv 

hall. 


And  talks  to  my  soul  of  the  flight  of 
If  it  were  but  a  dream  of  the  night,  ,  time ; 

A  dream  that  I  dreamed  iu  sleep —  With  a  face  like  a  face  at  a  fi^ 
Why,  then,  Is  my  face  so  while.  neral, 

And  this  wound  so  red  and  deep?    Telling  a  tale  too  sad  for  rhyme  i 
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And  still  I  hear,  with  as  little  cheer, 
In  the  yet  more  horrible  silence 
inside, 
Chanted,  perchance,  by  elves  and 

fays, 
From  some  far  island,  out  of  my 
gaze. 
Where  a  hoase  has  fallen,  and 
some  one  lias  died. 
That  music,  that   music  of  other 
days, 
With  its  minstrelsy  undescried ! 
For  time,  which  suniveth  every- 
thing. 
And    Memory    which    surviveth 
Time :  — 
These  two  sit  by  my  side,  and  sing, 
A  song  too  sad  Yor  rhyme. 

THE   CANTICLE   OF   LOVE. 

I  ONCE  heard  an  angel,  by  night,  in 
the  slcy. 
Singing  softly  a  song  to  a  deep 
golden  lute : 
The  polcstar,  the  seven  little  planets, 
and  I, 
To  the  song  that  he  sung  listened 
mute. 
For  the  song  that  he  sung  was  so 
strange  and  so  sweet, 
And   so  tender  the  tones  of  his 
lute's  golden  strings, 
That  the   Seraphs   of    Heaven  sat 
husht  at  his  feet, 
And  folded  their  heads  in  their 
wings. 

And  the  song  that  he  sung  by  those 

Seraphs  up  there 
Is  called   .   .   .   "Love."     But  the 

words,  I  had  heard  them  else- 
where. 

For,  when  I  was  last  in  the  nether- 
most Hell, 
On  a  roclc  'mid  the  sulphurous 
surges,  I  heard 

A  pale  spirit  sing  to  a  wild  hollow 
shell, 


And  his  song  was  the  same,  ever^ 

word. 
But  so  sad  was  his  singing,  all  Hell 

to  the  souud 
Moaned,  and,  wailing,  complained 

like  a  monster  in  pain, 
While  the  fiends  hovered  near  o'er 

the  dismal  profound, 
With  their  black  wings  weighed 

down  by  the  strain. 

And  the  song  that  was  sung  by  the 
Lost  Ones  down  there 

Is  called  ...  "  Love."  But  the 
spirit  that  sung  was  Despair. 

When  the  moon  sets  to-night,  I  will 
go  down  to  ocean, 
Bare  my  brow  to  the  breeze,  and 
my  heart  to  its  anguish ; 
And  sing  till  the  Siren  with  pining 
emotion 
(Unroused  in  her  S3a-cave8)  shall 
languish. 
And  the  Sylphs  of  the  water  shall 
crouch  at  my  feet. 
With   their   white  wist  Ail    faces 
turned  upward  to  hear, 
And  the  soft  Salamanders  shall  float, 
in  the  heat 
Of  the  ocean  volcanoes,  morcnoar. 

For  the  song  I  have  learned,  all  that 

listen  shall  move : 
But  there's  one  will  not  listen,  and 

that  one  I  love. 

THE    PEDLAR. 

TiiFRE  was  a  man,  whom  you  might 
see. 
Toward  nightfall,  on  the  dusty 
track, 
Faring,  footsore  and  wearily  — 
A  strong  box  on  his  back. 

A  speck  against  the  flaring  sky, 
You   saw   him   pass   the   line    ol 
dates. 

The  camol-drivers  loitering  by 
From  Bagdadt's  dusking  gates. 
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Bat,  without  answer,  ou  he  Tared 

Into  tLe  evening  dim. 
Mot  ouly  In  the  cant :  but  oft 

lu  nonlicru  lands  of  ice  and  snow, 
You  might  have  seen,  past  fleirt  and 
croft, 
That  figure  CariDg  slow. 
HIa  cheek  was  worn;  his  back  hcnt 
double 
Beneath  the  Iron  boic  he  bore ; 
And  ill  \i\*  n'alk  there  seemed  such 
trouble. 
You  saw  his  feet  were  sore. 
You  wondered  If  he  ever  had 

A  settled  home,  a  wife,  a  child ; 
You  marvelled  if  n  face  so  sad 

At  any  time  had  smiled. 
The  cheery  housewife  oft  would 
fling 
A  pitying  alma,  as  on  he  strode, 
Where,   round   the   hearth,   a  rosy 
ring. 
Her  children's  faces  glowed: 
In  tlic  dark  doorway,  oft  the  muld, 
Ijitc-lliigering  on  her  lover's  arm. 
Watched  through  the  twilight,  half 
afraid, 
That  solitary  form. 
The  traveller  hailed  him  oft,  .  .  . 
"Goodnight: 
The  town  is  Ikr :  the  road  Is  lone : 
God  speed ! "  .  ,  .  already  out  of 
sight. 
The  wayfarer  was  gone. 
But.  when  the  night  was  late  and 
still. 
And  the  last  star  of  alt  had  crept 
Into  his  place  al)ove  the  hill. 

He  laid  him  down  and  slept. 
His  head  on  that  strong  t>ox  he  laid : 
And  there,  beneath  the  star-cold 
skies. 


A  lovely  dream,  a  vislou  takx. 
I        Of  some  fiir-ofl'.  forgotten  land, 
And  of  a  girl  with  goldeu  balr. 
And  violets  in  her  hand. 


Ketuni,  beloved,  and  briug  with 
The  glory  and  delight  of  jore,  — 


Then,  ere  she  answered,  o'er  his 

There  fell  a  briAk   and    sudden 
stroke,  — 
So  sound  and  resolute  a  thwack 
That,  witli  the  blow,  he  woke  .  .  . 

There  comes  out  of  that  Irou  box 

An  ugly  hag,  an  angry  crone  ; 
Her  crutch    about    liis    ears    she 

She  leaves  him  not  alone : 


'■Not  half  the  Journey's  over  .  .  . 

...  He  groans,  and  he  obeys. 

Oft  In  the  sea  he  sought  to  fling 

Thatironbox,  liut  witches  swim: 
And  wave  and  wind  were  sure  to 

The  old  hag  back  to  him; 

Who  all  the  more  nbont  his  brains 
Belaliored   him   with   such    hard 

That  the  poor  devil,  for  his  paina. 
Wished     himself    dead,     lieaven 
knows ! 

Liitf,  i*  it  Ihy  hand  la  minrf  .   .   . 
Behoid ! 

I  see  the  crutch  uplifted  high. 
The  angry  hag  prepares  to  scold. 

O,  j)e(  UK  might Good 


by- 
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A   GHOST   STORY. 

I  LAY  awake  past  niidnigbt : 
The  moon  set  o'er  the  snow : 

The  very  cocks,  for  coldness, 
Could  neither  sleep  nor  crow. 

There  came  to  me,  near  morning, 

A  woman  pale  and  fair : 
r^he  seemed  a  monarch's  daughter, 

By  the  red  gold  round  her  hair. 

The  ring  upon  her  finger 
Was  one  that  I  well  know : 

I  knew  her  fair  face  also, 
For  1  had  loved  it  so ! 

But  I  felt  I  saw  a  spirit. 

And  1  was  sore  afraid ; 
For  it  is  many  and  many  a  year 

Ago,  since  she  was  dead. 

I  would  have  spoken  to  her, 
But  I  could  not  speak,  for  fear : 

Because  it  was  a  homeless  ghost 
That  walked  beyond  its  sphere ; 

Till  her  head  from  her  white  shoul- 
ders 

She  lifted  up:  and  said  .*.  . 
'^Look  in  !  you'll  find  Fm  hollow. 

Pray  do  not  be  afraid  ! 


»i» 


SMALL  PEOPLE. 

The  warm  moon  was  up  in  the  sky. 
And  the  warm  summer  out  on  the 
land. 

There  trembled  a  tear  from  her  eye  : 
There  trembled  a  tear  on  my  hand. 

Her  sweet  face  I  could  not  see  clear. 
For  the  shade  was  so  dark  in  the 
tree  •• 
I  only  felt  touched  by  a  tear, 
And  I  thought  that  the  tear  was 
for  me. 

In  her  small  ear  I  whispered  a  word— 
With  her  sweet  lip.s  she  laughed 
in  my  face 


And,  as  li^ht  tlirougti  the  leaves  as 
a  bird, 
She  flitted  away  from  the  place. 

Then    she  told  to  her  sister,  the 
Snake, 
All  i  said,   and   her  cousin   the 
Toad. 
The  Snake  slipped  away  to  the  brake, 
The  Toad  went  to  town  by  the 
road. 

The  Toad  told  the  Devil's  coach- 
horse. 
Who  cock'd  up  his  t^il  at  che 
news. 
The    Snake  hissed  the  secret,  of 
course, 
To  the  Newt,  who  was  changing 
her  shoes. 

The  Newt  drove  away  to  the  ball, 
And  told  it  the  Scorpion  and  Asp. 

The  Spider,  who  lives  in  the  wall. 
Overheard  It,  and  told  it  the  Wasp. 

The  Wasp  told  the  Midge  and  the 
Gnat : 
And  the  Gnat  told  the  Flea  and 
•the  Nit. 
The  Nit  dropped  an  e^^  as  she  sat; 
The  Flea  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
and  bit 

The  Nit  and  the  Flea  are  too  small. 
And  the  Snake  slips  from  undet 
my  foot: 

I  wish  I  could  find  'mid  them  all 
A  man,  —  to  insult  aud  to  shoo' . 


METEMPSYCHOSIS. 

Shk  fanned  my  lif<»  out  with   hei 
soft  little  sij?hs : 
She  hushed  me  to  death  with  hel 
face  so  f air : 
I  was  (Iruuk  with  the  light  of  her 
wild  blue  eyes, 
And  strangled  dumb  in  her  long 
gold  hnir. 
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So  now  I'm  a  blessed  and  wandering 
ghost, 
Though  1  cannot  quite  find  out  my 
way  up  to  heaven : 
But  I  hover  about  o'er  the  long 
reedy  coast, 
In  the  wistful  light  of  a  low  red 
even. 

I  have  borrowed  the  coat  of  a  little 
gray  gnat : 
There's  a  small  sharp  song  I  have 
learned  how  to  sing : 
I  know  a  green  place  she  is  sure  to 
be  at  : 
I  shall  light  on  her  neck  there, 
and  sting,  and  stiug. 

Tra-la-la,  tra-la-la,  life  never  pleased 
me! 
I  fly  where  I  list  now,  and  sleep 
at  my  ease. 
Buzz,  buzz,  buzz !  the  dead  only  are 
free. 
Yonder's    my    way    now.     Give 
place,  if  you  please. 

TO  THE  QUEEN  OF  SERPENTS. 

I  TRUST  that  never  more  in  this 
world's  shade 
Thine  eyes  will  be  upon  me :  never 
more 
Thy  face  come  back   to  me.    For 
thou  hast  made 

My  whole  life  sore : 

And  I   might  curse  thee.   If  thou 
camest  again 
To  mock  me  with  the  memory  in 
thy  face 
Of  days  I  would  had  been  not.     So 
much  pain 

Hath  made  me  base  — 

Enough  to  wreak  the  wrath  of  years  | 

of  wrong  ' 

Even  on  so  frail  and  weak  a  thing 

as  thou !  ' 

Tare  hence,  and  be  forgotten.  .  .  .  : 

Sing  thy  song,  j 

Ami  braid  tliy  brow,  i 


And    be    beloved,    and    beautiful; 
and  be 
In  beauty  baleful  still  ...  a  Ser- 
pent Queen  [thee. 
To  others  not  yet  curst  by  kissing 
As  I  have  been. 

But  come  not  nigh  me  till  my  end 

be  near, 
And  1  have  turned  a  dying  face 

toward  heaven. 
Then,  if  thou  wilt,  approach,  —  and 

have  no  fear, 

And  be  forgiven. 

• 

Close,  if  thou  wilt,  mine  eyes,  and 
smooth  my  hair : 
Fond  words  will  come  upon  my 
parting  breath. 
Nor,  having  desolated  life,  forbear 
Kind  oflices  to  death. 

BLUEBEARD. 

I  WAS  to  wed  young  Fat i ma. 

As  pure  as  April's  snowdrops  are, 
In  whose  love  lay  hid  my  crooked 
life, 

As  in  its  sheath  my  clmeter. 

Amonglhe  hot  pomegranate  boughs. 

At  sunset,  here  nlone  we  sat. 
To  call  l)ack  something  from   that 

hour 
I'd  give  away  my  Caliphat. 

She  l)roke  her  song  to  gaze  at  me : 
Her    lips    she    leaned    my    lips 
above  .  .  . 

"  Why  art  thou  silent  all  this  while. 
Lord  of  my  life,  and  of  my  love?  *' 

"  SiJrut  I  (fill,  ifouug  Fatima^ 
For  silent  is  my  soul  in  mc. 

And  lamjunge  will  not  help  the  want 
Of  that  ichich  cannot  ever  be.'* 

"  But  wherefore  is  thy  spirit  sad, 
My  lord,  my  love,  my  life?"  .  .  . 
she  said. 
**  Bf  cause  thy  face  is  wondrous  lih' 
The  fncp  of  one   I  knew,  that  i 
deadr 
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*'  Ah  cniel,  cruel,'*  cried  Fatima, 
**That  I  should  not  possess  the 
past! 
What  woman's  lips  flrsc  kissed  the 
lips 
Where  my  kiss  lived  aud  linscereil 
last" 

"  And  she  that's  dead  was  loved  by 
thee, 
That  so  her  memory  moves  thee 
yet?  .  .  . 
T'ly  face  grows  cold  and  white,  as 
looks 
The  moon  o'er  yonder  minaret  I " 

**  Ay^  Fatima  !  I  loved  her  i^ffl. 


Till  I  came  to  the  Bridal  Chamber  at 
last, 
All  dim  in  the  darkening  weather; 
The  flowers  atthewiudow  were  talk- 
ing fast. 
And  whispering  all  together. 

Tlie  place  was  so  still  that  I  could 
hear 
Every  word  that  they  said  : 
Tliey  were  whispering  under  their 
breatli  with  fear. 
For  somebody  tliere  was  dead. 

W  lien  I  came  to  tlie  little  rose-colored 
room, 
From  the  window  there  flew  a  bat. 


WUh  all  of  love'n  find  life's  de-  \  The  window  was  opened  upon  the 


spairj 
Or  else  I  had  not  strangled  her, 
That  night,  in  her  own  fatal  hair" 

FATIMA. 

A  YEAR  ago  thy  cheek  was  bright. 
As  oleander  buds  that  break 

The  dark  of  yonder  dells  by  uight 
Above  the  lamp-lit  lake. 

Pale  as  a  snowdrop  in  Cashmere 
Thy    face    to-night,    fair    infant, 
seems. 
Ah,   wretched   child!      What  dost 
thou  hear 
When  I  talk  in  my  dreams? 

GOING   BACK    AGAIN. 

I  DREAMED  that  I  walked  in  Italy 
When  the  day  was  going  down. 

By  a  water  that  flowed  cjuitc;  silently 
Through  an  old  dim-lighted  town  : 

Till  I  came  to  a  Palace  fair  to  sco : 
Wide  open  the  windows  were : 

My  love  at  i  window  rnt,  and  she 
Beckoned  me  up  the  stair. 

I  roamed  through  many  a  corridor 
Aud  many  a  chamber  of  state : 

1  passed  through  many  an  opeu  door, 
While  the  day  wa^  growing  late : 


gloom : 
My  love  at  the  window  sat. 

She  sat  with  her  guitar  on  her  knee. 
But  she  was  not  singing  a  note. 

For  some  one  had  drawn  (an,  who 
could  it  be?) 
A  knife  across  her  throat. 

THE  CASTLE   OF   KING  MAC- 
BETH. 

This  Is  the  castle  of  King  Macbeth. 
And   here  he   feasts  —  when   the 
daylight  wanes. 
And  the  inoou  goes  softly  over  the 
heath  — 
His  Earls  and  Thanes. 

A  hundred  harpers  withharps  of  gohi 
Harp  through  the  night  high  festi- 
val : 
And  the  sound  of  the  mo^ic  tliey 
make  is  rolled 
From  hall  to  hall. 

Tliey  drink   deep    healths   till   the 
rafters  rock 
In   the   BaiKiuet    Hall;    and    the 
shout  is  borne 
To  the  courts  outside,  where  tue 
crowing  cock 
Is  waked  vrv  morn. 
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Anii  tiic  castli.-  is  all  in  &  blaze  ol 
light 
From    cri.fKiet.  and    torch,    ant 
Bconcn ;  and  there 
Koch  warrior  dances  all  the  night 
With  his  lady  fair. 

Tliey  dance  and  sing  till  the  ravoi 

is  stirred 
On  tlic  H-ickcd  elm-tree  outsidu  In 

the  gloom : 
And  Ilie  rustle   of  Hillieii   robes   Is 

But  tlierc  is  one  room  in  that  castle 
olJ, 
In  a  lonely  turret  where  do  one 

And  a  deadmansltstlicre,  stark  and 
(.■old, 
Whom  no  one  knows. 


Hia  wicked  old  heart  had  grown  ao 
cliillcd 
That  tlie  leech,  to  warn  Um,  did 
not  shrink 
To  give  him  each   night   a  goblet, 
tilled 
With  a  virgins  blood,  to  drltik. 

"  A  splenetic  legend,"  .  .  .  yon  say, 

Yi't  tli.ri'  may  be  aotaething  in  it. 

Kill,  or  lie  hilled  .  .  .  which  choice 
were  the  worse? 
'  not.     Solve  It  yon. 


within 
within 


a  Ne^ 


DEATH-IN~7,1FE. 

r  is  the  hahe  that  dies 

is  the  corpse  which  lle.s 
the  tomb. 

tliat  death  (or  which  this 
life  makes  room. 


B'lt  dreary  is  the  tomh  where  the 

corpse  lies ; 
And  wretched  is  the  womb  where 

Uie  clilhl  dies : 
And  curst  that  dcatli  which  steals 

this  life's  disguise. 


KII.G   LIMOS. 

THeuK  once  was  u  wicked,  old,  gray 
king  — 
Long  damned,  a.s  I  have  reason 

E'or  he  was  burled  (and  no    luid 
thing!) 
Iliimlreds  of  years  ago. 


I  km 


Edit  even   the  wolf  must  h«Te  his 

prey: 
And  even  the  gallows  will   have 

her  food ; 
And  a  king,  my  friend,  will  have  his 

way. 


My  henrt  Istmngrv,  andmustbercd.- 
My  life  Is  emptv.and  niustbelllled  ; 
One  is  not  a  (ihoul,  to  live  on  Iho 

What  then  if  fresh  blood  be  spilled? 

We  follow  the  way  that  nature  leads. 

Wliafs  the  very  first  thing   that 

we  learn?    Ts  devour. 

l'::ieh  life  the  death  of  some  other 

'\m  help  It  from  hour  to  hour. 

Kroni  the  animalcule  that  swallowa 

his  friends. 
Nothing  loath.  In  the  wave  as  it 

rolls, 
I'o  man,  as  we   sec  him,  this   law 

'Tls  the  sauiu  in  the  world  ofsoulf. 

The  law  of  the  one  is  still  to  absorb  ■ 
To  be  alisiirljed  is  the  other's  lot:— 

The  lesser  orb  by  the  larger  orb. 
The  weak  by  the  strong  .  ,   .  whi 

iiot? 
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My  want's  at  the  worst:    so  why 
should  I  spare 
(Since  just  such  a  thiug  my  want 
supplies) 
This  little  girl  with  tlie  silky  hair, 
And  the  love  in  her  two  large  eyes? 


THE  FUGITIVE. 

There  is  no  quiet  left  in  life, 
Not  any  moment  brings  me  rest : 

Forevermore,  flrom  shore  to  sliore» 
I  bear  about  a  laden  breast. 

I  see  new  lands :  I  meet  new  men : 
I  learn  strange  tongues  in  novel 
places. 
I  cannot  cliase  one  phantom  face 
That  haunts  me,  spite  of  newer 
faces. 

For  me  the  wine  is  poured  by  night. 
And  deep  enough  to  drown  much 
sadness ; 
But  from  the  cup  t'lat  face  looks  up, 
And  mirtli  and  music  turn  to  mad- 
ness. 

There's  many  a  lip  that's  warm  for 
nH» : 
Many  a  heart  with  passion  t)ound- 
ing: 


But  ah,  my  breast,  when  closest 
prest, 
Creeps  to  a  cold  step  near  me 
sounding. 

To  this  dark  penthouse  of  the  mind 

I   lure  the  bat-winged   Sleep   in 

vain ; 

For  on  his  wings  a  dream  he  brings 

That  deepens  all  the  dark  with 

pain. 

I  may  write  books  which  friends  will 
praise, 
I  may  win  fame,  I  may  win  treas- 
ure; 
But  hope  grows  less  with  each  sue 
cess, 
And  pain  grows  more  with  every 
pleasure. 

The  draughts  I  drain  to  slake  my 
thirst 
But  ftiel  more  the  infernal  flame. 
There  tangs  a  sting  in  every  tiling  :— 
The  more  I  change,  tlie  more  tlie 
same! 

A  man  that  flies  before  the  pest, 
From  wind  to  wind  my  course  is 
whirled. 
This  fly  accurst  stung  lo  first, 
And  drove  her  wild  across  the 
world  I 


THE   SHORE. 

Can  it  be  women  thjit  walk  in  the  sea-mist  under  the  cliff's  there? 

Where,  'neath  a  briny  bow,  creaminir,  advances  the  lip 
Of  the  foam,  and  out  from  tlie  sand-choked  anchors,  on  to  the  skiffs  there, " 

The  long  ropes  swing  through  the  surge,  as  it  tumbles;  and  glitter,  and 
drip. 

All  the  place  in  a  lurid,  gllmmerinjjf,  emerald  glory, 
(rlares  like  a  Titan  world  come  back  under  heaven  again : 

Yonder,  up  there,  are  the  st<»eps  of  the  sea-kings,  famous  in  story, 
But  who  are  they  on  the  beach?    They  are  neither  women,  nor  men. 

Who  knows,  are  they  the  lan.i's,  or  the  waU^r's,  living  creatures? 

Bom  of  the  boiling  sea?    nurst  in  the  seething  storms? 
With  their  woman's  hair  disi.evelled  over  their  stern  male  featured, 

Striding,  bare  to  the  knee ;  magnified  maritime  forms ! 
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Theyitiay  bethemothersand  wivps,  Ihc;  may  be  tlic  s)at4;r8  an<1  (laughters 
Of  men  on  the  dark  mid.geas,  alone  in  those  black-coiled  hulls, 

That  toll 'neath  JO  n  while  cloud,  nheiicc  the  mooun-ill  rise  o'er  the  waters 
To-night,  with  her  face  on  fire,  If  the  wind  in  the  evening  luUa. 

Hnt  the;  mav  be  merely  rlslons.  mieh  as  only  sick  nieii  wltnesB 

(Sitting  OS  I  sit  hero,  filled  with  wild  iTgret), 
Fmmed  from  the  sen's  misshapen  spume  with  a  horrible  fitness 

To  the  winds  in  which  they  walk,  and  Iho  surgi'S  by  which  they  are 

Sntamanders,  sea-wolves,  witches,  warlocks:  ninrine  monsters, 

Which  the  dying  seaman  beholds,  when  the  rats  arc  swimming  away. 

And  an  Indian  wind  'gins  hiss  tVoni  an  unknown  Isle,  and  alone  stirs 
The  broken  cloud  which  burns  on  the  verge  of  Ihc  dead,  red  day, 

1  know  not.    All  In  my  mind  is  coiinised ;  nor  can  I  dissever 
I'he  mould  of  the  visible  world  from  the  shape  of  my  thoughts  In  uie. 

The  Inward  and  Uutward  are  Hised  i  and,  Uirotigli  them,  luunnur  forever 
The  sorrow  whose  sound  is  the  wind,  and  the  rour  of  the  limitless  sea. 

THE   XOHTH   SEA. 

By  the  gray  sand-hills,  o'er  ^ln^  eolil  sea-shore;  where,  dumbly  peering. 
Pass  the  pale-sailt-cl  i-lii|i>.  scornfully,  silently;  wheeling  and  veering 
I^wltt  out  of  sight  again ;  whili-  tlie  wiud  searches  what  it  finds  never. 
U'er  the  sand-reuehes,  liaj's,  billows,  blown  benches.  —  homeless  forever! 
And,  in  a  vi>iun  of  the  IrtWc  heaven  st'cii  and  soon  lost  again, 
Uvcr  the  rolling  foam,  out  In  ihe  iiii<l-seas.  round  by  the  coast  again. 
Hovers  the  sea-gull,  poised  in  Ihe  wiuii  above,  o'er  the  bleak  suites, 
In  Ibe  green  briny  gleam,  briefi.vri'vealediindgoue;  .  .  .  fleet,  as  croergei 
Out  of  the  tumult  of  some  brnln  where  meniorv  labors,  iiiiil  fretfidl.v 
Monusallthodght-long.  — a  wild  wiugOil  hope,  siM.n  failing  regreiCcUr. 
Here  walk  the  lost  Cioils  ii' dark  Seundlunvln.  mo  ruing  and  even; 
Faint  pale  divinities.  realmle.>,s  nn<l  sorrowful,  exiled  from  Heaven ; 
Ituitliened  wltli  memories  of  ohi  tlieogoiiles ;  eaeli  ruined  monarchy 
Itonming  aniaxcd  by  seas  oblivious  of  ancient  fealty. 
Never,  again  at  the  tables  of  Odin,  in'  their  Iu»t  Bau<)uct  Hall, 
Shall  tliev  from  golden  cups  drink,  liearlng  gulden  harps,  harping  high 

festival. 
Never  prnisc  brlght-hnlred  Freya,  In  VIngolf,  for  her  tost  lovelineas ! 
Never,  with  .^glr,  sail  rouiid  cool  nionulit  isles  of  greeu  wilderness! 
Here  on  the  Irme  wind,  throu>;h  the  long  twilight,  when  dcy  is  waning. 
Many  ii  liopetess  voice  neai'  the  night  is  lieard  eoldly  complaining. 
Here,  in  the  glimmering  ditrkness,  when  winds  are  dropped,  anil  not  a 

Fiiim  rape  or  foreltind,  pimse,  ;>nd  puss  slh:i;tly.  forms  of  dlserownSd 
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YLffi^^  in  the  afternoon ;  while,  in  her  father's  boat,  heavily  laden, 
Mending  the  torn  nets,  sings  np  the  bleak  bay  the  Fisher-Maiden, 
I  too,  forlornly  wandering,  wandering,  see,  with  the  mind's  eye, 
Shadows  beside  me,  .  .  .  (hearing  Uie  wave  moan,  hearing  the  wind 

sigh)  .  .  . 
Shadows,  and  images  balefYiUy  beautiful,  o|  days  departed : 

Koands  of  fkint  footsteps,  gleams  of  pale  foreheads,  malce  me  sad-hearted. 

Sad  for  the  lost,  irretrievable  sweetness  of  foi-mer  hours ; 

Sad  with  del^ous,  desolate  odors,  IVom  faded  flowers ; 

Sad  for  the  beautiful  gold  hairrthc  exquisite,  exquisite  graces 

Of  a  divine  lace,  hopelessly  unlike  all  other  faces  I 

O'er  the  gray  sand-hills  (where  I  sit  sullenly,  full  of  black  fancies), 
Nipt  by  the  sea-wind,  drenched  by  the  sea-salt,  little  wild  pansies 
Flower,  and  freshly  tremble,  and  twinkle;  sweet  sisterhoods. 
Lone,  and  how  lovely,  with  their  frail  green  stems,  and  dark  purple 

hoods! 
Here,  even  here  in  the  midst  of  monotonous,  flxt  desolation, 
Nature  has  touches  of  tenderness,  beauties  of  young  variation ; 
Where,  O  my  heart,  in  thy  ruined,  and  desolate  places, 
Springs  there  a  floweret,  or  gleams  there  the  green  of  a  single  oasis? 
Hidden,  it  may  be  perchance,  and  I  know  it  not  .  .  .  hidden  yet  invio- 
late. 
Pushes  the  germ  of  an  unconscious  rapture  in  me,  like  the  violet 
Which,  on  the  bosom  of  >farch,  the  snows  cover  and  keep  till  the  coming 
Of  April,  the  flrst  bee  shall  find,  when  he  wanders,  and  welcome  it  hum- 
ming. 
Teach  me,  thou  North  where  the  winds  lie  in  ambush ;  the  rains  and  foul 

weather 
Are  stored  in  the  house  of  the  storms ;  and  the  snow-flakes  are  garnered 

together ; 
Where  man's  stern,  dominate,  sovereign  intt^Uigence  holds  in  allegiance 
Whatever  blue  Slrius  beholds  on  this  Earth-bail,  —  all  seas,  and  all  regions 
The  iron  in  the  hill's  heart;  the  spirit  in  the  loadstone;  the  ice  in  the 

poles ; 
All  powers,  all  dominions;   ships;   merchandise;   armaments;   beasts; 

human  souls ;  .  .  . 
Teach  me  thy  secrets  :  teach  to  refrain,  to  restrain,  to  be  still ; 
Teach  me  unspoken,  steadfast  endurance ;  —  the  silence  of  Will  I 
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PART   I. 
THK  fisherman's    DAIJOHTKR. 

If  the  wind  had  been  blowing  the 
Devil  this  way 
The  midnight  could  scarcely  have 
grown  more  unholy, 


Or  the  sea  have  found  secrets  mors 
wicked  to  say 
To  the  toothless  old  crags  it  \% 
hiding  there  wholly. 

I   love  well  the  darkness.     I  love 
well  the  sound 
Of  the  thunder-drift,  howling  this 
way  over  ocean. 
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For  'tis  though  as  in  nature  ray 
spirit  has  found 
A  trouble  akin  to  its  own   free 
emotion. 

The  hoarse  night  may  howl  herself 
silent  for  me. 
When    the    silence   comes,   then 
comes  the  howling  within. 
i  am  drenched  to  my  Icnees  in  the 
surf  of  the  sea, 
And  wet  with  the  salt  bitter  rain 
to  the  skin. 

Let  it  thunder  and  lighten!    this 
world's  ruined  angel 
Is  but  fooled  by  desire  like  the 
ft*ailest  of  men ; 
Both  seek  in  hysterics  life's  awful 
evangel. 
Then  both  settle  down  to  life's  si- 
lence again. 

Well  I  know  the  wild  spirits  of  water 
und  air, 
When  the  lean  morrow  turns  up 
its  cynical  gray. 
Will,  baffled,  revert  with   familiar 
despair 
To  their  old  listless  work,  in  their 
old  helpless  way. 

bonder's   the  light  in   the  Fisher- 
man's hut; 
But  the   old    wolf  himself  is,   I 
know,  off  at  sea. 
And  I  see  through  the  chinks,  though 
the  shutters  be  shut. 
By  the  firelight  that  some  one  is 
watching  for  me. 

Three  years  ago,  on  this  very  same 
night, 
I  walked  in  a  ball-room  of  perflime 
and  splendor 
With  a  pearl-bedecked  lady  below 
the  lampliijht :  — 
Now  I  walk  with  the  wild  wind, 
whose  breath  is  more  tender. 

Hark!    the  horses  of    ocean    that 
crouch  at  my  feet, 
They  are   moaning   in    impotent 
f>ain  on  the  beach ! 


Lo!   the  storm-light,  that  swathes 
in  its  blue  winding-sheet 
That  lone  desert  of  sky,  where  tlie 
stars  are  dead,  each ! 

Holloa,  there !  open,  you  little  wild 
girl! 
Hush,  .  .  .  'tis  her  soft  little  feet 
o'er  the  floor. 
Stay  not  to  tie  up  a  single  dark  curl, 
BQt  quick  with  the  candle,  and 
open  the  door. 

One  kiss?  .  .  .  there's  twenty!  .  .  . 
but  first,  take  my  coat  there. 
Salt  as  a  s'^^a-sponge,  and  dripping 
all  through. 
The  old  wolf,  your  father,  is  out  in 
the  boat  there. 
Hark  to  the  thunder!  .  .  .  we're 
safe,  —  I  and  you. 

Put  on  the  kettle.     And  now  for  the 
cask 
Of  that  famous  old  rum  of  your 
lather's,  the  king 
Would  have  clawed  on  our  frontier. 
There,  fiU  me  the  flask. 
Ah,   what  a    quick,   little,   neat- 
handed  thing ! 

There's  my  pipe.    Stuff  it  with  black 
negro-head. 
Soon  I  shall  be  in  the  cloud-Ubid 
of  glory. 
Faith,  'tis  better  with  you,  dear, 
than  'fore  the  mast-head, 
With  such  lights  at  the  windows 
of  night's  upper  story  ! 

Next,  over  the  round  open  hole  ir 
the  shutter 
You  may  pin  up  your  shawl,  .  .  . 
lest  a  mermaid  should  peep. 
Come,  now,  the  kettle's  beginning 
to  splutter, 
And  the  cat  recom poses  herself 
into  sleep. 

Poor  little  naked  feet,  .  .  .  put  tliem 
up  there.  .  . 
Little  white  foam-flakes !  and  now 
the  soft  head, 
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Here,  on  my  shoulder;    while  all 
the  dark  hair 
Falls   round    us    like    sea-weed. 
What  matter  the  bed 

If  sleep  will  visit  it,  if  kisses  feel 
there 
Sweet  as  they  feel  under  curtains 
of  silk? 
So,  shut  your  eyes,  while  the  fire- 
light will  steal  there 
O'er  the  black  bear-skin,  the  arm 
white  as  millc ! 

Meanwhile  1*11  tell  to  you  all  I  remem- 
ber 
Of  the  old  legend,  the  northern 
romauce 
I  heard  of  in  Sweden,  that  snowy 
December 
I  passed  there,  about    the  wild 
Lord  Rosencrantz. 

Then,  when  you're  tired,  take  the 
cards  from  the  cupboard, 
Thumbed  over  by  every  old  thief 
in  our  crew, 
And  I'll  tell  you  your  fortune,  you 
little  Dame  Hubbard ; 
My  own  has  been  squandered  on 
witches  like  you. 

Knave,  King,  and  Queen,  all  the  vil- 
lanous  pack  of  'em, 
I  know  what  they're  worth  in  the 
game,  and  have  found 
Upon  all  the  trump-cards  the  small 
mark  at  the  back  of  'em, 
Tiie  Devil's  nail-mark,  who  still 
cheats  us  all  round. 

PART  II. 

THE     LEGEXD       OP       LORD       ROSEN- 
CRANTZ. 

The  lamps  in  the  castle  hall  bum 
bright, 
And  the  music  sounds,  and  the 
dancers  dance. 
And  lovely  the  young  Queen  looks 
to-night, 
But  pale  is  Lord  Rosencrantz. 


Lord  Rosencrantz  is  always  pale, 
But  never  more  deadly  pale  than 
now  . . . 
O,  there  is  a  whisper,  an  ancient 
tale,  — 
A  rumor,  .  .  .  but  who    should 
know? 

He  has  stepped  to  the  dais.    He  has 
taken  her  hand. 
And  she  gives  it  him  with  a  ten- 
der glance. 
And  the  hautboys  sound,  and  the 
dancers  stand, 
And  envy  Lord  Rosencrantz. 

That  jewelled  hand  to  his  lips  he 
prest; 
And  lightly  he  leads  her  towards 
the  dance : 
And  the  blush  on  the  young  Queen's 
cheek  confest 
Her  love  for  Lord  Rosencrantz. 

The  moon  at  the  mullloned  window 
shone; 
There  a  face  and  a  hand  in  the 
moonlight  glance; 
But  that  face  and  that  hand  wer« 
seen  of  none. 
Save  only  Lord  Rosencrantz. 

A  league  aloof  in  the  forest-land 
There's  a  dead  black  pool,  w^here 
a  man  by  chance 
. .  .  Again,  again,   that    beckoning 
hand! 
And  it  beckons  Lord  Rosencrantz. 

While  the  young  Queen  turned  to 
whisper  him, 
Lord  Rosencrantz  from  the  hall 
was  gone ; 
And  the  hautboys  ceased,  and  the 
lamps  grew  dim, 
And  the  castle  clock  struck  One ! 
*  *  *  * 

It  is  a  bleak  December  night, 
And  the  snow  on  the  highway 
gleams  by  fits : 
But  the  Are  on   the  cottage-hearth 
burns  bright. 
Where  the  little  maiden  sits. 
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Her  spinning-wheel    she    has    laid 
aside; 
And  her  blue  eyes  soft  in  the  fire- 
light glance ; 
As  she  leans   with   love,  and    she 
leans  with  pride, 
On  the  breast    of   Lord    Rosen- 
crantz. 

Mother's  asleep,  up  stairs  in  bed ; 
And  the  black  cat,  she  looks  won- 
drous wise 
As  she  licks  her  paws  in  the  firelight 
red, 
And  glares  with  her   two  green 
eyes : 

And  the  little  maiden  is  half  afraid, 
And  closely  she  clings   to  Lord 
Rose  nc  ran  tz ; 
For  she  has  been  reading,  that  little 
maid, 
All  day,  In  an  old  romance, 

A  legend  wild  of  a  wicked  pool 
A  league  aloof  In  the  forest-land, 

And  a  crime  done  there,  and  a  sin- 
ful soul, 
And  an  awful  face  and  hand. 

**  Our   little    cottage   is  bleak  and 
drear," 
Says  the  little  maid  to  Lord  Ros- 
en crantz; 
•'  And  this  is  the  loneliest  time  of 
the  year, 
And     oi't,    when    the    wind,    by 
chance, 

**  The  Ivy  beats  on  the  window-pane, 

I  wake  to  the  sound  In  the  gusty 

nights; 

And  often,  outside.  In  the  drift  and 

rain, 

There  seem  to  pass  strange  sights. 


"  Thou  little  maiden,  my  heart's  own 
bliss, 
Have  thou  no  fear,  for  I  love  thee 
well; 
And  sweetest  It  is  upon  nights  like 
this. 
When  the  wind,  like  the  blast  of 
hell,    » 

**  Roars  up  and  down  in  the  chim- 
neys old. 
And  the  wolf  howls  over  the  dis- 
tant snow. 
To  kiss  away  both  the  night  and 
the  cold 
With  such  kisses  as  we  kiss  now." 

"Ah!  more  than   life  I  love  thee, 
dear ! " 
Says  the  little  maiden  with  eyes 
so  blue; 
*•  And,  when  thou  art  near,  I  have 
no  fear, 
Whatever  the  night  may  do. 

**  But  O,  it  Is  dreary  when  thou  art 
away ! 
And  in   bed  all  night  I  pray  for 
thee : 
Now  tell  me,   thou  dearest  heart, 
and  say. 
Dost  thou  ever  pray  for  me? 


»» 


'•  And  O,  It  Is  dreary  here  alone ! 
When  mother's  asleep,  In  bed,  up 
stairs. 
And  the  black  cat,   there,  to    the   Mutely  It  came,  and  went  again, 


*'  Thou  little  maiden,  I  thank  thee 
much. 
And  well  I  would  thou   shouldst 
pray  for  me ; 
But  I  am  a  slnftil  man,  and  such 
As  111  should  pray  for  thee." 

Hist!  . .  .  was  It  a  face  at  the  win- 
dow past? 
'  Or  was  It  the  ivy  leaf,  by  ch&nce. 
Tapping  the  pane  In  the  fitful  blast 
That  startled  Lord  Rosencrantz? 

The  little  maid,  she  has  seen  It  plain. 
For  she  shrieked,  and  down  sha 
fell  in  a  swoon  : 


forest  is  gone, 
—  Look  at  her,  how  she  glares ! " 


In  the  light  of  the  winter  moon. 
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The  young  Queen,  —  O,  but  her  face 
was  sweet !  — 
She  died  on  the  night  taat  she  was 
wed: 
And  they  laid  her  out  in  her  wind- 
ing-sheet. 
Stark  on  her  marriage-bed. 

The  little  maiden,  she  went  mad ; 
But  her  soft  olne  eyes  still  smiled 
the  same. 
With  ever  that  wistAil  smile  they 
had: 
Her  mother,  she  died  of  shame. 

The  black  cat  lived  from  house  to 
house, 
And   every  night  to  the    forest 
hied; 
And    she   killed   many  a   rat    and 
mouse 
Before  the  day  she  died. 

And  do  you  wish  that  I  sliould  de- 
clare 
What  was  the  end  of  Lord  Rosen- 
crantz? 
Ah !  look  in  my  heart,  you  will  fiiid 
it  there, 
—  The  end  of  the  old  romance ! 

PART   III. 
DAYBREAK. 

Ybs,  you  have  guessed  it.    The  wild 
Roscncrantz, 
It  is  I,  dear,  the  wicked  one ;  who 
but  I,  maiden? 
My  life  is  a  tattered  and  worn-out 
romance. 
And  my  heart  with  the  curse  of 
the  Fast  has  been  laden : 

For  still,  where  I  wander  or  liuger, 
forever 
C^mes  a  skeleton  hand   that  is 
beckoning  for  me; 
And  still, dogging  my  footsteps,  life's 
long  Never-never 
Pursues   me,  wherever  my  foot- 
steps may  be : 


The  star  of  my  course  hath  been  long 
ago  set,  dear ; 
And  the  wiuvl  is  my  pilot  wher- 
ever he  blows  : 
He  cannot  l)low  from  me   what  I 
would  forget,  dear. 
Nor  blow  to  me  that  which  I  seek 
for,  —  repose. 

What!  if  I  were  the  Devil  himself, 
would  you  cling  to  me. 
Bear  my  ill  humors,  and  share  my 
wild  nights? 
Crouch  by  me,  fear  me  not,  stay  by 
me,  sing  to  me. 
While   the  dark   haunts  us  with 
sounds  and  with  sights? 

Follow  me  far  away,  pine  not,  but 
smile  to  ine, 
Never  ask  questions,  and  always 
be  gay? 
Still  the  dear  eyes  meekly  turned  aH 
the  while  to  nie, 
Watchrul  til*  night  through,  and 
patient  the  day? 

What !  if  this  hand,  that  now  strays 
through  your  tresses, 
Three  years  ago  had  been  dabbled 
in  gore? 
What!  if  this  lip,  that  your  lip  now 
caresses, 
A   corpse  had  been  pressing  but 
three  years  before? 

Well  then,   behold  I . .    .    .    'tis   the 
gray  light  of  morning 
That  breaks  o*er  the  desolate  wa- 
ters .  .  .  and  hark ! 
*Tis  the  first  signal  shot  from  my 
boat  gives  me  warning : 
The  dark  moves  away :  and  I  fol* 
low  the  lark. 

On  with  your  hat  and  your  cloak! 
you  are  mine,  child, 
Mine  and  the  fiend's  that  pursues 
me,  henceforth ! 
We  must  be  far,  ere  day  breaks,  o'er 
the  brine,  child : 
It  may  be  south  I  go,  U  may  btf 
north. 


'^ 

What]  real);  fetching  your  hat  and 
your  ploak,  dear? 
Sweet  little  fool.    Ktss  me  quick 
DOW,  aiid  laugh! 
All  I  have  saitl  to  you  nat  but  a 
joke,  liear: 
Half  was  lu  foil;,  In  wantonuesx 
half. 


TffS   WANDERER 


At,  maiden :  the  whole  of  my  atorj 
to  you 
Was  but  a  deception,  a  silly  r 

From  the  Urst  to  the  last  word,  i 

word  of  it  true; 
And  my  nuiiie's  Owen  Mcredltli, 

[lot  Kosencrantz. 
1  never  was  loved  by  a  Queen,  1  de- 

And  uo  little  inaideu  for  me  1 
gone  mad : 
I    never    committed    a    murder, 


I  nui-cr  have  sold  to  the  Devil  my 

And   but   aniall   is  the   price    he 
would  give  me,  1  know ; 
I  live  mueli  a.s  other  folks  live,  on 
the  whole : 
And  the  worst  thing  in  me's  mj 
dij^estiun  .  .  .  hulgh  ho! 
Let  us  leave  to  the  nl!;1)t-wim1  the 
thoughts  which  he  brings. 
And  leave   to   the   darkness   the 
powerM  of  the  dark ; 
Por  my  hopes  o'er  the  sea  lightly 
flit,  like  the  wings 
or  the  curlews  ttiat  hover  and 
poise  niuiKl  my  bark. 
Leave  tlic  wind   nnil  the  water 

mutter  together 
,    Their  weird  metaphysk-al  grief, 
of  old. 


For  day's  business  begins,  and  tjia 
clerk  of  the  weather 
To  the  powers  of  the  air  doth  his 
purpose  unfold.  < 

Be   you   sure   those   dread  Titans, 
whatever  they  t>e, 
That  sport  wlUi  this  ball  tn  the 
great  courts  of  Timij, 
To  play  practical  jokes  upon   you 
dear,  and  me. 
Wilt  never  desist  from  a  spot  so 

The  old  Oligarchy  of  Greece,  now 
abolished. 
Were  Idle  aristocrats  fond  of  the 

But  thougn  thus  reflned,  all  their 
tastes  were  so  polished, 
They  were    turbulent,    dissolute 
gods,  without  hearts. 
They  neglected  their  buslQcss,  they 
gave  themselves  airs, 
Itead  the  poets  in  Greek,  sipped 
their  wine,  took  their  rest, 
Never     troubling    their    beautiful 
heads  with  aSkirs, 
And  as  for  their  morals,  the  least 
said,  the  best. 
The  scandal  grew  greater  and  great- 
er :  unil  then 
An  appeal  to  the  people  was  for- 
mally made. 
The  ohl  gods  were  displaced  by  the 
sutlhigc  of  men, 
And  a  popular  government  formed 
in  their  stead. 
But  these  are  high  matters  of  state, — 

May  be  thankful,  meanwhile,  we 

have  something  to  eat. 
And  nothing.  Just  now,  more  impor 

taut  to  do. 
Thau  to  sit  down  atonee,  and  siiy 

grace  before  meat. 
You  may  botl  tnc  some  coffee,  an 

cga,  If  it's  handy, 
The  sea's  roltlug  inouDt^na  Ju»t 

now.    I  shall  wait 
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For  King  Neptune's  mollisaima  tem- 
pora  fandi, 
Who  will  presently  lift  up  his 
curly  white  pate, 

Bid  Enrus  aud  Notus  to  mind  their 
own  business, 
Aud  make  roe  11  speech  in  Hexa- 
meters slow ;  ♦ 
While  I,  by  the  honor  elated  to  diz- 
ziness, 
Shall  yield  him  my  offerings,  and 
make  him  my  bow. 

A  DREAM. 

I  HAD  a  quiet  dream  last  night : 
For  I  dreamed  that  I  was  dead; 

Wrapped  around  In  my  grave-clothes 
white, 
With  my  gravestone  at  my  head. 

I  Iky  In  a  land  I  have  not  seen, 
In  a  place  I  do  not  know, 

And  the  grass  was  deathly,  deathly 
greeu 
Which  over  my  grave  did  grow. 

The  place  was  as  still  as  still  could  be, 
With  a  few  stara  in  the  sky, 

And  an  ocean  whose  waves  I  could 
not  see. 
Though  I  heard  them  moan  hard 

by. 

There  was  a  bird  In  a  branch  of  yew, 

Bulldlug  a  little  nest. 
The  stars  looked  far  and  very  few, 

And  I  lay  all  at  rest. 

There  came  a  footstep  through  the 
grass, 

And  a  feeling  througli  the  mould  : 
And  a  woman  pale  did  over  me  pass, 

With  hair  like  snakes  of  gold. 

She  read  my  name  upon  my  grave  : 
She  rea<l  my  name  with  a  smile. 

A  wild  moan  came  from  a  wandeiring 
wave, 
But  the  stars  smiled  all  the  while. 


The  stars  smiled  aotx,.    That  woman 
pale 

Over  my  grave  did  move. 
Singing  all  to  herself  a  tale 

Of  one  that  died  for  love. 

There  came  a  sparrow-hawk  to  the 
tree. 

The  little  bird  to  slay  : 
There  came  a  ship  from  over  the  aea 

To  take  that  woman  away. 

The  little  bird  I  wished  to  save. 
To  finish  his  nest  so  sweet : 

But  so  deep  I  lay  within  my  grave 
That  I  could  not  move  my  feet. 

That  woman  pale  I  wished  to  keep 
To  finish  the  tale  I  heard : 

But  within  my  grave  I  lay  so  deep 
That  I  could  not  speak  a  word. 

KING   SOLOMON. 

King  Solomon  stood,  in  his  cvown 

of  gold, 
Between  the  pillars,   before  the 

altar 
In  the  House  of  the  Lc  rd.     And  the 

King  was  old, 
And  his  strength  began  to  falter, 
So  that  he  leaned  on  his  ebony  staff. 
Sealed  with  the  seal  of  the  Pente- 

graph. 

All  of  the  golden  fretted  work, 
Without  and  within  so  rich  and 
rare. 
As  high  as  the  nest  of  the  building 
stork, 
Those  pillars  of  cedar  were  :  — 
SVrought  up  to  the  brazen  chapiters 
Of  the  Sidonlan  artificers. 

And  the  King  stood  still  as  a  carven 
king, 
The  carven  cedarn  beams  below, 
In  his  purple'robe,  with  his  signet- 
ring, 
Aud  his  beard  as  white  as  snow. 
And  his  face  to  the  Oracle,  where 

the  hymn 
Dies  under  the  wiz^g  of  the  cherubim. 
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The  wings  fold  over  the  Oraclp, 
And  cover  the  heart  and  eyes  of 
Goil: 
The  Spouse  with  pomegranate,  111]^, 
and  bcU, 
\»  glorious  la  her  abode; 
For  with  KOld  of  Ophir,  and  scent  of 

And  purple  uf  Tyre,  the  King  clothed 

B.vthe  Roulof  eachslumbrous  instru- 

Drawn  soft  through  the  muBlcal 

The  strcatn  of  the  folk   that  came 

For   warship,    and    praise,    and 
prayer, 
Flowed  to  and  fro.  and  up  and  down, 

And  round  the  King  Id  his  goldeti 

And  it  caine   to  pa^iA,  a.s   the  King 

stood  there. 
And  l0()kcd  on  tUe  house  he  had 

bnilt,  with  pride, 
That   the  Hand  of  the  Lord  came 


And  touched  liim  t  so  that  he  died. 
In  his  purple  robe,  with  his  aigne^ 

rinir. 
And  the  crown  wherewith  thej  had 

crowned  him  klug. 

And   the  Ktreom  of  the   folk   that 
CBlne  and  welil 
To  worship  the  Ijord  with  prayer 
and  praise. 
Went  softly  ever,  in  wonderment. 

For  the  Klnj;  stood  there  always; 
And  it  was  solemn  and  stmngc  to 

behold 
That    dead    king   crowned   with   a 

crown  of  .u'>>ld. 
For  lie  leaned  on  his  ebony  staff  up- 
rkht; 
And  over  Ms  shoulders  the  purple 

And  his  hair  and  his  beard  were 
botli  snow-wblte 


And   the   fear   of  biro   filled   the 

globe; 
So   that    none    dared    touch    hfu, 

though  lie  was  dead. 
He  looked  so  royal  about  the  bead. 

And  the  moons  were  changed :  and 

th»j*ears  rolled  uu  : 
And  the  new  king  reigned  In  the 

old  king's  stead: 
And  men  were  married  and  burled 

But   the   King   stood,   stark   and 

leaning  upright  on  his  ebony  staff; 
Preserved  by  the  sign  of  the  PemC' 

And  Che  stream  of  life,  as  It  went 
Ever  for  worship  and  praise  and 

Was  nwed  by  the  face,  and  the  fear. 

And  the  fame 
Of  tiie  doiid  king  standing  there; 
For  Ills  hair  was  so  white,  and  his 

eyes  so  cold. 
That  they  left  liim  alone  with  hU 

crown  of  gold. 

So  King  Solomon  stood  up.  dea<l.  In 
the  House 
Of  the  Lord,   held   there   by  the 
Pentcgraph. 
I'ntil  out  from  u  pillar  there  ran  a 
red  mouse. 
And  gnawed  through   his   ebouY 
staff: 
Then,  flat  on  Ids  face,  the  King  fell 

And  they  picked   ttom   the  dust  a 
goirteii  crown  • 

■My  knontnltff  ai  Ibf  R:lbblDiral  If^Dd 
uhloh  lonnlcd  lhl»  Voem  \f  ,111,-  amo9\ 
llin  nisny  debl«  I  owe  ro  iii)  tricnJ  Kobfil 
llrowuiBK.     I  Lope  Ibaw  liDi.*>  iiioy  rcmloA 
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CORDELIA.  I  ask  —  onlv  ask  —  to  be  near  thee, 

Though  thou  never  hast  sought  to  I  ^^^^^  «°  '"""'^  ^'""^  "-^^  '»«*'^- 

In  my  life's  lonely  galleries  never 
Will  be  silenced  thy  lightest  foo^ 

fall: 
For  it  lingers,  and  echoes,  forever 
Until  Memory  mourning  o'er  all. 
All    thy   fair    little    footsteps    are 

bright 
O'er  the  dark  troubled  spirit  in  me, 
As  the  tracts  of  some  sweet  water- 
sprite 
O'er  the  heaving  and  desolate  sea. 
And,   though  cold  and  unkind   be 

thine  eyes, 
Yet,  unchilled  their  unklndness  be- 

low, 
In  my  heart  all  its  love  for  thee  lies, 
Like  a  violet  covered  by  snow. 


divine  it, 
Though  to  know  it  thou  hast  not  a 

care. 
Yet  my  heart  can  no  longer  confine 

It, 
Though  my  lip  may  be  blanched  to 

declare 
That  I  love  thee,  revere  thee,  adore 

thee, 

0  my  dream,  my  desire,  my  despair ! 
Though  in  life  It  may  never  be  given 
To  my  heart  to  repose  upon  thine ; 
Though  neither   on  earth,   nor  in 

heaven, 
May  the  bliss  I  have  dreamed  of  be 

mine; 
Yet  thou  canst  not  forbid  me,  in 

distance. 
And  silence,  and  long  lonely  years, 
To  love  thee,  despite  thy  resistance. 
And  bless  thee,  despite  of  ray  tears. 

Ah  me,  couldst  thou  love  me  I  .  .  . 

Believe  me, 
Howl  hang  on  the  tonesof  thy  voice ; 
How  the  least  sign  thou  slghest  can 

grieve  me, 
The  least  smile  thou  smllest  rejoice; 
In  thy  face,  how  I  watch  every  shade 

there ; 
In  thine  eyes,  how  I   learn  every 

look; 
How  the  least  sigh  thy  spirit  hath 

made  there 
My  heart  reads,  and  writes  in  its 

book! 

And  each  day  of  my  life  my  love 
shapes  me 

From  the  mien  that  thou  wearest. 
Beloved. 

Thou  hast  not  a  grace  that  escapes 
me. 

Nor  a  movement  that  leaves  me  un- 
moved. 

1  live  but  to  see  thee,  to  hear  thee ; 
I  count  but  the  hours  where  thou 

art; 


it  mine  to 
and    to 


Little  child!  *  .  .  were 
watch  o'er  thee. 

To  guide,  and    to  guard, 
soothe ; 

To  shape  the  long  pathway  befora 
thee, 

And  all  that  was  rugged  to  smooth ; 

To  kneel  at  one  bedside  by  night, 

And  mingle  our  souls  In  one  prayer; 

And,  awaked  by  the  same  morning- 
light. 

The  same  daily  duties  to  share; 

Until  Age  with  his  silver  dimmed 

slowly 
Those  dear  golden  tresses  of  thine ; 
And  Memory  rendered  thrice  holy 
The  love  in  this  poor  heart  of  mine ; 

Ah,  never  .  .  .  (recalling  together,! 
By  one  hearth.  In  our  life's  winter 

time, 
Our  youth,   with  Its  lost  summer 

weather, 
And  our  love,  in  its   first  golden 

prime), 
Should  those  loved  lips  have  cause 

to  record 
One  word  of  unklndness  from  me. 
Or  my  heart  cease  to  bless  the  least 

word 
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The  fbture  maj  Ilishion  Tor  thine, 
Thy  life,  O  believe  me,  cau  never, 
M;  beloved,  be  Indifferent  to  iqIdc. 
When  far   from  tlie  Hlght  of  thy 

be&uty, 
Pursuing,  unaided,  alone, 
The  path  of  man'tt  dilllcult  duty 
Id  the  land  where  my  lot   may  be 

thrown ; 
When  my  steps  move  no  more  In  the 

Where  thou  art;  and  the  brief  days 

of  yore 
Are  forgotten :  and  even  my  face 
In  Ihy  life  Is  remembered  no  more; 
Yet  In  my  lite  will  live  thy  least 

feature;  [eyes; 

I  shall  monrn  the  lost  light  of  thine 
And  on  earth  tlicre  will  yet  be  one 


"YE  SEEK  JESUS  OF  KAZ 
AHETII  WHICH  WAS  CKU 
ClFIKl);  HE  IS  KISEN':  HE  IS 
NUT   HERE." 


Who  wouhl  not  lay  his  human  pain 
Low  at  those  heavenly  feet? 

And  leave  the  loom,  and  leave  the 
tnte, 
And    Icav 


lo 


the    vohime    on    the 

llltn.     iiniguestlonlng. 
!f 'twere  the  Lord  himself? 

How  mnnv  a  brow  with  care  o'er- 

worn,  [laden. 

How  many  a  heart  witli  (rrlef  o'ci'- 

How  many  a  yonth  with  love   for- 

How  many  a  mourning  maiden, 


Would    leave    the  baffling  earthly 
prize 
Which  fulls  the  earthly,  weak  en-  ^ 

To  gaze  Into  those  holy  eyes. 
And  drink  content  forever! 

The  mortal  hope,  I  ask  with  teara 
Of  Heaven,  to  soothe  this  mortal 

The   dreatn    of   all   my   darkened 

I  should  not  cling  to  them. 

The  pride  that  prompts  the  bitter 

(Sharp    styptic    of    a    bleeding 
heart!) 
WonUI  fail,  and  humbly  leave  con- 
rest 
The  sin  that  brought  the  smart, 

If  I  might  crouch  within  the  fold 
Of  that  white  robe  (a  wounded 
bird) ; 

The  face  liiat  Miiry  saw  behold. 
And  hcHr  the  words  she  heard. 

I  would  not  ask  one  word  of  all 
That   now  my  nature  yearns  to 

The  legend  of  the  ancient  Fall; 
Tlie  ^ollrcu  of  human  woe : 

What  hopes   in  otiier  worlds  may 
hide : 
What   griefs  yet  unexplored   in 

this; 
How  fares  the  spirit  within  the  wide 
Waste  tract  of  that  abyss 

Which  s< 


E  tlie  heart  (since  allw 
>nty  conscious  sorrow 


Of  life  is 
Lest  novel  life  be  novel  woe 
lu  death's  undawned  to-morrow  r 

I  would  not  ask  one  word  of  this. 
If  I  miKhl  only  hide  my  head 

On  that  beloi'6d  lireast,  and  kiss 
The  wonnds  where  Jesua  bUd 
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And  I,  where'er  He  weut,  would  go,  ! 

Nor    question    where    the    path 
might  lead, 
Enough  to  know  that,  here  below, 

I  walked  with  God  indeed ! 

His  sheep  along  the  cool,  the  shade. 
By  the  still  watercourse  he  leads. 

His  lambs  upon  His  breast  are  laid, 
His  hungry  ones  He  feeds. 

Safe  in  His  bosom  I  should  lie, 
Hearing,  where'er  His  steps  might 
be, 
Calm  waters,  murmuring,  murmur- 
ing by, 
To  meet  the  mighty  sea. 

If  this  be  thus,  O  Lord  of  mine, 
In  absence  is  Thy  love  forgot? 

And  must  I,  where  I  walk,  repine 
Because  I  see  Thee  not? 

If  this  be  thus,  if  this  be  thus, 
And  our  poor  prayers  yet  reach 
Thee,  Lord, 

Since  we  are  weak,  once  more  to  us 
Reveal  the  Living  Word ! 

Yet  is  my  heart,  indeed,  so  weak 
My  course  alone  I  dare  not  trace? 

Alas !  I  know  my  heart  must  break 
Before  I  see  Thy  face. 

I  loved,  with  all  my  human  soul, 
A  human  creature,  here  below. 

And,  though  thou  bad'st  thy  sea  to 
roll 
Forever  *twlxt  us  two. 

And  though  her  form  I  may  not  see 
Through  all  my  loug  and  lonely 
life. 

And  though  she  never  now  may  be 
My  helpmate  and  my  wife. 

Yet  in  my  dreams  her  dear  eyes 
shine, 
Yet  in  my  heart  her  face  I  bear. 
And    yet  each  holiest  thought  of 
mine 
I  seem  with  her  to  share. 


But,  Lord,  Thy  face  I  never  saw, 
Nor  ever  heard  Thy  human  voice; 

My  life,  beneath  an  iron  law. 
Moves  on  without  my  choice. 

No  memory  of  a  happier  time. 
When  in  Thiue  arms,  perchance,  I 
slept. 

In  some  lost  ante-natal  clime, 
My  mortal  frame  hath  kept : 

And  all  is  dark  —  before  —  behind. 

I  cannot  reach  Thee,  where  thou 
art, 
I  cannot  bring  Thee  to  my  mind. 

Nor  clasp  Thee  to  my  heart. 

And  this  Is  why,  by  night  and  day, 
Still  with  so  many  an  unseen  tear 

These  lonely  lips  have  learned  to 
pray 
That  God  would  spare  me  here. 

While  yet  my  doubtful  coarse  I  go 
Along  the  vale  of  mortal  years. 

By  life's  dull  stream,  that  will  not 
flow 
As  fast  as  flow  my  tears. 

One  human  hand,  my  hand  to  take : 
One   human  heart,  my  own   to 
raise: 

One  loving  human  voice,  to  break 
The  silence  of  my  days. 

Saviour,    If  this    wild    prayer    be 
wrong. 
And  what  I  seek  I  may  not  And, 
O,  make  more  hard,  and  stern,  and 
strong. 
The  framework  of  my  mind! 

Or,  nearer  to  me.  In  the  dark 
Of  life's  low  hours,  one  moment 
stand, 

And  give  me  keener  eyes  to  mark 
The  moving  of  Thy  hand. 

TO   CORDELIA. 

I  DO  not  blame  thee,  that  my  life 
Is  lonelier  now  than  even  before; 

For  hadst  thou  been,  indeed,  mj 
wife, 
(Vain  dream  that  cheats  no  more!] 
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The  fate,  which  from   my  earliest 

years  [tread, 

Hath  made  so  dark   the  path  I 

Had    taught    thee   too,  perchance, 

such  tears 

As  I  have  learned  to  shed. 

And  that  flxed  gloom,  which  souls 
like  mine 
Are  schooled  to  wear  with  stub- 
born pride, 
Had   cast  too  dark  a    shade    o'er 
thine,  — 
Hadst  thou  been  by  my  side. 

I  blame  thee  not,  that  thou  should st 
flee 
From   paths   where    only  w^eeds 
have  sprung, 
Though  loss  of  thee  Is  loss  to  me 
Of  all  that  made  youth  young. 

For  *tis  not  mine,   and   *twas   not 
thine, 
To  shape  our  course  as  first  we 
strove : 
And  powers  which  I  could  not  com- 
bine 
Divide  me  from  thy  love. 

Alas !  we  cannot  choose  our  lives,  — 
We    can    but   bear  the    burthen 
given. 

In  vain  the  feverish  spirit  strives 
With  unrelenting  heaven. 

For  who  can  bid  those  tyrant  stars 
The  injustice  of  their  laws  repeal? 

.Why  ask  who  makes  our  prison  bars. 
Since  they  are  made  of  steel? 

The  star  that  rules   my  darkened 
hour 
Is  flxt  in  reachless  spheres  on 
high  : 
The   curse  which   foils   my  baffled 
power 
Is  scrawled  across  the  skv. 

My  heart  knows  all  it  felt,  and  feels : 
But  more  than  this   I  shall  not 
know. 

Till  he  that  made  the  hear^  reveals 
Why  mine  must  suffer  so. 


I  only  know  that,  never  yet, 
My  life  hath  found  what  otliers 
find,-— 
That  peace  of  heart  which  will  not 
fret 
The  fibres  of  the  mind. 

I  only  know  that  not  for  me 
The  human  love,  the  clasp,  the 
kiss; 

My  love  In  other  worlds  must  be,  — 
Why  was  I  born  In  this? 

The  bee  is  framed  to  find  her  food 
In  every  wayside  flower  and  bell, 

And  build  within  the  hollow  wood 
Her  own  ambrosial  cell : 

The  spider  hath  not  learned  her  art, 
A  home  In  ruined  towers  to  spin; 

But  what   it  seeks,  ray  heart,  my 
heart 
Is  all  unskilled  to  win. 

The  world  was  filled,  ere  I  was  bom, 
With  man  and  maid,  with  bower 
and  brake, 

And  nothing  but  the  barren  thorn 
Kemained  for  me  to  take  : 

I  took  the  thorn,  I  wove  It  round, 
I  made  a  piercing  crown  to  wear: 

My  own   sad    hands    myself   have 
crowned, 
Lord  of  my  own  despair. 

That  wliich  we  are,  we  are.    *Twere 
vain 
To  plant  with  toil  what  will  not 
grow. 
The  cloud  will  break,  and  bring  the 
rain, 
Whether  we  reap  or  sow. 

I  cannot  turn  the  thunder-blast. 
Nor  pluck  the  levin's  lurid  root: 

I  cannot  change  the  changeless  pas^t. 
Nor  make  the  ocean  mute. 

And  if  the  i)olt  of  death  must  fall 
Where,  bare  of  head  I  walk  nu 
way. 

Why  let  it  fall !     I  will  not  call 
To  bid  the  Thunderer  stay. 
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Tls  much  to  know,  Avbate'er  betide 
TKe  pilgrim  path  I  pace  alone, 

^rhou  wUt  not  miss  me  from  thy  side 
When  Its  brief  course  is  done. 

Iladst  thou  been  mine,  —  when  skies 
were  drear 
And  waves  were'  rough,  for  thy 
sweet  sake 
I  should  have  found  in  all  some  fear 
My  inmost  breast  to  shake : 

But  now,  his  fill  the  blast  may  blow, 
The  sea  may  rage,  the   thunder 
roll, 

For  every  path  by  which  I  go 
Will  reach  the  self-same  goal. 

Too  proud  to  fly,  too  weak  to  cope, 
I  yet  will  wait,  nor  bow  my  head. 

Those  who  have  nothing  left  to  hope, 
Have  nothing  left  to  dread. 

A   LETTER  TO   CORDELIA. 

rERCHANCE,  ou  earth,  I  shall  not 
see  thee  ever 
Ever    again :  and    my   unwritten 
years 
Are  signed,  out  by  that  desolating 
'*  Never," 
And  blurred  with  tears. 

'Tis  hard,  so  young  —  so  young  as  1 
am  still, 
To   feel  forevermore    from    life 
depart 
All  that  can  flatter  the  poor  human 
will. 
Or  All  the  heart. 

Yet  there  was  nothing  in  that  sweet, 
and  brief. 
And    perisht     intercourse,    now 
closed  for  me, 
To  atld  one  thought  unto  my  bitter- 
est grief 
Upbraiding  thee. 

•Tis  somewhat  to  have  known,  al- 
beit in  vain, 
One  woman  in  this  sorrowful  bad 
earth. 


Whose  very  loss  can  yet  bequeatli 
to  pain 
New  faith  in  worth. 

Iff  have  overrated,  in  the  wild 
Blind  heat  of  hope,  the  sense  of 
aught  which  hath 
From  the  lost  vision  of  thy  beauty 
smiled 
On  my  lone  path, 

My  retribution  Is,  that  to  the  last 
1  have  overrated,  too,  my  power  to 
cope 
With  this   fierce  thought  .  .  .  that 
life  must  all  be  past 
Without  life's  hope; 

And  I  would  bless  the  chance  which 
let  me  see 
Once  more  the  comfort  of  thy  face, 
although 
It  were  with  beauty  never  bom  for 
me 
That  face  should  glow. 

To  see  thee — all  thou  wilt  be — loved 
an1  loving  — 
Even  thouixh  another's  —  in   tlie 
years  to  come  — 
To  watch,  once  more,  thy  gracious 
sweetness  moving 
Through  its  pure  home, — 

Even  this  would  seem  less  desolate, 
less  drear, 
Than  never,  never  to  behold  thee 
more  — 
Never  on  those  belov6d  lips  to  hear 
The  voice  of  yore  I 

These  weak  words,  O  my  fViend,  fell 
not  more  fast 
Than  the  weak  scalding  tears  tliat 
with  them  fell. 
Nor  tears,  nor  words  came,  when  I 
saw  thee  last  .  .  . 
Enough!  .  .  .  Farewell. 

Fai-ewell.     If    that    dread     Power 
which  fashioned  man 
To  till  this  planet,  free  to  search 
and  find 


THE   WANDERER. 


The  secret  of  his 
In  his 


Ind, 


Hath    any  care,  apart   from    that 
which  moves 
Earth's  myriads   through   Time's 

ages  as  they  roll, 
For  aDy  slDglc  humau  life,  or  loves 
Ooe  separate  soul, 

May  Me.  whose  wisdom  portions  out 
for  me 
The    mooDlcss,    changeless   mid- 
night of  the  heart. 

Still  all  his  softest  sunshine  save  for 

Where'er  thou  art; 

An<l  if,  iiuleed.  not  niiy  iiuman  eyes 
From  humau  tears  be  free,  —  may 
Sorrow  bring 
Ouly  to  thee  her  Aprll-raln,  whose 
sighs 
Soothe  flowers  iu  Spring. 

KAILL'RE. 
I  HAVK  seen  those  that  wore  Ileav- 

I  have  heard  Trnth  lie : 
Seen   Life,  beside   the   founts    for 
whicli  it  thirsted. 
Curse  Goil  and  die : 

1  have  felt  the  hand,  vvhosc  touch 

was  rapture,  braiding 

Among  my  hair 

Love's  cliolccsi  floweri'tn,  and  have 

found  how  fHdlLi<r 

Those  gartauds  were : 

1  haTO  watched  my  first  and  holiest 
hopes  depart, 
One  after  one : 
I  liave  held  the  hand  of  Death  upon 


I  have  seen  her  ivhuni  life's  whole 
sacrifice 
Was  made  to  keep. 


Pass  coldly  by  me  with  a  stranger's 
eyes. 
Yet  did  not  weep: 

Now  even  my  body  falls  me;  knd 
my  brow 
Aches  night  and  day ; 

I  am  weak  with  over-work:  how- 
Go  forth  and  play? 


Itcst  there,  indeed,  all  Yooth's  gUd 
recreations, 
—  An  untried  store? 

Alas,  what  skills  this  heart  of  sad 
experience. 
This  frame  o'erwrought. 
This  memory  with  life's  motion  all 

This  aching  thought? 

IIow  shall  I  come,  with  these,  to 
follow  pleasure 
Where  others  find  it? 
Will  not  their  sad  steps  mar  the 


Or  lag  behind  It? 

SliU  must  tlic  man  move  sadller 
the  dreams 
That  mocked  the  boy  : 
iVnd,  Imvliisr  fnllcd  to  achieve,  i 


It  is  no  common  failure,  to  have 
fillled 
WliLTc  man  hatli  given 
A  wliole  life's  effort  to  the  task  as- 


If  error  and  If  failure  enter  here, 

Wliiit  helps  repentance? 
Uemembfr  this,  O  Lord,  In  thy  s< 

Last,  sentence! 
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MISANTimOPOS. 

Havra.   KOfic    Kal  ita.tna  yeAwv   icat   itavrtk   ro 

l>AY's  last  light  is  dyiug  out. 

All  the  place  grows  dim  and  drear : 
See !  the  grisly  bat's  about. 

There  is  nothing  left  to  fear ; 
Little  left  to  doubt. 

Not  a  note  of  music  flits 

O'er   the    slackened    harpstrlngs 
yonder 
From  the  skeleton  that  sits 

By  the  broken  harp,  to  ponder 
(While  the  spider  knits 

Webs  in  each  black  socket-hole) 
Where  is  all  the  music  fled. 

Music,  hath  it,  tlien,  a  goal?  .  .  . 
Broken  harp,  and  brainless  head ! 

Silent  song  and  soul  \ 

Not  a  light  iYi  yonder  sky, 
Save  that  single  wicked  star, 

Leering  with  its  wanton  eye 
Tlirough   the  sliattered  window- 
bar; 

Come  to  see  me  die ! 

,U1,  save  tiiis,  the  monstrous  night 

Hath  erased  and  blotted  bare 
As  tlie  fool's  brain  .  .  .  God's  last 
light 
Winking    at    the    Fiend's    work 
there,  — 
Wrong  made  worse  by  right ! 

Gone  the  voice,  the  face,  of  yore ! 

Gone  the  dream  of  golden  liairl 
Gone  the  garb  that  Falsehood  wore ! 

Gone  the  shame  of  being  bare ! 
We  may  close  the  door. 

All  the  guests  are  slunk  away. 

Not.  a  footstep  on  tlie  stairs ! 
Not  a  friend  here,  left  to  say 

*'  Amen''*  to  a  sinner's  prayers, 
If  he  cared  to  pray ! 

Gone  is  Friendship's  friendliness, 

After  Love's  fldelity : 
Gone  is  Honor  in  the  mess 

Spat  upon  by  Charity : 
Faith  has  fled  Distress. 


Those  grim  tipstaves  at  the  gate 
Freely  may  their  work  begin. 

Let  tliem  In  I  they  sliall  not  wait. 
There  is  little  now  within 

Left  for  Scorn  and  Hate. 

O,  no  doubt  the  air  Is  foul ! 

'Tls  the  last  lamp  spits  and  stinks, 
Shuddering  downward  in  the  bowl 

Of  the  socket,  IVom  the  brinks. 
What's  a  bunied-out  soul? 

Let  them  all  go,  unreproved ! 

For  the  source  of  tears  is  dried. 
What!  .  .  .    One    rests?  .  .  .  hath 
nothing  moved 

That  pale  woman  from  my  side, 
Whom  I  never  loved? 

You,  with  those  dim  eyes  of  youriv 
Sadder  than  all  eyes  save  mine ! 

That  dim  forehead  which  Immures 
Such  faint  lielpless  griefs,   that 
pine 

For  such  hopeless  cures ! 

Must  you  love  me,  spite  of  loathing? 

Can't  you  leave   me  where    I'm 
lying? 
O,  .  .  .  you  wait  for  our  betrothing? 

1  escape  you,  though,  —  by  dying ! 
Lay  out  my  death-clothing. 

Well  I  would  that  your  w^hite  face 
Were  abolisht  oiit  of  sight, 

With  the  glory  and  the  grace 
Swallowed  long  ago  In  night,  — 

Gone,  —  without  a  trace ! 

Reach  me  down  my  golden  harp. 

Set  It  here,  beside  my  knee. 
Never  fear  that  I  shall  warp 

All  the  chords  of  ecstasy. 
Striking  tliem  too  sharp !  ' 

Crown  me  with  my  crown  of  flowers 

Faded  roses  everj'  one ! 
Pluckt  in  those  long-perisht  bowers 

By  the  nightshade  overrun, 
Fit  for  brows  like  ours ! 

Fill  me,  now,  my  golden  cup. 

Pour  the  black  wine  to  the  brim 
Till  within  me,  while  I  sup. 
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Alt  the  dres,  loog  queDcbed  and 
Flare,  one  moment,  up. 

I  will  hId;^  you  a  last  song. 

I  will  pledge  you  a  last  health  .  .  . 
Here's  to  weakness  Kocminj;  strong  I 

Here's   to  Want    that    follows 
Wealth ! 
Here's  to  Itij^ht  gone  wrong! 

Curse  me  now  the  Oppressor's  rod, 
And  the  roeitnnesa  of  the  weak  \ 

And  the  fool  that  apes  tlie  uod ; 
And  the  world  at  hide  and  seek 

With  the  wrath  of  God. 

Dreams  of  roan's  unvalued  good, 
By  mankind's  unholy  uicanri! 

Curse  the  people  In  Uieir  mud ! 
And  the  wicked  Kings  and  Queens, 

I-ying  by  the  Hooil. 


Fill :  to  every  plague  .  .  .  and  first, 
Love,  that  breeds  Us  own  decay ; 

Itottcn.  ert'  the  blossom  burst. 
Seit,  the  friend  that  slinks  away. 

When  you  need  him  worst. 

O  the  world's  inhuman  ways! 

And  the  heartless  social  lie ! 
And  the  CO wnni, cheapening;  praise! 

And  the  patience  of  the  sky, 
Lighting  such  bad  days ! 


Cursed  be  tlie  heritage 

Of  the  sins  we  have  not  ainned ! 
Cursed  be  this  boasting  age. 

And  the  blind  that  lead  the  blina 
O'er  its  creaking  stage! 
O  the  vice  within  the  blood, 

And  the  sin  within  the  sense  I 
Ai'd  the  fallen  angelhood, 

With  Its  yearnings,  too  immense 
To  be  understood! 
Curse  the  liound  with  beaten  hide. 

When    he   turns    and    licks    the 

Curse  this  woman  at  my  side ! 

And  the  memory  of  the  land 
Where  my  first  love  died. 
CursGd  be  the  next  and  most 

(With  wliatever  eurse  most  kills), 
Me  .  .  .  the  man  whose  soul  is  lost: 

Fouled  by  each  of  all  these  ills,  — 
Filled  with  death  and  dust! 
Take  away  the  harp  of  gold. 

And  the  empty  wine-cup  too. 

ay  me  ont  i  for  I  grow  cold. 

There  is  something  dim  In  view. 
Which  must  pass  untold  :  — 
Something    dim.     and     something 

Out  of  reach  of  all  1  say. 
anifuage  ceases  .  .  .  husht,  aghast 
What  am  I,  to  curse  or  pray? 
God  succeeds  at  last! 


BOOK  VI. -PALINGENESIS. 


A   PRAYER. 

My  Saviour,  dare  I  come  to  Thee, 
Who  let  the  little  children  come? 
Hut  I?. .  .  my  soul  Is  fulnt  In  me! 
I  come  ft'om  waudcrinz  to  and  fro 
Tins  weary  world.    There  still  hi; 

The   Accuser   goes :    but    Thee    I 


anywhere.  Botii  joy  and  woe 
Have  passed  me  by.  1  am  too  weak 
Togrieveor  smlie.    And  yet  I  know 

t  tears  lie  deep  In  all  I  do. 
The  homeless  tluit  are  sick  for  home 
not  so  wretched.  Ere  )t  break, 
ilve  mv  heart;  and  for  Ihe  sake, 
of  my  sorrow,  but  of  Thine. 
Hciiil  down  Thy  holy  eyes  on  mine. 
Which  ore  too  "full  of  misery 
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To  see  Thee  clearly,  thoagh  they 

seek. 
Yet,  if  I  heard  Thy  voice  say  .  .  . 

*'  Come," 
So  might  I,  dying,  die  near  Thee. 
It  shames  me  not,  to  have  passed  by 
The  temple-doors  in  every  street 
Where    men    profaned   Thee :    but 

that  I 
Have   left  neglected,  choked   with 

weeds, 
Defrauded  of  its  incense  sweet 
From    holy    thoughts    and     loyal 

deeds. 
The  fane  thou  gavest    me  to  en- 
shrine 
Thee  in,   this  wretched    heart    of 

mine. 
The  Satyr  there  hath  entered  in ; 
The  Owl  that  loves  the   darkened 

hour; 
And  obscene  shapes  of  night  and  sin 
Still  haunt,  where  God  designed  a 

bower 
For  angels. 

Yet  I  will  not  say 
How  oft  I  have  aspired  in  vain, 
I  low  toiled  along  the  rugged  way. 
And  held  my  faiih  above  my  pain, 
For    this    Thou    knowest.      Thou 

knowest  when 
I  faltered,  and  when  I  was  strong; 
And  how  from  that  of  other  men 
My    fate    was    different:    all    the 

wrong 
Which  devastated  hope  in  me : 
The    ravaged    years;     the    excited 

heart, 
That  found  in  pain  its  only  part 
Of  love :  the  master  misery 
That  shattered  all  my  early  years. 
From  which,  in  vain,  I   sought  to 

flee: 
Thou  knowest  the  long  repentant 

tears. 
Thou  heard'st  me  cry  against  the 

spheres. 
So  sharp  my  anguish  seemed  to  be ! 
All  this  Thou  knowest.     Though  I 

should  keep 


Silence,   Thou  knowest  my  hands 

were  free 
From  sin,  when  all  things  cried  to 

me 
To  sin.    Thou  knowest  that,  had  I 

rolled 
My  soul  in  hell-flame  fifty-fold. 
My  sorrow  could  not  be  more  deep. 
Lord!  there  is  nothing  hid  from 

Thee. 

EUTHANASIA. 

(WRITTBN   ArTBR  A   8EVSBE   ILLNX88.) 

Spring  to  the  world,  and  strength 
to  me,  returns ; 
And  flowers  return,  —  but  not  the 
flowers  I  knew. 
I  live :   the  Are  of  life  within  me 
burns ; 
But  all  my  life  is  dead.    The  laud 
I  view 
I  know  not;  nor  the  life  which  I  re- 
gain. 
Within  the  hollow  of  the  hand  of 

death 
I   have  lain  so  long,  that  now  I 
draw  the  breath 
Of  life  as  unfamiliar,  and  with  pain 

Of  life :  but  not  the  life  which  is  no 
more ;  — 
That  tender,  tearftil,  warm,  and 
passionate  thing ; 
That  wayward,  restless,  wistful  life 
of  yore ; 
Which  now  lies,  cold,  beneath  the 
clasp  of  Spring, 
As  last  year's  leaves :  but  such  a  life 
as  seems 
A  strange  new-comer,  coy  and  all 

afraid. 
No  motion  leaves  the  heart  where 
it  is  laid. 
Save  when  the  past  returns  to  me  in 
dreams. 

In  dreams,  like  memories  of  another 
world : 
The  beauty,  and  the  passion,  aud 
the  pain. 


ago 
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The  nizarOiT  by  whicb  my  youth 

was  whirled 
Boand  vain  desires,  —  so  violent, 

jet  30  vain ! 
The  lore  which  desoUted  lUe,  yet 

So  dear  its  desolation  ;  and  the 

creeds 
Which,  one  by  one,  snapped  In 

my  hold  like  reeds. 
Beneath  the  weight  of  need  upon 

them  laid  1 

For  each  man  dreams  his  own  sand- 

While  life's  wild  waves  are  lolled ; 
yet  wlio  can  say. 
If  yet  his  faith's  foundations  do 

It  Is  not  that  no  wind  hath  blown 

that  way? 
Must  we  even  for  their  l^ean  ty's  sake, 

keep  furled 
Onr  fairest  creeds,  lest  earth  should 

snlly  them. 
And  take  what  ruder  help  chance 

The  ruha  and  wrenchings  of  this 
Iwisterous  world? 


t  the  creed  that  s 


It  Is  tlic  man  that  Justlflcs  the 

And  each  must  save  his  own  soul  as 
he  can. 
Since  each  Is  Iiurthened  with  a 
dilTercnt  need. 
Round    each    the   bandit   passions 
lurk  J  and,  fast 
And  furious,  swarm  to  strip  the 

pilgrim  bare ; 
Then,  oft,  in  lonely  places  una- 


Glares  through  the  broken  cloud  oo 
the  lost  bark. 
And  shows  the  rock — too  late, 
when  all  Is  wrecked  I 
Not  from  one  watch-tower  o'er  the 
deep,  alone, 
It  streams,  but  lightens  there  and 

llglitcns  here 
With  lights  BO  uumberlesB  (like 
heaven's  eighth  sphere) 
That   all    their   myriad  splendors 

seem  bat  one. 
Time  was,  when  It  seemed  possible 
to  be 
(Then,  when  this  shattered  prow 
first  felt  the  foam) 
Columbus  to  some  t^r  Philosophy, 
And  bring,  perchance,  the  golden 
Indies  home. 
O  siren  isles  of  the  enchanted  main 
Through  which  I  lingered  I  altars. 
temples,  groves. 
Whelmed  In  the  salt  sea  wave,  that 

rolls  and  roves 
Around  each  desolated  lost  domain! 
Over   all    these    hath    passed   the 
deluge.     And, 
Saved    Ovim    the    sea,    forlornly 
face  t«  face 
With  the  gaunt  ruin  of  a  world,  I 

But  two  alone  of  all  that  perlsht 


le  my  wan- 


FaU  0 


him,  and  do  murder  htm  a 


And  on  the  light  of  truth,  which 
through  tlie  dark 
We  fetched  such  toilful  compass 
to  detect. 


Survive  to  share  with  n 

derings ; 
Doubt   and  Experience.     These 

my  stops  attend. 
Ever;  aiidoftabovcmy  harp  they 

And,  woL'piiig  tt-lth  me,  weep  among 

Yet,  —  saved,  though  in  a  land  un- 
co nsecrati' 
By  any  memory.  It  seems  good  to 

To  build  an  altar  to  the  Lord;  and 

Some  token,  cither  from  tbe  land 
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To    point    rae  to  my   rest,   which 
should  be  near. 
Rude  is  the  work,  and  simple  is 

my  skill; 
Yet,  if  the  hand  could  answer  to 
the  will, 
This  pile  should  lack  not  incense. 
Father,  hear 

My  cry  unto  thee.     Make  th}'  cov- 
enant 
Fast  with  mv  spirit.     Bind  within 
Tliv  bow 
The  whole  horizon  of  my  tears.     I 
pant 
For    Thy   refreshing.      Bid   Thy 
fountains  flow 
In  this  dry  desert,  where  no  springs 
I  see. 
Before  I  venture  in  an  unknown 

laud, 
Here  will  1  clear  the  ground  on 
which  I  stand,  1 

And  justify  the  hope  Thou  gavest  | 
me. 

I    cannot    make  quite   clear  what 
conies  and  goes 
In  fitful  light,  by  waning  gleams 
descried. 
The  Spirit,  blowing  where  itlistoth, 
blows 
Only  at  times,  some  single   fold 
aside 
Of  that  fjreat  veil  which  hangs  o'er 
the  Unknown : 
Yet  do  the  feeble,  fleeting  lights 

that  fall, 
Keveal  enough,  in  part,  for  hope 
in  all : 
And  that  seems  surest  which  the 
least  is  shown. 

God  is  a  spirit.     It  is  also  said 
Man  is  a  spirit.    Can  I  therefore 
deem 
The  two  in  nature  separate?    The 
made 
Hath  in  it  of  the  Maker.     Hence  I 
seeui 
A  step  towards  light ;  —  since  'tis 
the  property 


Of  spirit  to  possess  itself  in  all 
It  is  possest  by ;  —  halved  yet  In- 
tegral ; 
One  person,  various  personality. 

To  say  the  Infinite  is  that  which  lies 
Beyond  the  Finite,  .  .  .  were   it 
not  to  set 
A  border  mark  to  the  immensities? 
Far  as  these  mortalsenses  measure 
yet 
Their  little  region  of  the  mighty 
plan. 
Through  valves  of  birth  and  death  , 

—  are  heard  forever 
The   finite   steps   of   infinite   en- 
deavor 
Moving    through  Nature    and    the 
mind  of  man.  • 

If  man,  —  the  finite  spirit,  —  in  in- 
finity 
Alone  can  find  the  truth  of  his 
ideal, 
Dare  I  not  deem  that  infinite  Div- 
inity 
Within  the  finite  must  assume  the 
real? 
For  what  so  feverish  fancy,  reckless 
hurled 
Through  a  ruined  brain,  did  ever 

yet  descry 
A  symbol  sad  enough  to  signify 
The  consciousGodof  anunconscious 
world? 

Wherefore,  thus  much  perceived,  to 
recognize 
In  God,  the  infinite  spirit  of  Unity, 
In  man,  the  finite  spirit,  here  implies 
An    interchanged    perception;  — 
Deity 
Within  humanity  made  manifest: 
Not  here  man  lonelv,  there  a  lonely 

God; 
But,  in  all  paths  by  human  nature 
trod, 
Infinity  in  Finity  exprest 

This  interchange,  upon  man's  part, 
I  call 
Religion:  revelation  on  the  part 
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Ql  Deity ;  whcrefrom  there  seems 
to  fall 
'Tis  consequcucc  (Clic  point  from 
which  I  start) 
If  God  and  man  be  ouc  (a  untty 
01  wh[ch   religion  Is  the  human 

Bide) 
This  must  in  man's  religion  be 
deaerle*!, 
A  conscloiisDcss  nnd  a  reality. 
Whilst  man  In  uature  dwells,  his 
God  is  still 
la  nature;  thence,  iu  lirac,  there 
Intervenes 
The  I^w ;  he  luariis  to  fortify  hisi 
will 
Against  ills  passions,  by  citefLal 

And  God   l>ccomes  the   Lawgiver : 
but  when 
Corruption  Id  the  natural  stntc 

And  in  the  legal  hopeless  tyraimr, 
We  Hccm  ti>  need  (if  needed  nut  tJlt 

then) 
That  which  doth  uplift  nature,  and 
yet  mal!C9 
More  lipiit  the  heavy  letter  of  fJie 

Then  for  the  Perfect  the  Imperfect 

Till  love  Is  bom  upou  tlie  deeps 


Yet  what  of  this. 


y  \k. 


t  God  ill 


And   mail,  though  mortal,   of  a 

If  no  assurance  lives  which  may 
liicliiic 
The  heart  of  man  to  man's  divinity? 
"  There  Is  uo  God "  ,  .  .  the  Fool 
Baith  — to  his  A^art, 
Yet  shapes  a  godhead   from  his 
intcUctt. 
Is  mind  than  heart  less  human,  ■  .  , 
that  we  part 
Thought  from  affection,  and  from 
mind  ertct 
A  deity  merely  intellectnol  ? 


If  God  there  be,  devoid  of  sym- 
pathy 
For  man,  be  Ib  not  man's  dtTlnity. 
A  God  unloving  were  no  God  at  sU. 
This  felt, ...  I  ask  not ...  "  What 
Is  God?"  but  "What 
Are  mj  relations  with    Him?" 
this  alone 
Concerns  me  now :  since,  If  I  know 
this  not, 
Though  I  should  know  the  sotirees 
of  the  sun. 
Or  what  within  the  hot  heart  of  the 
(linh 
Lulls  the  soft  spirit  of  the  Ore, 

althougti 
The   mandate   of   the   thunder   I 
should  kuow. 
To   me    my   knowledge  would    1>e 

nothing  worth. 
What  message,  or  what  messenger 

Whereby  shall  revelation  reach 
the  soiit? 
For  who,  by  searching,  flnds  out 
God  ?     How  can 
My  utmost  steps,  ungulded,  g^n 
the  goal 
or  necessary  knowledge?  Itlsclcar 
I  cannot  reuch  the  gates  of  heaven. 

and  knock 
And  enltr ;  though  I  stood  upon 
tlie  rock 
Like  Moses,  God  must  speak  ere  I 

And  touch  me  ere  I  feel  him.     He 

To  liic  (I  cunnol  join  Him  In  the 

cloudl.  [home; 

Stand  at  the  dim  doors  of  my  mortal 

Lift  Ihe  tow  latch  of  life  j    and 

Unto    this    oartlily   roof;    and    sit 

within  [hearth 

The  circle  of  the  senses;  at  the 

or  the   affections ;   be   my  guest 

on  i>arlb, 

Loving  my  love,  and  sorrowing  In 
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SlDcu.  though  I  stripped  Dlrlnlty, 
Id  thought, 
From  passion,  whld)  Is  pcrsoQ- 
eliiy, 
Mj    Go<l    wculd    still  he  litiinitii ; 
though  1  HOUght 
In  the  hlnl's  wliig  or  In  tlic  in- 
wjcl's  eye, 
lutUcr  tluiu  til  tills  broken  heart  of 

,n  Btlll :  human 

;   conceives. 


lII^tiroKi'Dce,  h. 

would  be 
All    huiuiiu    tliouglit 

lluniniilty. 
llchig  U-SH  hutnati.  is  not  ill 


cillriu 


Tlio  BOiil,  tiieii,  cQiinot  stipulati.'  or 

rcfiise  [bossy. 

The  fasliion  of  tlio  hcaveiit;  ciii- 

Sltice  GdiI  )b  here  thu  speaker.  He 

Tlio  words  He  wills.    Already  I 


divided 


Tliut  Ciod  aud  i 

Yet  rccoQcllablc.     One  doubt  »ur- 

Tlicre  is  a  dread  condition   to 

We  die :    and,   from   its  death,   it 

would  appear 
Our  nature   ia   not    oue   wllb    the 

Not  so.     TtiD  Mau-God  dies ;  and 
by  his  death 
Dotli  with  his  own  immortal  life 

The  spirit  piuing  in  this  mortal 

breatli.  [ate 

Who  from liimseirliimseif  did  aiieu- 

That  lie,  returning    to    himsuir, 

might  pave 
A  pathway  hcuce,  to  iieavcu  (toax 
the  Brave, 
ior  man  to  follow  —  llirougli   tlie 

heave  [liy  gate. 
Wert  til  OH,  uiv  Clirist,  not  ignorant 
of  grief  ? 
A  man  of  sorrows  ?  Not  for  sor- 
row's sake 


(Lord,   I   l)elieve :   help   thou  mine 
imbelicr!) 
Beneath  the  thorns  did  thy  part 
forelifiul  oelie : 
Bat  that  in  sorrow  only,  niito  sor- 


1  nianhoou 


Can  comfort  c 
only,  man 
Perceive  man's  dSHtiny.    In  Na- 

Our  patli  is  over  Midnight  to  To 


c  of  Life,  In  dying, 


Among  Ills  IVllows.  on  tliis  side  tiie 
grave, 
A  man,  perceptible  to  flesh  and 

taken  fVom  our  sight, lie  dwcite 


Within  our 

thought. 
The  mystery  of  all  he 
wrongiit, 
Isinndea  part  of  general  conscious- 


lemory  and 


And  In  thiA  consciousness  1  reach 
Siwnt  with  tiie  howling  main  and 


Aim 


ing  ri 


o  faint  to  pluch  the  uiifad- 


Of  peace,  that  bows  its  bcnuty  ti 
my  liniid. 
Here  Itea.iun   fiills,  ami  icnves  me 
my  pide  guiile 
Across  the  wilderness — by  a  steri 


Shut  0I1I.   like   Moses,  from  the 
I'romist  Land. 
Touclilng  Its  o\vn  achievement.  It 
liath  died. 

Ah  yet!   I  have  l)ut  wrung  the  vie- 
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Ti-t.  on  my  life's  palo  forehead  I  can 

Tlic  flush  of   squaiulcnHl   Arcs. 
PaHxIoii  liatli 
Tet,  In  tlif  piirpt>!ie  of  iny  ilays.  its 

Bat  cbaii;:e(I  iu  nspcct :    tunn'il 

unto  tlic  EsHt, 
WhoiiccpYiivstlie  (lay  spring;  from 

on  high,  at  li«.st 
A  Vncr  Turvor  trembles  ou  Its  face. 


ITIE   SOUL'S   SCIENCE. 

Can  History  prore  the  triit'a  wiiicli 
huth 

Its  record  in  X\\f.  silent  soul  ? 
Or  ni;ilIifiiiatR-s  mett-  tlic  palti 

WtitTcliy  the  siiirlt seeks  itsftoiil? 


A   PSALM   OF   CONFESSION 
Full  soon  iloth  Sorrow  make  her 


Witli  Lire ;  aiid  leave  her  shadow 
in  the  door ; 
And  ail  those  future  days,  for  which 

Do  come  inniounilDgforthednys 

of  yoro, 
StlU    throufli    the    world    gleams 

Memory  seeking  Love, 
Pole  tis  the  torch  which  grieving 

Ceres  bore. 
Seeking  Proserpina,  on  that  dark 

Where  6nly  piiautoma  through  the 

twilight  move. 
Tlie  more  wc  change,  the  more  is 

all  the  sami. 
Our  last  grief  was  a  tale  of  other 


,  till  to  our  own  lioarts 
l>lleTims  to  the  Vale 


The  ear  to  Night,  the  eye  to  f-ound 
Ik  i-allous:  iiiiLo  ciieh  Is  given 

Ills  lonldom  in  his  proper  Imniid. 
The  sonl.  the  soul  to  tind  on 

There  Is  a  glory  veLled  to  yiglit; 
A   voice   whiclj   ni'ver   ciir    liatl 

There  Is  n  hiw  no  liniid  enn  write. 
Yet   stronger    than    the   writtci 

And  hast  thon  liillngs  for  my  siirl, 
O  teacher  ?  Ui  my  soul  intrust 

Alone  the  purjiort  of  thy  scrull : 
Or  vex  me  not  witli  lenrnl^il  dust. 


■I  Quite ontwoi 

ii  cam 

Wishes  ar 

of  'I'ei 

Our  brightest  joys  are  but  as  airy 
shapes 
Of  cloud,  thnt  fade  on  evening's 

glimmering  flope; 
And   disappointment  hawks   the 
hovering  hope 
I'orcver    pecking    at    the    painted 

Why  can  ive  not  one  moment  pause, 
and  cherish 
Love,  thongli  love  turn  to  tears  ? 
or  fur  hO|)e's  sake 
Jlc'ss  liope.  albeit  the  tiling  we  hopo 
may  i)ei  Isli  ? 
Fi)r  liajipiuess  is  not  in  what  «■<■ 
tilke. 

What  miittor 


We  Clin- ti 

It  is  till.'  (■■.■IUu_ 


•■  tiling 


>n1(l  full  us  ' 

r  the  thing,— 

,  to   which 
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My  youth  has  failed,  If  failure  lies 
in  aii^lit 
The  warm  heart  dreams,  or  which 
the  working  hand 
Is  set  to  do.    1  have  failed  in  aid- 
less thouirlit. 
And   st<*adfa>t    jHirpose,    and    in 
self-conunan  I. 
I  have  failed  in  hope,  in  health,  in 
love :  failed  in  lli«?  word. 
And  in  the  deed  Loo  I  liavo  failed. 

Ah  yet, 
Albeit    with    eyes    from    recent 
weepings  wet, 
Sinij  thou,  my  Soul,  thy  psalm  unto 
the  lx)rd ! 

The  burthen  of  the  desert  and  the 
sea!  [vale! 

Tlie  burthen  of  the  vision  in  the 
My  threshing-floor,  my  threshing- 
floor  !  ah  me, 
Thy  wind  hath  strewn  my  corn, 
and  spoiled  the  flail ! 
The  burthen  of  Dumah  and  of  Ded- 
anin ! 
What  of  the  night,  O  watchman, 

of  the  night  ? 
Th^i  glory  of  Kedar  faileth:  and 
the  might 
Of  mighty  men  is  minish6d  and  dim. 

The  morning  cometh,  and  the  night, 
he  cries. 
The  watchmai.  cries  the  morning, 
too.  is  Higher. 
And,  if  ye  would  inquire,  lift  up 
your  eyes, 
Inquire  of  the  Lord,  return,  in- 
quire! 
I  stand  upon  the  watchtower  all  day 
long:  [ward. 

And  all  the  night  long  I  am  set  in 
Is  it  thy  feet  upon  the  mountains, 
Lortl  ? 
I  sing  against  the  darkness'  hear 
my  song. 

The  majesty  of  Kedar  hath  been 
spoiled : 
Bound  are  the  arrows :  broken  is 
the  bow. 


I  come  before  the  Lord  with  gar- 
ments soiled. 
The  a.shes  of  my  life  are  on  my 
brow. 
Take  thou  thy  harp,  and  go  about 
the  city. 
O  daughter  of  Desire,  with  gar- 
ments torn : 
Sing  many  .^ongs,  wake  melody 
and  mourn, 
That  thou   may'st  be  remembered 
unto  pity. 

Just,  awful  God !  here  at  thy  feet  I 
lay 
My  life's  most  precious  offering : 
dearly  bought, 
Thou  knowest  with  what   toil  by 
night  and  day : 
Thou  knowest  tlie  pain,  the  pas- 
sion, and  the  thought. 
I  bring  thee  my  youth's  failure.    I 
have  .spent 
My  youth  upon  it.     All  I  have  is 

here. 
Were  it  worth  all  it  is  not,  price 
more  dear 
Could  I  have  paid   for  its  accom- 
plishment ? 

Yet  it  is  much.    If  I  could  say  to 
thee, 
"Acquit  me.   Judge;    for   I   am 
thus,  and  thus; 
And  have  achieved  —  even  so  much," 
—  should  I  b(» 
Thus  wholly  fearless  and  impetu- 
ous 
To  rush  into  thy  presence  ?  I  might 
weigh 
The  little  done  against  the  undone 

much : 
My  merit  with  thy  mercy :  and. 
as  such, 
Haggle  with  pardon  for  a  price  to 
pay. 

But  now  the  fulne^  of  its  failure 
makes 
My  spirit  fearless;  and  despair 
grows  bold. 
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M;    brow,    beneath    its    sad   self- 
knowledge,  aches. 
Llfe'u   prcseuc^t   paasea  Thine   a 
tiiniiKa])d-fotd 
In  coDtrni|iliited  terror.     Can  Hose 
Augl.l  hy  tlmt  iksperate  Mmerlty 
Wlikh   ka\c>i   DO   diokc  but  to 

My  Ilfv  (vlthouu  condition  ?    Could 

.\  Rtlpiil:kteil  .'letitcncc,  T  might  ask 
i''i>r  cedtiil  dalliance  to  iconic  clii'i- 
isiil  vice ' 
Or  half-remission  of  some  tksper- 
atc  ta.'jk : 
Now,  oU  I  ha.e  is  hatonii.    Wliat 
Is  the  pncc  ? 
Speak,  Lord  I    I  li<!.ir  the  Fiend' 
hand  at  tiie  duor. 
llcll'it  slavery  or  licaven'it  seri'ici 

is  It  tlie  choici.'  ? 
How  can  I  palter  witli  the  terms 
0  vi)lc(„ 
Wlicnce  (id  I  hear  thee  .  .  .  ■'  Oo 


The  witch  goeii  bat«.    Bnt  be,  — 
the  father  fleud. 
That  roams  the  unthrifty  f orrowa 

of  my  days, 
Tctwallis  the  fleld  of  life;  and, 
where  he  strays, 
The  husbandry  of  heaven  for  hell  is 
gleaned. 


Lulls 


e  there  in  n 


a  life  which 


No  r 


ki«t 


1(^1(1  white 


■e?    Hut  I  have 


Thuche..'k-..t  Vice. 

harlot  hides 
Her    louthsonivness    of   lineament 

from  niV  si^lit. 
No  more  within  my  Iwsoni  iliere 

Her  poisoned    perfume.      O,    the 

Have  eat   her  searkt  robe  and 

diaper, 
And  she  fiires  naked  1     Part  from 
her  — from  her  ? 
Is  this  the  price,  0  I.orJ.  is  this  tlii 

prker 
Yet,   thimirh   her  wc!>   be    liroken 
ImnrU.  I  know. 
Slow  CHNtom  frames  in  the  stroiij 
forKC  of  time. 
Which  outlast  love,  am!  will  no 
wear  witli  woe. 


Do  1  take 
The  pause  of  passion  for  the  flend'n 

decease  ? 
This  frost  of  prief  hath  numlKd 

tlic  drowsing  snake; 
Which  yet  may  wake,  and  atlng  me 

in  the  heat 
Of   new  emotions.     What  shall 

bar  the  door 
Against  the  old  familiar,  that  of 

Came  without  call,  and  sat  witliiii 
my  seat  f 

When  evening  brings  Its  dim  grim 
hour  a^nlii, 
And  hell  lets  loose  its  duskr  brood 
awhlk, 
Shall  I  not  lind  him  in  the  darkness 
(hen  ? 
The  .■'aiiie  snbsenlcnt  and  yet  In- 
sokiit  siniif? 
The  sami'    indifferent   Ignomlniona 
;  fuev  ■! 

The  Kanit  old  sense  of  household 

Like  a  tame  cri'ntiire,  back  inio 
I  Its  home  ? 

.  Meetin;:  ini-,  haply,  in  my  wonted 

With   the   loathed   freeilom    of  an 

Or  criniehini:  on  mv  pillow  as  of 
old  ? 
.  linowlng  I  hate  him,  impotent  In 
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Thus  ancient  habit  will  usurp  young 
will, 
And  each  new  effort  rivet  the  old 

thrall. 
No  matter !  those  who  climb  must 
count  to  fall, 
Bnt  each  new  fall  will  prove  them 
climbing  still. 

O  wretched  man !  the  body  of  this 
death 
Which,  groaning  in  the  spirit,  I 
yet  bear  [breath 

On  to  the  eud  (so  that  I  breathe  the 
Of  its  corruption,   even  though 
breathing  prayer), 
What  shall  take  from  me?    Must  I 
drag  forever 
The  cold  corpse  of  the  life  which 

I  have  killed, 
But  cannot  bury?    Must  my  heart 
be  fliled 
With  the  dry  dust  of  every  dead  en- 
deavor? 

For  often,  at  the  mid  of  the  long 
night. 
Some  devil  enters  into  the  dead 
clay. 
And  gives  it  life  unnatural  in  my 
siglit.  [away, 

The  dead  man  rises  up ;  and  roams 
Back  to  the  mouldered  mansions  of 
the  Past : 
And  lights  a  lurid  revel  in  the  halls 
Of  vacant  years;  and    lifts   his 
voice,  and  calls. 
Till  troops  of  phantoms  gather  round 
him  fast. 

Frail  gold-haired  corpses,  in  whose 
eyes  there  lives 
A  stran.i^^c  regret  too  wild  to  let 
them  rest: 
Crowds  of  pale  maidens,  who  were 
never  wives, 
And  infants  that  all  died  upon  the 
breast  [revelry 

That  suckled  tl>em.    And  these  make 
Mingled  with  wailing  all  the  mid- 
night through. 


Till  the  .^ad  day  doth  with  stem 
light  renew 
The  toiling  land,  and  the  complain- 
ing sea. 

Full  well  I  know  that  in  this  world 
of  ours 
The  dreadful  Commonplace  suc- 
ceeds all  change ; 
We  catch  at  times  a  gleam  of  flying 
powers 
That  pass  in  storm  some  windy 
mountain  range : 
But,  while  we  gaze,  the  cloud  returns 
o'er  all. 
And  each,  to  guide  him  up  the 

devious  height. 
Must  take,  and  bless,  whatever 
earthly  light 
From  household  nearths,  or  shep- 
herd fires,  may  fall. 

This  wave,  that  groans  and  writhes 
upon  the  beach. 
To-morrow  will  submit  itself  to 
calm ;  [of  reach. 

That  wind  that  rushes,  moaning,  out 
Will  die  anon  beneath  some  breath- 
less palm; 
These  tears,  these  sighs,  these  mo- 
tions of  the  soul. 
This  inexpressible  pining  of  the 

mind. 
The  stern  indifferent  laws  of  life 
shall  bind. 
Ami  fix  forever  in  their  old  control. 

Behold  this  half-tamed  universe  of 
things ! 
That  cannot   break,   nor  wholly 
bear,  its  chain. 
Its  heart  by  fits  grows  wild :  it  leaps, 
It  springs ; 
Then  the  chain  galls,  aud  kennels 
It  again. 
If  man  Avere  formed  with  ull  his 
faculties 
For  sorrow,  I  should  sorrow  for 
him  less.  [stress 

Considering  a  life  so  brief,  the 
Of  its  short  passion  I  might  well 
despise  * 
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tor  de-    Searching  for  what  It  never  seems 


But  all  man's  life   is  compassed 

with  ivbot  Houms 
Trained  for  cnjoj-inout:    hut  from 

all  ttiat  si<;lit 
And  sense  reveal  u  mnglc 


Into  n 


i  heart,  ivhicli  says, 


s  tosi 


"  Be  happv ! "  .  .  .  mill  the  heart 

of  inan  replies, 
"Leave  happiiiu-'s  to  brutes:  I 

tvolilil  be  wise : 

Give  mc,  not  peace,  but  Hcleiice. 
glorj.  art." 

Tliercfore,  age,  sickness,  and  mor- 
tality [palii : 
Are  but  the  llghti'st  portion  of  hi? 

Therefore,  shut  out  from  joy,  inccs- 

Henth  liiids  hiin  tolling  at  a  task 

tliftfs  vain.  [liavo : 

I  weep  the  want  nf  all  he  pines  to 

I  weep  the  lo^M  of  all  he  leavei 

tichlnd :  — 
Contentment,    and    repose,    anil 
peace  of  mlud. 
Pawned  (br  the  purchase  of  a  little 

grave : 
I   weep   the   hundred  centuries  of 

I  weep  the  millions  that  have 
squandered  thera 
In  error,  doubt,  anxiety,  and  crime. 
Here,  where  the  free  birds  sin;; 
from  leaf  nnd  stem  ; 
T   weep  .  .  .  but  what   are   tears  ? 
What  I  deplore 
I  knew  not,  half  a  luindred  years 

And  hiilf   a  hundred  years  from 
he  nee,  I  know 
That  what  I  weep  for  I  shall  know 

The  spirit  of  that  wide  and  leafless 
wind 
That  wanders  o'er  the    uncom- 
panloned  sea, 


o  and. 
Stirred  in  my  halr.aud  moved  my 

To  follow  It,  far  over  land  and  m^n : 
And  everywhere  over  this  e&rth's 

scarred  face 
The  footsteps  of  a  God  I  seemed 

But  everywhere  steps  of  a  Qod  in 

If,  haply,  lie  that  made  this  heart  of 

Himself    in  sorrow  walked   the 

world  ere  will  It, 
What  then  urn  I,  to  marvel  or  repine 
That  I  go  mourning  ever  In  the 

or  universal  nature,  searching  ever 
The  phantom  of  s  Joy  which  here 

My  heart  inhabits  other  worlds 

than  this, 
Therefore  my  search  Is  here  a  vain 

endcaior. 
Melhouslit,  ...  (It  was  the  mld- 

nl-^ht  of  my  soul. 
Dead  inldnli^ht)   that  I  stood  on 

Calvary ; 
I  found  the  cross,  but  not  the  Christ. 

The  whole 
Of  heaven  was  dark ;  and  I  went 

bitterly 
Wfcpin^.  because  I  found  him  not. 

MethouKht.  .  .   . 
(It  «-a.s  the  twilight  of  the  dawn 

and  mist) 
I  stood  btTorc  the  sepulchre  of 

Christ: 
The  sepulchre  was  vacant,  void  of 

au^'Ut 
Savliigthecerc-clotheaof  the  grave. 

which  were 
Upfolden     straight     and     empty  1 

bitterly 
Weeping  I  stood,  because  not  even 


I  found 


Then  a  voice  spftke 
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*  Whom  seekcst  thou?    Why  is  thy 
heart  dismayed? 
Jesus  of  Nazareth,  he  is  not  liere : 
Behold,  the  Lord  Is  risen.     Be  of 
cheer: 
Approach,  behold  the  placi*  where 
he  was  laid." 

And  while  he  spake,  the    sunrise 
smote  the  world. 
"  Go  forth,  and  tell  thy  brethren," 
spake  the  voice : 
**  The  Lord  is  risen."     Suddenly  un- 
furled, 
The  whole  unclouded  Orient  did 
rejoice 
lu     glory.     Wherefore     should     I 
mourn  that  here 
My  heart  feels   vacant  of  what 

most  it  needs? 
Christ    is    risen!  .  .  .  the    cere- 
clothes  and  the  weeds 
That  wrapped  him  lying  In  his  sep- 
ulchre 

Of  earth,  he  hath  abandoned ;  being 
gone 
Back  Into  heaven,  where  we  too 
nmst  turn 
Our  gaze  to  find  him.    Pour,  O  risen 
Sun 
Of  Hijjhteousness,  the  light  for 
which  I  yearn 
Upon  the  darkness  of  this  mortal 
hour, 
This  track  of  night  In  which  I 

walk  forlorn: 
Behold  the  night  is  uoiv  far  spent. 
The  morn 
Breaks,  breaking  A:om  afar  through 
a  night  shower. 


REQUIESCAT. 

I  SOUGHT  to  build  a  deathless  mon- 
ument 
To    my    dead    love.    Therein    I 
meant  to  place 

<Lll  precious  things,  and  rare:  as 
Nature  blent 


All  single  sweetness  in  one  sweet 
face. 

I  could  not  build  it  worthy  her  mute 
merit. 
Nor  worthy  her  white  brows  and 
holy  eyes, 
Nor  worthy  of  her  perfect  and  pure 
spirit, 
Nor  of  my  own  immortal  men>- 
ories. 
But  as  some  wrapt  artificer  of  old. 
To  enshrine  the  ashes  of  a  virgin 
saint. 
Might  scheme  to  work  with  Ivory, 
and  tine  gold. 
And  carven  gems,  and  legended 
and  quaint 
Seraphic  heraldries;  searching  far 
lands, 
Orient  and  Occident,  for  all  things 
rare. 
To  consecrate  the  toll  of  reverent 
hands. 
And  make  his  labor,  like  her  vir- 
tue, fair; 
Knowing  no  beauty  beautiful  as  she. 
And  all  his  labor  void,  but  to  be- 
guile 
A  sacred  sorrow ;  so  I  worked.    Ah, 
see 
Here  are    the   fragments  of  my 
shattered  pile ! 
I  keep  them,  and  the  flowers  that 
sprang  between 
Their  broken  workmanship  —  the 
flowers  and  weeds ! 
Sleep  soft  among  the  violets,  O  my 
Queen,  — 
Lie    calm     among     my-    ruined 
thoughts  and  deeds. 

EPILOGUE. 

PART  I. 

Change  without  term,  and    strifo 

without  result, 
Persons  that  pass,  and  shadows 

that  remain. 
One  strange,  impcnetrabb,  and  00 

cult 
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Snggcstion  of  a  hope,  that's  hoped 

Behold  the  world   man   reigns  In! 
His  delight 
Deceives ;    his    power   fatigues : 

his  strength  Is  brief; 
Even    his    religion    pres apposes 
grief, 
His  rooming  Is  not  certain  of  the 

night. 
I  have  beheld,  tvithoat  regret,  the 

Which    propped    three    hundred 

summers  on  its  boughs, 
Which  housed,  of  old,  the  merry 

bird,  and  drunk 
The  divlue  dews  of  air,  and  gave 

carouse 
To  the  free  winds  of  heaven,  lie 

overthrown 
Amidst  the  trees  which  Its  own 

fruitage  bore. 
Itx  promise  is  fuUllted.    It  is  no 


But  the  wild  ash.  that  springs  a!>ovt 

the  marsh ! 
Strong  and  superb  it  rises  o'oi 

the  wild. 
Tain  energy  of   being!     For  the 

And  fetid  ooze  alread;  hath  de- 
filed 
The  roots  bj  whose  sap  It  lives  by. 
Heaven  doth  f^sn 

Ko  blessing  to  Its  boughs.    The 
humid  wind 

Kots    theiu.      The   vapors   warp 
tliem.    AH  declined, 
Its  life  liath  ceased,  ere  it   hath 
cease<l  to  live. 

Child  of  the  waste,  and  nursling  of 

the  pest ! 
A  kindred  fate  bath  watched  and 

wept  tliy  own. 
Thine    epitaph    is   written    lu   my 

breast. 


day.    Fornie»l___ 
No  chauge  Is  nursed  within  the 
bruodlug  bud. 
Satiety  I  have  not  known,  and 

yet, 

I  wither  In  the  void  of  lifB,  and 

fret 

'  itile  I 

lilo< 

The  days  are  all  too  long,  the  nights 
too  fair. 
And  too  much  redness  satiates 
tlic  rose. 

0  blissful  season  I  Ijlest  and  balmj 

air  I 
Waves !      moonlight  I       silence  t 

year.*  of  lost  repose  I 
Bowel's  and  shades  that  echoed  to 

tlic  tread 
Of  youug  Homancel  birds  that: 

from  woodland  bars, 
Satig,  serenading  forth  the  timid 

You(h!   beauty  1   passion  1   whither 
are  ye  lied  f 

1  wait,  and  long  have  waited,  and 


ye 


wait 


Tiic  coming  ofthc  footsteps  which 
ye  told 
My  heart   to  watch   for.     Yet   the 
hour  Is  late, 
And  ve  havf  left  mo.      Did  they 
iff,  of  old. 
Your  lliousand  voices  prophesying 
bliss  ? 
That  tniubled  all  the  current  of  a 

falf 
Wbicholse  might  have  bean  peac«- 
rul  \     1  await 
The  tliiuK  1  have  not  found,  yet 
would  not  miss. 

To   face   out  childhood,  and  grow 
up  to  man, 
To  make  n  noise,  and  question  all 
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Under   the    graveyard    grasses, — 
this,  ray  frieud, 
Appears  to  me  a  thing  too  strange 

but  what 
I  wish  to  know  its  meaning.    I 
would  not 
Depart  before  I  have  perceived  the 
end. 

And  I  would  know  what,  here  below 

the  sun, 
'  He  is,  and  what  is  his  place,  that 

bein*;  which  seems 
The  end  of  all  means,  yet  the  means 

of  none; 
TVho    searches    and    combines, 

aspires  and  dreams ; 
Seeking  new  things  with  ever  the 

same  hope. 
Seeking  new  hopes  in  ever  the 

same  thing ; 
A  king  without  the  powers  of  a 

king, 
A  beggar  with  a  kingdom  in  his 

scope ; 

Who  only  sees  in  what  he  hatli  at- 
tained 
The  means  whereby  he  may  attain 
to  more ; 
Who  only  tinds  in  that  which  he 
hath  gained 
The  want  of  what  he  did  not  want 
before ; 
Whom  weakness  strengthens ;  who 
is  soothed  by  strife ; 
Who  seeks  new  joys  to  prize  the 

absent  most ; 
Still  from  illusion  to  illusion  tost. 
Himself  the  great  illusion   of  his 
Ufel 

Why  is  it,  all  deep  emotion  makes 
us  sijjh 
To  quit  this  world  ?    What  better 
thing  than  death 
Can  follow  after  rapture  ?    *'Let  us 
die ! " 
This  is  the  last  wish  on  the  lover's 
breath. 


If  thou  wouldst  live,  content  thee. 
To  enjoy 
Is  to  begin  to  perish.    What  is 

bliss, 
But  transit  to  some  other  state 
from  this  ? 
That  which  we  live  for  must  our 
life  destroy. 

Hast  thou  not  ever  longed  fordeath  ? 
If  not. 
Not  yet  thy  life's  experience  Is 
attained. 
But  if  thy  days  be  favored,  if  thy  lot 
Be  easy,  if  hope's  summit  thou 
h&st  gained. 
Die  I    Death  is  the  sole  future  left 
to  thee. 
The  knowledge   of  this    life    is 

bound,  for  each. 
By  his  own  powers.     Death  lies 
between  our  reach 
And  all  which,  living,  we  have  lived 
to  be. 

Death  is  no  evil,  since  it  comes  to 
aU. 
For  evil  is  the  exception,  not  the 
law. 
What  is  it  in  the  tempest  that  doth 
call 
Our  spirits  down  its  pathways  ? 
or  the  awe 
Of  that  nl\vss  and  solitude  beneath 
High    mountain    passes,    which 
doth  ave  attract 

ft 

Such  strange  desire  ?  or  in  the 
cataract  ? 
The  sea?    It  is  the  sentiment  of 
death. 

If  life  no  more  than  a  mere  seemin;^ 
be, 
Away  with  the  imposture !     If  it 
tend 
To  nothing,  and  to  have  lived  seem  • 
ingly 
Prove  to  be  vain  and  futile  i&  the 
cud. 
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Then  let  us  die,  that  we  may  really 
live, 
Or  cease  to  feign  to  live.    Let  us 

possess 
Lasting  delight,  or  lasting  quiet- 
ness. 
What  life  desires,  death,  only  death, 
can  give. 

Where  are   the  violets  of  vanisht 
years  ? 
The  sunsets  Rachel  watched  by 
Laban's  well  ? 
Where  is  Fidele's  face  ?   where  Ju- 
liet's tears  ? 
Tiiere  comes  no  answer.     There 
is  none  to  tell 
What  we  go  questioning,^  till  our 
moutlis  are  stopt 
By  a  clod  of  eartli.     Ask  of  the 

plangent  sea, 
The  wild  wind  wailing  through 
the  leafless  tree, 
Ask  of  the  meteor  ftom  the  mid- 
night dropt ! 

Come,  Death,  and  bring  the  ])eaiity 
l)ack  to  all ! 
I  do  not  seek  thee,  but  1  will  not 
shun. 
And  let  thy  coming  be  at  even-fall. 
Thy  pathway  through  the  setting 
of  the  sun. 
And  let  us  go  together,  I  with  thee, 
What   time   the   lamps    in   Eden 

bowers  are  lit, 
And  Melancholy,  all  alone,  doth 
sit 


Nature's  releaae  to  wearied  earth 

and  skies ! 
Sweet  truce  of   Care!    Labor's 

brief  armistice ! 
Best,  loveliest  interlude  of  dark  and 

light ! 

The  rookery,  lm))bling  in  the  sanken 
wood ; 
The  watchdog,  barking  from  the 
distant  farm. 
The    dim    light    fading    from    th^ 
horn6d  flood, 
That  winds  the  woodland  in  its 
silver  arm ; 
The  massed  and  immemorial  oaks, 
whoso  leaves 
Are  husht  in  yonder  healthy  dells 

below ; 
The  fragrance  of  the  meadows 
that  I  know ; 
The  bat,  that  now  his  wavering  cir- 
cle weaves 

Around  these  antique  towers,  and 
casements  deep 
That  glimmer,  through  the  ivy 
and  the  rose, 
To  the  faint  moon,  which  doth  be- 
gin to  creep 
Out  of    the  inmost  heart  o'  the 
heavens'  repose, 
To  wander,  all  night  long,  without 
a  sound. 
Above  the  fields  my  feet  oft  wan- 
dered once ; 
The  larches  tall  and  dark,  which 


By  the  wide  marge  of  some  neg- !  m,     i./ll^  ensconce 

ior.t.»ri  .«o  I  The  ht tie  churchyard,  m  whose  hal- 

lectta  .sea.  ^  \o\sqx\  ground 

i 

^^^"^  "•  Sleep   half  the   simple   friends  my 

One  hour  of  English  twilight  once  childhood  knew  : 

again !  All,  all  the  sounds  and  sights  of 

Lo  !  in  the  rosy  regions  of  the  dew  !  this  blest  hour, 

The  confines  of  the  world  begin  to  ;  Sinking  within  my  heart  of  hearts, 

w-ane,  I  like  dew. 

And  Ilesper  doth  his  trembling  i      Uevive  that  so  long  parcht  and 

lamp  renew.  \  drooping  flower 

Now    is    the  inauguration  of   the  ;  Of  youth,  the  world's  hot  breath 

night !  I  for  many  years 
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Hath   burned   anil    withered;  till 
once  more,  once  more, 

The  revelation  and  the  dream  of 
vore 
Return  to  solace  these  sad  eyes  >yU1i 
tears ! 

"Where  noAV,  alone,  a  solitary  man, 
I  pace  oucc  more  the   pathways 
of  ray  home, 
Light-hearted,  and   together,   once 
we  ran, 
I,  and  the  infant  guide  that  used 
to  roam 
With  me,  the  meads  and  meadow- 
banks  among, 
At  dusk   and  dawn.     How  light  | 

those  little  feet 
Danced  through  the  dancing  grass 
and  waving  wheat, 
Where'er,    far    oiT,   we    heard  the 
cuckoo's  song  I 

I   knoAv  now,  little  Ella,  what  the 
flowers 
Said  to  you  then,  to  make  your 
clicek  so  pale ; 
And  why  the  l>lackbird  in  our  laurel 
bowers 
Spake  to  you,  only ;  and  the  poor, 
pink  snail 
Feared  less  your  steps  than  those  of 
the  May-sliower. 
It  was  not  strange  these  creatures 

loved  you  so, 
And  told  you  all.     'Twas  not  so 
long  ago 
You  were,  yourself,  a  binl,  or  else 
a  flower. 

And,  little  Ella,  j'ou  were  pale,  be- 
cause 
So  soon  you  were  to  die.     I  know 
that  now. 

And  why  there  ever  seemed  a  sort 
of  gauze 


And  so  upon  your  heart  they  put 
a  stone, 
And  left  you,   dear,   amongst  th? 
flowers  and  dew. 

God's  will  is  good.     He  knew  what 
would  be  best. 
I  will  not  weep  thQe,  darling,  any 
more ; 
I  have  not  wept  thee;  though  my 
heart,  opprest 
With    many  memories,   for    thy 
sake  is  sore. 
Gpd's  will  is  good,  and  great  His 
wisdom  is. 
Thou  wast  a  little  star,  and  thou 

didst  shine 
Upon  my  cradle;  but  thou  wast 
not  mine. 
Thou  wast  not  mine,  my  darling; 
thou  art  His. 

My  morning  star !  twin  sister  of  my 
soul ! 
^ly  little  elfln  friend  from  Fairy 
Land ! 
Whose  memorv  is  vet  innocent  of 
the  whole 
Of  that  which  makes  me  doubly 
need  thy  hand. 
Thy  little   guiding  hand   so    soon 
withdrawn  I 
Here  where  I  And  so  little  like  to 

thee. 
For  thou  wert  as  the  breath  of 
dawn  to  me, 
Starry,  and  pure,  and  brief  as  is  the 
dawn. 

Thy   knight  was  I,   and   thou  my 

Fairy  Queen. 
('Twas  in  the  days  of  love  and 

chivalr}'!) 
And  thou  didst  hide  thee  in  a  bower 

of  irreen. 


Over  your  deep  blue  eyes,  and  sad  1     But  thou  so  well  hast  hidden  thee, 
young  brow.  that  I 


You  were   too  good  to  grow  up, 
Ella,  you. 
And  be  a  woman,  such  as  I  have 
known ! 


Have  never  found  thee  since.     And 
thou  didst  set 
Many  a  task,  and  quest,  and  hlgK 
emprise, 
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Ere  I  should  wiu  my  guerdon  Aroin 
thine  eyes, 
So  many,  and  so  many,  that  not  yet 

My  tasks  are  ended,  or  my  wander- 
ings o'er. 
But  some  day  thou  wilt  send  across 
the  main 
A  magic  bark,  and  I  shall  quit  this 
sliore 
Of  care,  and  find  thee,    in   thy 
bower,  again ; 
And  thou  wilt  say,  **  My  brother, 
hast  thou  found 
Our  liome,  at  last?  "...  Whilst  I, 

in  answer,  Sweet, 
Shall  heap  my  life's  last  booty  at 
thy  feet, 
And   bare  my  breast  with  many  a 
bleeding  wound. 

The  spoils  of  time  I  the  trophies  of 
tlie  world  I 
The  ki?ys  of  con(iuercd  towns,  and 
captived  kings ; 
And  many  a  broken  sword,  and  ban- 
ner f  urlfd ; 
The  heads  of  giants,  and  swart 
Soldan's  rings; 
And  many  a  maiden's  scarf;   and 
many  a  wand 
Of  battted  wizard ;  many  an  amu- 
let; 
And  many  a  shield,    with  mine 
own  heart's  blood  wet; 
And  jewels,  dear,  from  many  a  dis- 
tant land ! 

God's  will  is  ixood.     lie  knew  what 
would  be  best. 
I  thought  last  year  to  pass  away 
from  life. 
I  thought  my  tolls  were  ended,  and 
my  quest 
Completed,  and  my  part  in  this 
world's  strife 
Accomplisht.     And,  behold!  about 
me  now 
There  rest  the  gloom,  the  glory, 
Aud  the  awe 


Of  a  new  martyrdom,  no  dreams 
foresaw ; 
And  the  thorn-crown  hath  blossomed 
on  my  brow. 

A  martyrdom,  bat  with  a  martyr's 
joy! 
A  hope  I  never  hoped  for !  and  a 
sense 
Tliat  nothing  henceforth  ever  can 
destroy :  — 
Within  my  breast  the  serene  con- 
fldence 
Of  mercy  in  the  misery  of  things; 
Of  meaning  in  the  mystery  of  all; 
Of  blessing  in  whatever  'may  be- 
fall; 
Of  rest  predestined  to  all  wanderings. 

IIow  sweet,  with  thee,  my  sister,  to 
renew, 
In  lands  of  light,  the  search  for 
those  bright  birds  * 
Of  plum:»ge,  so  etliereal  in  its  hue. 
And  music  sweeter  than  all  mortal 
words. 
Which  some  good  angel  to  our  child- 
hood seut 
With  messages    from   Parailisal 

flowers, 
So  lately  left,  the  scent  of  Eden 
bowers 
Yet  lingered  in  our  hair,  where'er 
we  went ! 

Now,  they  are  all  fled  by,  this  many 
a  yt'ar, 
Adown  the  viewless  valleys  of  the 
wind. 
Anil    never   more   will    cross    this 
hemisphere, 
Thos<'  birds  of  passage!     Never 
shall  I  find, 
Dropt  from  the  flight,  you  followed, 
dear,  so  far 
That  you  will  never  come  again, 

I  know. 
One  plumelet  on  thepathsby  which 

Missing  thy  light  there,  O  my  morn- 
ing star ! 
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Soft,  over  all,  doth  ancient  twilight 
cast 
Iler  dim  gray  robe,  vague  as  fu- 
turity. 
And  sad  and  hoary  as  the  ghostly 
past. 
Till  earth  assumes  invisibility. 
I  hear  the  night-bird's  note,  where- 
with she  starts 
The  bee  witliin  the  blossom  from 

his  dream. 
A  light,  like  hope,  from  yonder 
pane  doth  beam, 
And  now,  lilte  hope,  it  silently  de- 
parts. 

Hush!   from  the  clock  within  you 
dark  church  spire, 
Another  hour  broke,  clanging,  out 
of  time. 
And  passed  me,  tlirobbing  like  my 
own  desire. 
Into  the  seveu-fold  heavens.    And 
now,  the  chime 
Over  the  vale,  the  woodland,  and 
the  river. 
More  faint,  more  far,  a  quivering 

echo,  strays 
From   tliat   small    twelve-houred 
circle  of  our  days 
And  spreads,  and   spreads,  to   the 
great  roimd  Forever. 

Pensive,  the  sombre  Ivled  porch  I 
pass. 
Through  the  dark  hall,  the  sound 
of  my  own  feet 
Pursues  me,  like  the  ghost  of  what 
I  was, 
Into  this  silent  chamber,  where  I 
meet  [race ; 

From  wall  to  wall  the  fathers  of  my 
The  pictures  of  the  past  from  wail 

to  wall; 
Wandering  o*er  which,  my  wlstfUl 
glances  fall. 
To  sink,  at  last,  on  little  Ella's  face. 

This  is  my  home.    And  hither  I  re- 
turn. 
After  much  wandering  In  the  ways 
of  men. 


Weary  but  not  outworn.    Here,  with 
her  urn 
Shall  Memory  come,  and  be  my 
denizen. 
And  blue-eyed  Hope  shall  through 
the  window  look. 
And  lean  her  fair  child's  face  Into 

the  room, 
What    time    the    hawthorn    bud 
anew,  and  bloom 
The  bright  forget-me-nots  beside  the 
brook. 

Father  of  all  which  is,  or  yet  may  be. 
Ere  to  the  pillow  which  my  child- 
hood prest 
This    night    restores   my  troubled 
brows,  by  Thee 
May  this,  the  last  prayer  I  have 
learned,  be  blest ! 
Grant  me  to  live  that  I  may  need 
from  life 
No  more  than  life  hath  gh'en  me, 

and  to  die 
That  I  may  give  to  death  no  more 
than  I 
Have  long  abandoned.    And,  If  toll 
and  strife 

Yet  in  the  portion  of  my  days  must 
be. 
Firm  be  my  faith,  and  quiet  be  my 
heart ! 
That  so  my  work  may  with  my  will 
agree. 
And   strength  be  mine  to  calmly 
fill  my  part 
In  Nature's  purpose,  questioning  not 
the  end. 
For  love  is  more  than  raiment  or 

than  food. 
Shall  I  not  take  the  evil  with  the 
good? 
BlessM  to  me  be  all  which  thou  dost 
send ! 

Nor  blest  the  least,  recalling  what 

hath  been. 
The  knowledge  of  the  evil  I  have 

known 
Without  me,  and  within  me     Sinoc^ 

to  lean 
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Upon  a  streustli  fur  mightier  than 

my  own 
Sach  knowlMtgc  brou^Iit  me.    In 

whose  Htreagtli  I  Htaiid. 
Firmly  upliold,  even  though,  tii 

ruin  hiirI<Kt. 
The  Bxcd  f  oundaUons  of  this  roll- 


ing ivorld 


It  tlie  waving  of  Thy 


Hail  thou  \  Role  Muse  that,  in  an 
age  of  toll, 
Of  all  the  olil  Uraiilan  si$t«rltood. 
Art  left  to  liglit  us  o'er  the  furrowed 

Of  this  luliorioDs  Htar !  Muse,  un- 
subdued 
By  that  strong  hand  which  hath  in 
mil  I  razed 

Thetcmplcsof  dread  Jove!  Muso 
most  (livinu. 

Albeit  l)Ut  iU  by  tlic»e  jiaU'  lips  of 

In  days  ile^uucrute,  llriit  named  and 
praJHeil '. 

Now  the  high  airy  kingdoms  of  tlie 

Hyperion  linlds  not.    The  disloyal 

Have  broiteu  from  Toseldon's  purple 
sivny. 
Through    Heaven's    harmonious 
golden  palaces 
No  more  the  silver-sandalled   mi 
senders 
Slide  to  sweet  airs.     Upon  Oly 

pns'  brow 
The  gods'  great  citadel 


onee  (tistillcci,  when  gods  had 

Aud   young  Apollo  taiew  thee  not. 

Yet  thou 
With  Ceres  wast,  when  the  pale 

mother  trod 
The  gloomy  pathway  to  the  nether 

sod. 


The  surface  of  whatever,  where  he 

wends, 
The  circling  snn  lllnmlneth.     And 


And  :i 


alut 


Love  in  Lesbos 


But   thou   wert  born   not    on 

ForkCii  inn, 

Nor  fed   from   Hybla'B   hives   by 
Nor  on  the  boney  Cretan  oatts  distil, 


?ast  ftvc  a  friend  to  man 

Of  all 

his  friends, 

I'ercliaucethe  friend  mos 

tneedeil : 

needed  now 

et  more  than  ever;  In  a 

complex 

Which  changes  while  we 

gaze  at 

:  IVom  heaven 
Seeking  a  sign,  and  finding  no 

And  questiouln;;  Life's  worn  book 
ut  every  page. 

Nor  ever  yet,  was   song,  untaught 
by  tiice, 
Wortiiy  to  live  Immortally  with 

Wherefore,  divine  Experience,  bend 

Thy  deep    and    searching   eyes. 

Since  life  began, 
Meek  at  thy  mlfihty  knees,  though 

oft  reproved, 
I  have  snt,  spelling  out  slow  time 

with  lenrs. 
Where  iloivntliu  riddling  alpha  be  i 


And    I    have    put   together    mauy 

Sorrow.  iind  Joy,  and  Hope,  and 
Memory, 

ku  Infant 
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The  initials  of  a  language  wherein 
he 
In  manhood  must  with  men  com- 
municate. 

And  oft,  the  words  were  hard  to 
understand, 

Harder  to  utter ;  still  the  solemn 
hand 
Would  pause,  and  point,  and  wait, 
f.nd  move,  and  wait ; 

Till  words  grew  into  language.  Lan- 
guage grew 
To  utterance.    Utterance  into  mu- 
sic passed. 

I  sang  of  all  I  learned,  and  all  I 
knew. 
And,  looking  upwai'd  in  thy  face, 
at  last. 

Beheld  it  flusht,  as  when  a  mother 
hears 
Her  infant  feebly  singing  his  first 
hymn, 

And  dreams  she  sees,  albeit  unseen 
of  him. 

Some  ra^iiaut  listener  lured  fVom 
other  spheres. 

Such  songs  have  been  my  solace 
many  a  while 
And  oft,  when  other  solace  I  had 
noue. 
From  grief  which  lay  heart-broken 
on  a  smile. 
And  joy  that  glittered  like  a  win- 
ter sun. 
And  ft-oze,  and  fevered :   from  the 
great  man's  scorn, 
The  mean  man's  envy;    friend's 

unfriendliness ; 
Love's  want  of  human  kindness, 
and  the  stress 
Of  nights  that  hoped  for  nothing 
ft*om  the  morn. 

From  these,  and  worse  than  these, 
did  song  unbar 
A  refuge  through  the  ivory  gate  of 
dreams, 
Wherein  my  spirit  grew  familiar 
With  spirits  that  glide  byspiritual 
streams ; 


Song  hath,  for  me,  unsealed   thd 
genii  sleeping 
Under  mid  seas,  and  lured  out  of 

their  lair 
Beings  with  wondering  eyes,  and 
wondrous  hair, 
Tame  to  my  feet  at  twilight  softly 

creeping. 
And  song  hath  been  my  cymbal  in 
the  hours 
Of  triumph ;  when  behind  me,  far 
away. 
Lay  Egypt,  with  its  plagues ;  and, 
by  strange  powers, 
Not  mine,  upheld,  life's  heaped 
ocean  lay 
On  either  side  a  passage  for  my  soul. 
A  passage  to  the  Land  of  Prom- 
ise! trod 
By  giants,  where  the  chosen  race 
of  God 
Shall  find,  at  last,  its  long  predes- 
tined goal. 

The  breath  which  stirred  these  songs 
a  little  while 
Has  fleeted    by;    and,   with    it, 
fleeted  too 
The  days  I  sought,  thus  singing,  to 
beguile 
Of    thoughts    that    spring    like 
weeds,     which     will     creep 
through 
The    blank    interstices    of    ruined 
fanes, 
Where  Youth,  adoring,  sacrificed 
—  its  ht-art, 
To  gods  forever  fallen. 

Now,  we  part. 
My  son<rs  and  L    We  part,  and  whaf 
remains? 

Perchance  an  echo,  and  perchance 
no  more. 
Harp  of  my  heart,  from  thy  brief 
music  dwells 
In  hearts,  unknown,  afar:    as  the 
wide  shore 
Retains  within  its  hundredhollow 
shells 
The  voices  of  the  spirits  of  the  foam 
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Which  murmur  in  the  language 
of  ll»e  deeps, 

Though  haply  tar  away,  to  one 
who  keeps 
8uch  ocean  wealth  to  grace  an  in- 
land home. 

Within  these  cells  of    song,  how 
frail  soe'er, 
The  vast  and  wandering  tides  of 
human  life 
Have  munnured  once;  and  left,  in 
passing,  there, 
Faint  echoes  of  the  tumult  and 
the  strife 
Of  the  great  ocean  of  humanity. 
Fairies  have  danced  within  these 

hollow  caves, 
And  Memory  mused  above   the 
moonlit  waves, 
And  Youth,   the  lover,  here  hath 
lingered  by. 

I  sung  of  life,  as  life  would  have 
me  sing. 
Of  falsehood,  and  of  evil,  and  of 
wrong ; 
For  many  a  false,  and  many  an  evil 
thing, 
I  found  in  life;  and  by  ray  life 
my  song 
Was  shaped  within  me  while  I  sung  : 
I  sung 
Of  Good,  for  good  is  life's  predes- 
tined end ; 
Of  Sorrow,  for  I  knew  her  as  my 
friend ; 
Of  Love,  for  by  his  hand  my  harp 
was  strung. 

I  have  not  scrawled  above  the  tomb 
of  Youth 
Those  lying  epitaphs,  which  rep- 
resent 
All  virtues,  and  all  excellence,  save 
truth. 
'Twere  easy,  thus,  to  have  been 
eloquent, 
If  I  had  held  the  fashion  of  the  age 
Which  loves  to  hear  its  sounding 
flattery 


Blown  by  all  dasty  winds  from  sky 
to  sky, 
And  finds  its  praises  blotting  every 
page. 

And  yet,  the  Poet  and  the  Age  are 
one. 
And  if  the  age  be  fiawed,  howe'er 
minute, 
Deep  through  the  poet*s  heart  that 
rent  doth  run, 
And  shakes  and  mars  the  masic 
of  his  lute. 
It  is  not  that  his  sympathy  is  less 
With  all  that  lives  and  all  that 

feels  around  him, 
But  that  so  close  a  sympathy  hath 
bound  him 
To  these,  that  he  must  utter  their 
distress. 

We  build  the  bridge,  and  swing  the 
wondrous  wire, 
Bind  with  an  iron  hoop  the  rolUng 
world ; 
Sport  witli  the  spirits  of  the  ductile 
fire; 
And  leave  our  spells  upon  the  va- 
por furled ; 
And  cry  —  Behold  the  progress  of 
the  time ! 
Yet  are  we  tendiug  in  an  unknown 

land. 
Whither,  we  neither  ask  nor  un- 
derstand, 
Far  from  the  peace  of  our  unvalued 
prime ! 

And  Strength  and  Force,  the  fiends 
which  minister 
To  some  new-risen  Power  beyond 
our  span. 
On  either  hand,  with  hook  and  nail 

confer 
To  rivet  the  Promethean  heart  of 

man 
Under  the  ravening  and  relentless 
beak 
Of  unappeasable  Desire,  which  yet 
The  very  vitiils  of  theage  doth  fret. 
Tlie  limbs  are  mighty,  but  the  heart 
is  weak. 
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Writhe  on,  Prometheus !  or  whatc'er 
thou  art, 
Thou  giant  sufferer,  groaninj^  for 
a  race 
Thou  canst  not  save,   for  all  thy 
bleeding  heart! 
Thy  wail  my  harp  hath  wakened ; 
and  my  place 
Shall  be  beside  thee ;  and  my  bless- 
ing be 
On  all  that  makes  me  worthy  yet 

to  share 
Thy  lonely  martyrdom,  and  with 
thee  wear 
That  crown   of  anguish  given   to 
poets,  and  thee  I 

1  f  to  have  wept,  and  wildly;  to  have 
loved 
Till  love  grew  torture;    to  have 
grieved  till  grief 
Became  a  part  of  life ;   if  to  have 
proved 
The  want  of  all  things ;  if,  to  draw 
relief 
From  poesy  for  passion,  this  avail, 
I  lack  no  title  to  my  crown.     The 

sea 
Hatli  sent  up  nymphs  for  my  so- 
ciety. 
The  mountains  have  been  moved  to 
hear  mv  wail. 

Nature  and  man  were  children  long 
ago 
In  glad  simplicity  of  heart  and 
speech. 
Now  they  are   strangers    to   each 
other's  woe; 
And  each  hath  language  different 
from  each. 
The  simplest  songs  sound  sweetest 
and  most  good. 
The  simplest  loves  are  the  most 

loving  ones. 
Happier  were  song's  forefathers 
than  their  sons, 
And  Homer  sung  as  Byron  never 
could. 

But  Homer  cannot  come  again :  nor 
ever 


The  quiet  of  the  age  in  which  he 
sung. 
This  age  is  one  of  tumult  and  en- 
deavor. 
And  by  a  fevered  hand  its  liarps 
are  strung. 
And  yet,  I  do  not  quarrel  with  the 
time; 
Nor  quarrel  with  the  tumult  of  my 

heart. 
Which  of  the  tumult  of  the  age  is 
part ; 
Becauseitsveryweakness  is  sublime. 

The  passions  are  as  winds  on  the 
wide  sea 
Of  human  life;    which  do  impel 
the  sails 
Of  man's  great  enterprise,  whate'er 
that  be. 
The   reckless   helmsman,  caught 
upon  these  gales, 
Under  tlie  roaring  gulfs  goes  down 
agliast. 
The  prudent  pilot  to  the  steadying 

breeze 
Sparely   gives   head;    and,   over 
perilous  seas. 
Drops  anchor  'mid   the  Fortunate 
Isles,  at  last. 

We  pray  against  th*^  tempest  and 
the  strife. 
The  storm,  the  whirlwind,  and  tne 
troublous  hour, 
Which  vex  the  fretfulelement  of  life. 
Me  rather  save,  O  dread  disposing 
Power, 
From  those  dead  calms,  that  flat  and 
hopeless  lull. 
In  which  the  dull  sea  rots  around 

the  bark. 
And  nothing  moves  save  the  sure- 
creeping  dark, 
That  slowly  settles  o'er  an  idle  hull. 

For  in  the  storm,  the  tumult,  and 

the  stir 
That  shakes  the  soul,  man  finds 

his  power  and  place 
Among  the  elements.    Deeps  witL 

deeps  confer, 


THE   WANDERER. 


And  Natiirc'M  ti( 
fiicc. 
Let  c 


settles  In  her 


nis  inmost  cavos  be 

Let  tlic  n-ild  light  l>e  smitten  fVoni 

the  cluutl. 
The  dcck.t  may  reel,  the  masts  he 
sDapt  aud  Uoived, 
Bat  God  hatli  spokcu  out,  and  mnn 
hath  heard ! 

Farewell,  you  loxt  iuhahit.ints  or  my 
mliid, 
you    fair    ephemerals    of   faded 

Farewell,  yon  lands  of  exile,  whence 

each  wind 
or  memory  steals  with  fragrance 

over  flowers ! 
Farewell.  Cordelia!  Ella!  .  .  .  But 

Farewell    the   memories  of    you 

which  1  Itavc 
Till  stran;:ers  ^liall  Iw  sitting  on 

my  crave 
And  lialil'lluii:  of  the  dust  which  lies 


II  whose  lifM,  how  sad 


Ofo) 


ipurc 


\  With  religious 


We  close  llie  doors,  with 

leet  we  rmce 
The   vacant    eh  ambers,   where,    of 

yore,  a  Queen 
One  nlffht  hnUi  rested.     From  my 

I'ast's  pule  wnlU 
Yet  jileain  theuufaded  fairmemo- 

Of  her  wliiwe  iK'auty  there,  awhile. 
hatli  heeu. 


She  jiiisM-d,  iiiio  It 

When  h'lv  tlie  lai 

music  husht. 

She  passed  and  pas^ 

broken  rhynii 


ly  youtli,  at  ils 
iipliuht.  anil  the 
led  away.    Some 


Scrawled  on  the  panel  or  tLe  pane : 
the  crush t 
And  faded  rose  she  dropped :  the 

page  she  turned 
And  llnlshed  not :   the  ribbon  or 

the  knot 
That   fluttered   from   her   .   .  . 

Stranger,  barm  them  not! 
I  keep  these  sacred  relics  undis- 

cerned. 

Men's  truths  are  often  lies,  and  wc 

meu's  lies 
Often  the  setting  of  a  truth  most 

tender 
In  an  unconscious  poesy.   The  child 


To  clutch  the  star  that  lights  its 
rosy  splendor 
In  alrv  Edens  of  the  west  afar. 
'■  Ah,  folly ! "  sighs  the  father,  o'er 

his  book. 
"  Millions  of  miles  above  thy  foot 
ish  nook 
or  infantile  desire,  theUesperus^  tat 

'■  Descends  not,  child,  to  twinkle  on 

thy  cot," 
Then     readjusts    his    blind-wise 
special' les. 
While  tears  lo  sobs  are  changinji. 

The   mother,   with   those   tender 
syllables 
Which   even    Dutch   mothers    can 
make  musical  too. 
Murmurs,  "  Sleep,  sleep,  my  little 

Will  pinck  thy  star  for  thee,  and 
by  and  by 
Lay  it  upon  tliy  pillow  bright  wllh 

Aud  the  child  sleeps,  and  dreams  of 
stars  whose  light 
Beams  in  his  own  bright  eye^ 
wlieu  he  awakes. 
Soslei'p!  sodreaml  Ifaughtlrend 
arlfihl 
That  star,  poor  babe,  which  o'er 
thy  cradle  shakes. 
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Thy  fate  may  fall,  in  after  years,  to 
be 
That  other  child  that,  like  thee, 

loves  the  star, 
And,  like  thee,  weeps  to  find  it  all 
so  far, 
Feeling  its  force  in  his  nativity :  — 

That  other  infant,  all  as  weak,  as 
wild, 
As  passionate,  and  as  helpless,  as 
thou  art. 
Whom  men  will  call  a  Poet  (Poet, 
or  child. 
The  stiir  is  still  so  distant  from 
the  heart!) 
If  so,  heaven  grant  that  thou  mayst 
find  at  last. 
Since  such  there  are,  some  woman, 

whose  sweet  smile, 
Pitying,  may  thy  fond  fancy  yet 
beguile 
To  dream  the  star,  which  thou  hast 

sought,  thou  hast ! 
For  men,   if    thou   shouldst   heed 
what  they  may  say, 
Will  break   thy  heart,   or  leave 
thee,  like  themselves, 
No  heart  for  breaking.     Wherefore 
I  do  pray 
My  book  may  lie  upon  no  learned 
shelves. 
But  that  in  some  deep  summer  eve, 
perchance, 
Some   woman,  melancholy-eyed, 
and  pale, 


Whose  heart,  like  mine,  hath  suf- 
fered, may  this  tale 
Read  by  the  soft  light  of  her  own 
romance. 

Go  forth  over  the  wide  world,  Song 
of  mine! 
As  Noah's  dove  out  of  his  bosom 
flew 
Over  the  desolate,  vast,  and  wander- 
ing brine. 
Seek  thou  thy  nest  afar.     Thy 
plaint  renew 
From  heart  to  heart,  and  on  from 
laud  to  land 
Fly  boldly,  till  thou  find  that  un- 
known friend 
Whose  face,  in  dreams,  above  my 
own  doth  bend, 
Then  tell  that  spirit  what  it  will  un- 
derstand. 

Why  men  can  tell  to  strangers  all 
the  tale 
From  friends  reserved.    And  tell 
that  spirit,  my  Song, 
Wherefore  I  have  not  faltered  to 
unveil 
The  cryptic  forms  of  error  and  of 
wrong. 
And  say,  I  suffered  more  than  I  re- 
corded, 
That  each  man's  life  is  all  men's 

lesson.     Say, 
And  let  the  world  believe  thee,  as 
it  may. 
Thy  tale  is  true,  however  weakly 
worded. 
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A  portion  of  tfm  poem  tens  icritten  hy  another  hand. 


This  is  the  Land,  the  happy  valleys 

these, 
Broad  breadths  of  plain,  blue-veined 

by  many  a  stream, 
Umbrageous  hills,  sweet  glades,  and 

forests  fair. 
O'er  whicii  our  good  liege,  Land- 
grave Hermau  rules. 
This  is  Thuriuijia:  vonder,  on  the 

heights, 
Is  Wartburg,  seat  of  our  dear  lord's 

abode. 
Famous  through   Christendom   for 

many  a  feat 
Df  deftest  knights,  chief  stars  of 

chivalry, 
Attouruey  in  its  courts;  nor  more 

renowned 
For  deeds  of  Prowess  than  exploits 

of  Art, 
Achieved  when,  vocal  in  its  Muses' 

hall. 
The  minstrel-knights  their  glorious 

jousts  renew, 
And  for  the  laurel  wage  harmonious 

war. 
On  this  side  spreads  the  Chase  in 

wooded  slopes 
And  sweet  acclivities;    and,  all  be- 
yond, 


The  open  flats  lie  f  niitAil  to  the  sun 

Full  many  a  league;  till  dark  against 
the  sky, 

Bounding  the  limits  of  our  lord's 
domain, 

The  Hill  of  ilorsel  rears  his  horrid 
fVout. 

Woe  to  the  man  who  wanders  in  the 
vast 

Of  those  unhallowed  solitudes,  if 
Sin, 

Quickening  the  lust  of  carnal  appe- 
tite, 

Lurk  secret  in  his  heart:  for  all 
their  caves 

Echo  weird  strains  of  magic,  direful- 
sweet. 

That  lap  the  wanton  sense  in  bliss- 
ful ease ; 

Wliile  through  the  ear  a  reptile  mu- 
sic creeps, 

And,  blandly-busy,  round  about  the 
soul 

Weaves  its  fell  web  of  sounds.    The 

'  unhappy  wight 

Thus  captive  made  in  soft  and  silken 
bands 

Of  tangled  harmony,  is  led  away  — 

Away  adown  the  ever-darkening 
caves. 


'  'Hie   reader  \a  solicited    to   adopt  the  German    pronuncialioQ   of  Tannhauser,    by 
Bounding  it  aa  if  it  were  written,  in  Knglinh,  Tuimliot«er. 
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Away  from  fairness  and  the  face  of 

God, 
Away  into  the  mountain's  mystic 

womb, 
To  where,  reclining  on  her  impious 

couch 
All  the  fair  length  of  her  lascivious 

limbs, 
Languid  in  light  from  roseate  tapers 

flung, 
Incensed  with  perfumes,  tended  on 

by  fays, 
The  lustful  Queen,  waiting  damna- 
tion, holds 
Her  bestial  revels.     The  Queen  of 

Beauty  once, 
A  goddess  called  and  worshipped  in 

the  days 
When   men    their  own    infirmities 

adored, 
Deemiug  divine  who  in  themselves 

summed  up 
The  f'dl-blown  passions  of  human- 
it  v. 
Large  fame  and  lavish  service  had 

she  then, 
Venus  yclepcd,  of  all  the  Olympian 

crew 
Least  continent  of  Spirits  and  most 

fair.  [men, 

So  reaped  she  honor  of  unwistful 
Roman,  or  Greek,  or  dwellers  on 

the  plains 
Of  Egypt,  or  the  isles  to  utmost  Ind ; 
Till  came  the  crack  of  that  tremen- 
dous Doom 
That  sent  the  false  gods  shivering 

from  their  seats. 
Shattered   the  superstitious  dome 

that  bleared 
Heaven's  face  to  man,  and  on  the 

lurid  world 
Let  in  eflrui«;ence  of  untainted  light. 
As  when,  laid  bare  beneath  the  del- 

ver's  toil 
On    some    huge    bulk    of    burled 

masonry 
In  hoar  Assyria,  suddenly  revealed 
A  chamber,  gay  with  sculpture  and 

the  pomp 


Of  pictured  tracery  on  its  glowing 
walls. 

No  sooner  breathes  the  wholesome 
heavenly  air 

Than  fast  its  colored  bravery  fades, 
and  fall 

Its  ruined  statues,  crumbled  from 
their  crypts, 

And  all  its  gauds  grow  dark  at  sight 
of  day; 

So  darkened  and  to  dusty  ruin  fell 

The  fleeting  glories  of  a  Pagan  faith 

Bared  to  Truth's  influences  bland 
and  smit 

Blind  by  the  splendors  of  the  Beth- 
lehem Dawn. 

Then  fVom  their  shattered  temple  in 
the  minds 

Of  men,  and  ft*om  their  long  familiar 
homes. 

Their  altars,  fanes,  and  shrines,  the 
sumptuous  seats 

Of  their  mendacious  oracles,  out- 
slunk 

The  wantons  of  Olympus.    Forth 
they  fled, 

Forth  from  Dodona,  Delos,  and  the 
depths 

Of  wooded  Ida ;  from  Athenee  forth, 

Cithseron,  Paphos,  Thebes,  and  all 
their  groves 

Of  oak  or  poplar,  dismally  to  roam 

About  the  new  baptiz6d  earth;  ex- 
iled, 

Bearing  the  curse,  yet  suflfered  for  a 
space. 

By  Heaven's  clear  fupience  and  in- 
scrutable ken, 

To  range  the  wide  world,  and  assay 
their  powers 

To    un regenerate    redeemed    man- 
kind: 

If  haply  they  by  shadows  and  by 
shows, 

Phantasmagoria,      and       illusions 
wrought  [draw 

Of  sight  or  sound  by  sorcery,  may 

Unwary  men,  or  weak,  into  the  nets 

Of  Satan  their  great  Captain.    She 
renowned 
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"  The    fairest,"  fleeing    from    her 

Cyprian  Istc, 
Swept   to  tlie  northwanls  many  a 

league,  and  lodged 
At  length  on  Horsel,  into  whose 

dark  womb 
She    crept    coufo uncled.      Thither 

L«wd  Spirits  to  herself,  and  there 

Holding  he rdeTll I sh  orgies  ;  and  has 

With  siren  voices  crafty  to  compel 

Into  her  wanton  home  unhappy  men 

Whose  souls  to  siu  are  prone.     The 
pure  at  heart 

Nathless  may  roam  about  her  pesti- 
lent hill 

Untainted,  proof  against  perfldlons 
sounds 

Within  whose  ears  an  angel 
sings 

Good  tidiugs  of  great  Joy.     Nor 

Whose  hearts  are  gross,  and  who 

Inflamed  with  lust 
Enter,  entrapped  by  sorceries,  to  her 

Are    damned   beyond   redemption. 

For  a  while, 
Slavi;sof  tlieirbodies,  Inthesloughs 

of  Sin, 
They  roll  contented,  wallowing  In 

Of  their  libldluous  goddess.     But, 

erelong. 
Comes  loathing  of  the  sensual  air 

they  breathe. 
Loathing  of  light  unhallowed,  slck- 

Of  surfeited  enjoyment;  and  their 

lips, 
.'Spuming  the  reeky  pasture,  yearn 

for  draughts 
or  rock-rebounding  rills,  their  eyes 

for  sight 
Of  Ucaven,  their  limbs  for  lengths 

of  dewy  grass : 
What  time  sharp  Conscience  pricks 

them,  aiitl  awake 


Starts  the  requickeued  sonl  vlth  air 

ber  powers. 
And  breaks,  if  so  she  will,  the  mnr 

derous  spell. 
Calling  on  God.    God  to  her  rescne 

Voiced    seraphlms    that    lead   the 

sinner  forth 
From  darkness  unto  day,  from  fonl 

embrace  [lap 

or  that  bloat  Queen  Into  the  motlier 
l)f  earth,  and  the  careasent  airs  ot 

Heaven; 
Where  he,  by  strong  persistency  of 

By  panful  pilgrimage,  bj  lengths  of 

ftst 
That  tame  the  rebel  flesh,  by  many 

a  night 
Of  vigil,  days  of   deep  repentant 

Ma;  ctean^>c  his  soul  of  her  adolter- 

atc  stains. 
May  from  his  siu-lncrnsted  spirit 

The  leprous  scales, — and,  purely  at 

tlie  feet 
Of  his  redemption  falling,  may  arisi; 
Of  Christ  accepted.     Whoso  doubta 

the  truth. 
Doubting  how  deep  divine  Compa.s- 

sloii  Is, 
Lend  to  my  tale  a  willing  ear,  and 


Full  twenty  summers  have  fled  o'er 
the  land. 

A  score  of  winters  on  our  Land- 
grave's head 

Have  showered  theirsuowy  honors, 
since  the  days 

When  In  his  court  no  nobler  knight 
was  kiiowu, 

And  In  Ills  halls  no  happier  bard  wik 

Than  bright  TannliBuser.    Warrior. 

minstrel,  he 
Throve  for.i  while  within  tbegeneral 

eye.  [talcs. 

As   some   king-cedar,   in  CmiMder 
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The  stateliest  growth  ofLebanoDian 

groves : 
For  now  I  sing  him  in  his  matchless 

prime, 
Not,  as  in  latter  days,  defaced  and 

marred 
By  secret  sin,  and  like  the  wasted 

torch 
Found  in  the  dank  grass  at    the 

ghastly  dawn, 
After  a  witches'  revel.     He  was  a 

man 
In  whom  prompt  Nature,  as  in  those 

soft  climes 
Where  life  is  indolently  opulent, 
Blossomed  unhid  to  graces  barely 

won 
From  tedious  culture,  where  less 

kindly  stars 
Cold  influence  keep;    and  trothful 

men,  who  once 
Looked  in  his  lordly,  luminous  eyes, 

and  scanned 
His  sinewous   frame,  compact   of 

pliant  power. 
Aver   he    was    the    fairest-favored 

knight  [looks. 

That  ever,  in  the  light  of  ladies' 
Made  gay  these  goodly  halls.    Oh ! 

deeper  dole,  [fair. 

That  so  august  a  Spirit,  sphered  so 
Should  from  the  starry  sessions  of 

his  peers 
Decline,    to    quench    so    bright    a 

brilliancy 
In  Hell's  sick  spume.    Ay  me,  the 

deeper  dole ! 
From  yonder  tower  the  wheeling 

lapwing  loves 
Beyond  all  others,  that  o'ertops  the 

pines, 
And  from  his  one  white,  wistful 

window  stares 
Into  the  sullen  heart  o'  the  land,  — 

ere  while 
The  wandering  woodman  oft,   at 

night-fall,  heard 
A  sad,  wild  strain  of  solitary  song 
Float  o'er  the  forest.    Whoso  heard 

it,  paused 


Compassionately,  crossed  himself, 

and  bighed, 
"  Alas !  poor  princess,  to  thy  piteous 

moan 
Heaven  send  sweet  peace !  "  Heaveiv 

heard,  and  now  she  lies 
Under  the  marble,  'mid  the  silent 

tombs. 
Calm  with  her  kindred;  as  her  soul 

above  * 
Rests  with  the  saints  of  God. 

The  brother's  child 
Of  our  good  lord  the  Landgrave  was 

this  maid. 
And  here  with  him  abode ;  for  in  the 

breach 
At  Ascalon,  her  sire  in  Holy  Land 
Had  fallen,  fighting  for  the  Cross. 

These  halls 
Sheltered  her  infancy,  and  here  she 

grew  [pale. 

Among  the  shaggy  barons,  like  the 
Mild-eyed,  March-violet  of  the  North, 

that  blows 
Bleak  under  bergs  of  ice.    Full  fair 

she  grew. 
And  all  men  loved  the  rare  Eliza 

beth; 
But  she,  of  all  men,  loved  one  man 

the  most, 
Tannhttuser,  minstrel,  knight,   the 

man  in  whom 
All  mankind  flowered.  Fairergrowth 

indeed, 
Of  knighthood  never  blossomed  to 

the  eye ; 
But,  furled  beneath  that  florid  sur- 
face, lurked 
A   vice  of  nature,  breeding  death, 

not  life ; 
Such  as  where  some  rich  Roman,  to 

delight 
Luxurious  days  with  labyrinthian 

walks 
Of  rose  and  lily,  marble  fountains, 

forms 
Wanton  of  Greece  or  Nymph,  and 

winding  frieze 
With  sculpture  rough,  hath  decked 

the  summer  haunts 


3 '6 
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Orhla  voluptuous  vIHa,  —  there,  fes- 
toouecl 

With  flowers,  among  the  Graces  an<1 
the  Gods, 

The  lurking  fever  glides. 

A  dangerous  skill, 

Canght  from  the  custom  of  tho^u 
troubadours 

That  roam  the  wanton  South,  too 
near  the  homes 

Of  the  lost  n!Ods,  had  crept  in  care- 
less use 

O  pl.V 

Upon  ttie  poets  of  a  pagan  time, 
Aud  Htcal.  to  purfle  their  embroid- 
ered lays,  [lore. 
VolupiiKius  trappings  of  lascivious 
Heuce  had  Tannh&user,  IVom  of  old, 

ludulgLil 
In  song  too  lavish  license  to  mislead 
The   sense  among  those  filr  but 

phantom  forms 
That  haunt   the   unhallowed  past : 

wherefrom  One  Shape 
Forth  of  the  cloud;  circle  graduiit 

grew 
Distinct,  In  dissolute  beauty.     She 

of  old. 
Who  from  the  Idle  foam  uprose,  to 

reigu  [flend. 

In   fancies  all  as  idle,  — ttiat  fair 
Venus,  whose  temples  arc  the  veins 

In  youth. 

Now  more  and  ever  more  she  mixed 

herself 
With  all  his  moods,  and  whispered 

in  his  walks ; 
Or  through  the  misty  minster,  when 

he  kneeled 
Meek  on  the  flint,  athwart  the  In- 

Shc    stole  on  sleeping  sunbeams, 

sprinkled  sounds 
Ofey  mbals  th  rough  tlie  si  I  vcrps  al  ni  s , 

and  marred 
Ills  adoration :  most  of  all,  whene'er 
He  sought  to  fan  tho^e  llrcs  of  lioty 

love 


Tliat,  sleeping  oftenest,  sometimes 

leapt  to  Same, 
Kindled  by  kindred  passloD  in  the 

Of  sweet  Elizabeth,  round  blm  rose 

and  rolled 
That  miserable  magic ;  and,  at  times. 
It  drove  him  forth  to  wander  in  the 

And  desert  places,  there  where  pray- 
erless  man 

la  moat  within  the  power  of  prowl- 
ing flend  9. 

Time  put  his  sickle  in  among  the 
days. 

■Outcropped  the  coming  harvest;  aud 
there  came 

An  evening  with  the  Princess,  wlien 
they  twain 

Together  ranged  tlie  ■ 

Tlie  great  south  gardt 

simple  hair 
A  single  sunbeam  from  the  sleepy 

O'crfloatedi  swamhersoftblueeyes 

suffused 
With  tender  ruth,  and  her  meek  face 


ice  that 
All  her 


>vcd 
To   one   slow,    serious   smile,  that 

stole  to  And 
Its  resting-place  on  his. 

Then,  while  ho  looked 
On  that  pure  loveliness,  within  him- 
self 
He  faintly  fflt  a  mystery  like  pure 

For  through  the  arid  hollows  of  a 

Serctl  by  delirious  dreams,  the  dewy 

Of  Innocent  worship  stole.  The  one 

great  word 
That  long  iiad  liovered  in  the  silent 

Now  ou  the  li])  half  settled ;  for  not 

Had    love    hotweeu   them    been    a 

spoken  sound  [here 

For  after  speech  to  lean  on;  only 
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And  there,  where  scattered  pauses 

strewed  their  talk, 
Love  seemed  to  o'er  poise  the  silence, 

like  a  star 
Seen  through  a  tender  trouble  of 

light  clouds. 
But,  in  that  moment,  some  myste- 
rious touch, 
A  thought — who  knows? — araeniory 

— something  caught 
Perchance  from  flying  f  ancies,taking 

form  [gusts 

Among  the  sunset  clouds,  or  scented 
Of  evening  through  the  gorgeous 

glooms,  shrunk  up 
His  better  angel,  and  at  once  awaked 
The  carnal  creature  sleeping  in  the 

flesh. 
Then  died  within  his  heart  that  word 

of  life 
Unspoken,  which,  if  spoken,  might 

have  saved 
The  dreadful  doom  impending.     So 

the}'  twain 
Parted,  and  notliingsaid  :  she  to  her 

toAfer, 
There  witli  meek  wonder  to  renew 

the  calm 
And  customary  labor  of  the  loom ; 
And  he  into  the  gradual-creeping 

dark 
Which  now  began  to  draw  the  rooks 

to  roost 
Along  the  wiudless  woods. 

His  soul  that  eve 
Shook  strangely  if  some  flickering 

shadow  stole 
Across   the    slopes  where    sunset, 

sleeping  out 
The  day's  last  dream,  j'et  lingered 

low.    Old  songs 
Were   sweet  about  his  brain,   old 

fancies  fair 
( )'erflo\ved  with  lurid  life  tlie  lonely 

land : 
The    twiliglit    trooped   with    antic 

shapes,  and  swarmed 
Above  him,  and  the  deep  mysterious 

woods  [doom. 

With  mystic  music  drew  him  to  his 


So  rapt,  with  idle  and  with  errant 
foot 

He  wandered  on  to  Horsel,  and  those 
glades 

Of  melancholy  fame,  whose  poison- 
ous glooms, 

Decked  with  the  gleaming  hemlock, 
darkly  fringe 

The    Mount  of   Venus.     There,  a 
drowsy  sense 

Of  languor  seized  him ;  and  he  sat 
him  down 

Among  a  litter  of  loose  stones  and 
blocks  [weed, 

Of  broken   columns,  overrun  with 

Kemnants   of    heathen  work   that 
sometime  propped 

A  pagan  temple. 

Suddenly,  the  moon, 

Slant  from  the  shoulder  of  the  mon- 
strous hill, 

Swung  o'er  a  sullen  lake,  and  softly 
touched 

With  light  a  shattered  statue  in  the 
weed. 

He  lifted  up  his  eyes,  and  all  at  once 

Bright  in  her  baleful  beaut v,  he  be- 
held 

The   goddess  of  his   dreams.     Be- 
holding whom, 

Losttohis  love,  forgetfulofhin  faith. 

And  fevereil  by  the  stimulated  sense 

Of   reprobate  desire,  the  madman 
cried : 

"  Descend.  Dame  Venus,  on  my  soul 
descend ! 

Break  up  the  marble  sleep  of  those 
still  brows 

Where  beauty  broods !   Down  all  my 
senses  swim. 

As  vonder  moon  to  vonder  love-lit 
lake 

Swims  down  in  glory  !  " 

Hell  the  horrid  prayer 

Accorded  wilha  curse.  Scarce  those 
wild  words 

Were  uttered,  when  like  mist  the 
marble  moved, 

Flusht  with  false  life.     Deep  in'  a 
sleepy  cloud 


3>« 
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He  seemed    to    sick    beneuth    the 

Blimp  tuous  fuce 
Leaned  o'er  him. — all  the  whiteness, 

all  die  wurmUi, 
^.nd  Blithe  luxury  of  langaid  limbs, 
Where  violet  velii-strc^,  lost  In 

limpid  IcDgths 
Of  BDOwy  surface,  wander  ftiliitand 

flue; 
Whilst  cymballcd  music,  stolen  from 

andemeath. 
Creeps  througha  throbbing  light  that 

growi4  and  glows 
From  glare  Xa  greater  glare,  udIU  It 

gluts 
Ami  gulfs  him  in. 

And  from  that  hoar,  iu  eourt. 
And  chitse,  and  tilted  touiiie;,  mnn; 

a  mouth. 
From  moss  Id  holy  church,  aud  mirth 

la  hall, 
From  all  the  fair  assemblage  of  bis 

And  alt  the  fi^udatory  festivals, 
Men  missed  TaimhJtuser. 

At  the  first,  as  wheu 
From  some  ^eat  ovln  his  goodliest 

brunch  Is  lapped. 
The  littlu  uolsy  bird.i,  tliat   built 

The  foliage,  gather  lu  thcgapwlth 

slirlll 
And  (|Uernlous  curiosity;  even  so. 
From  all  the  twitteriiii:  tongues  that 

thronged  the  court 
Rose  general  hubbub  of   astonisli- 


Aud  V 


t  surmise  about  the  absent 


Why  absent?  whither  wandered?  a 

what  quest 
Of  errant  prowess?  —  for,  as  ye 


The  weed  of  custom,  and  the  absent 
Became  at  last  a  memory,  and 


One  heart  within  that  memory  lived 

One  face,  remembering  bis,  forgot 

Our    Landgrave's    ntece    the    old 

familiar  ways 
Walked  like  a  ghost  with  nnfamlllar 

Time  put  his  sickle  in  among  the 

rose  burned  oat;  red  Autumn 

lit  the  woods  \ 
The  last  snows,  melting,  changed  to 

snowy  clouds; 
And  Spring  once  more  with  Incan* 

tatlons  came 
To  wake  the  burled  year.    Then  did 

onr  liege, 
Lord  Landgrave  Herman,  —  for  he 

loved  his  niece, 
And  lightly  from  her  simple  heart 

hid  won 
The  secret  of  lost  smiles,  and  why 

she  drooped, 
A  wilted  flower,— thinking  to  dispel. 
If  that  might  he,  her  mournfulnoss. 

By  heralds  that,  at  coming  Whitsnii- 

Ude. 
The  minstrel-knights  In  Wartburg 

should  convene 
To  hold  high  combat  in  the  craft  of 


But.  ere  that  time,  it  fell  upon  a  diiy 
When  onr  good  lord  went  forth  to 

hunt  the  hart. 
That  he  with  certain  of  hts  court, 

W.1S  Wolfl-am,—  once  Tannh&user's 

friend,  himself 
Among  the  minstrels  held  in  high  re- 

Caniu   doivn  the  Wartburg  valley, 

where  they  deemed 
To  hold  the  hart  at  siege,  and  found 
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But  fouud,  far  down,  at  bottom  of 

the  glade, 
Beneath  a  broken  cross,  a  lonely 

knight 
"VVho  sat  on  a  great  stone,  watching 

the  clouds. 
And  Wolft^m,  being  a  little  in  the 

van 
Of  all  his  fellows,  eager  for  the 

hunt, 
Hurriedly  ran  to  question  of  the 

knight 
If  he  had  viewed  the  hart.    But 

when  he  came 
To  parley   with   him,  suddenly   he 

gave 
A  shoufof  great  good  cheer;  for, 

all  at  once, 
In  that  same   knight  he  saw,  and 

knew,  though  changed, 
Tannhftuser,    his    old    IViend    and 

fellow-bard. 

Now,    Wolfram    long    had    loved 

Elizabeth 
As  one  should  love  a  star  In  heaven, 

who  knows 
The  distance  of  it,  and  the  reachless- 

ncss. 
But  when  he  knew  Tannhftuser  in 

her  heart 
(For  loving  eyes,  in  eyes  beloved,  are 

swift 
To  search  out  secrets)  not  the  less 

his  own 
Ciavc   unto  both;   and,   ftrom  that 

time,  his  love 
Lived    like    an    orphan    child    in 

charity. 
Whose    loss    came   early,    and    is 

gently  borne, 
Too  deep  for  tears,  too  constant  for  | 

complaint. 
And,  therefore,  in  the  absence  of  . 

his  friend 
His  inmost  heart  was  heavy,  when  i 

he  saw  [face 

The  shadow  of  that  absence  in  the 
He  loved  beyond  all    faces    upon 

earth. 


So  that  when  now  he  found  that 

friend  again 
Whom  he  had  missed  and  mourned, 

right  glad  was  he  * 

Both    for  his    own    and    for    the 

Princess*  sake : 
And  ran  and  fell  upon  Tannhftuser's 

neck, 
And  all  for  joy  constrained  him  to 

his  heart, 
Calling  his  fellows  f^om  the  neigh-  \ 

boring  hills, — 
Who,  crowding,  came,  great  hearts 

and  open  arms 
To  welcome  back  their  peer.    The 

Landgrave  then, 
When  he  perceived  his  well-belov6d 

knight. 
Was  passing  glad,  and  would  have 

questioned  him 
Of  his  long  absence.    But  the  man 

himself 
Could  answer  nothing ;  staring  with 

blank  eyes 
From  face  to  face,  then  up  into  the 

blue 
Bland  heavens  above;  astonied,  and 

like  one 
Wlio,  suildenly  awaking  out  of  sleep 
A  fter  sore  sickuess,knowshis  friends 

again, 
And  would  peruse  their  faces,  but 

breaks  oft' 
To  list  the  frolic   bleating  of  the 

lamb  [world 

In.  far-off  fields,  and  wonder  at  the 
And  all  its  strangeness.   Then,  while 

The  glad  knights 
Clung  round  him,  wrung  his  hands, 

and  dinned  his  ears  * 
With  clattering  querj',  our  fair  lord 

himself 
Unfolded  how,   upon  the  morrow 

morn, 
There  should  be  holdcn  festive  in 

his  halls 
High  meeting  of  the  mimstrels   of 

the  land, 
To  sing  before  the  Princess  for  th^ 

prize : 
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Whereto  he  bade  hlra  with,  '■  O  sir, 

be  sure 
There  lives  a  yonog  voice  that  shall 

tax  jour  wit 
To  Justify  this  abseucc  IVoiii  your 

frleuds. 
We  trust,  at  least,  thut  you  have 

brought  us  back 
A  score  or  giants'  bearils,or  dragous' 

tails. 
To  lay  them  at  the  feet  of  our  taxx 

For  think  uot,  truant,  that  Eliza- 

htth 
Will  hold  you  lightly  quitted." 

At  tiiat  uulDc, 
IClliabcth.  he  started  as  a  mail 
That  hears  on  forclgu  shores,  from 

allcu  lips. 
Some  name  faniilUir  to  his  father- 

ADd  all  at  once  the  man's  heart  iuly 

ycanis 
Fur  brooks  that  bubble,  aud    for 

wooUs  tlut  wave 
Before  his  father's  door,  while  he 

forgets 
The  forms  about  him.     So,  Taiui- 

h&uscr  mused 
A  little  space,  tlicu  faltorcd  :  "Ouiy 

liege. 
Fares  ray  good  lady  well?  —  I  pray 

my  lord 
That  I  may  draw  me  hence  a  little 

while. 
For  all  my  niiiid  Is  troubled:  and, 

indeed,  [skill, 

I  know  not  If  niv  bnrp  have  lost  his 
But.  skilled,  or  skUios*.  it  shall  fiud 

To  render  thauks  to-morrow  to  my 


lord : 


bondsmnn, 
far 
,iy  t"'or    service   liolds,  I  will 

iiu  before  the  I'rlucesa  for  the 


The 


Flowed  in  the  feudatory  lordb. 

hills 
Broke  out  ablaze  wltii  banners,  and 

rung  loud 
With  tingling  trumpet  notes,  and 

uelghlng  steeds. 
For  all  the  land,  elate  with  lusty 

life. 
Buzzed  like  a  beehive  in  the  snu, 

and  all 
The  castle  swarmed  from  bridge  to 

barbican 
With  mantle  and  with  mall,  whilst 

mlnHtiT  liclls 
Bang  hoar.s<'  their  happy  clilmes.  till 

tiie  high  uoon 
Clanged   from   the   lower*     Then, 

o'er  the  platform  stoled 
And  canopied  in  crimson.  Ilglitiy 

The  sceptred  heralds  on  the  silver 
tramp 

Intense  sonorous  music,  soundiu^ln 
The  knights  to  hall.     ShrlU  clluked 


jved 


with  clashing 
and  elastic 


the  c 
Through  all  the 

heels,  ol 
With   silken   1 

sounds 
Uf  lady  hiughU'rs  light;  as  iu  they 

flowed 
Lord.  I.ie;u;i'nian.  Peer,  and  Prince, 

ami  Paladin, 
And  dame  and  damsel, -clsd  In  dlmtv 

Uii^  silk 
And  glenmlng   pearl;    who,   while 

the  sronnlnp  roofs 
Re-echoed  royal  nmsic,  swept  adown 
The  spacious  hall,  witli  due  obel- 

To  the  hl:.'h  dais,  and  on  glittering 

Dropped  one  by  one.  like  flocks  of 

buniished  birds 
That  setdcdown  with  sunsetpainted 


l.ii 


Ion 


I'll 


woods.     Again  from 


I   the  morrc 
far  and  neAr 
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Pert  page,  a-tiptoe,  IVora  the  benches 
leaned 

To  see  the  minstrel-knights,  gold- 
fllleted, 

That  entered  now  the  hall:  Sir 
Mandevillc, 

The  Swan  of  Eisnach;  Wilfrid  of 
the  Hills; 

Wolfram,  surnamed  of  Willow- 
brook  ;  and  next 

Tannhfiuser,  christened  of  the  Gold- 
en Harp; 

With  Walter  of  the  Heron-chase: 
and  Max, 

The  seer;  Sir  Rudolph,  of  the 
Kavencrest ; 

And  Franz,  the  falconer.  They  en- 
tered, each 

In  order,  followed  by  a  blooming  boy 

That  bore  his  harp,  and,  pacing  for- 
ward, bowed 

Before  the  Landgrave  and  Elizabeth. 

Pale  sat  the  Princess  in  her  chair  of 

state,  [lied 

Perusing  with  fixed  eyes,  that  all  be- 
Her  throbbing   heart,   the    carven 

architrave, 
Whereon  the  intricate  much-vexed 

design 
Of  leaf  and  stem  dislntertwined  itself 
With  infinite  laboriousness,  at  last 
Escaping  in  a  flight  of  angel  forms ; 
As  though  the  carver's  thought  had 

been  to  show 
The  weary  struggle  of  the  soul  to  free 
Her  flight   from   earth's  bewilder- 
ment, and  all 
That  frets   her  in  the  flesh.    But 

when,  erewhile, 
The  minstrels  entered,  and  Tann- 

hiluser  bowed 
Before  the  daVs,  the  Landgrave,  at 

her  side, 
Saw  as   he  mused  what  theme  to 

give  for  song, 
The  pallid  forehead  of  Elizabeth 
Plush  to  the  fair  roots  of  her  golden 

hair, 
And  thought  within  himself:  '*  Our 

knight  delays 


To  own  a  love  tliat  aims  so  near  our 

throne ; 
Hence,  haply,  this  late  absence  from 

our  court. 
And  those  bewildered  moods  which 

I  have  marked : 
But  since  love  lightlj'  catches,  where 

it  can. 
At  any   means  to  make  itself  ap- 
proved. 
And  since  the  singer  may  to  song 

confide 
What  the  man  dares  not  trust  to 

simple  speech, 
I,  therefore,  so  to  ease  two  hearts 

at  once, 
And   signify  our  favor  unto  both, 
Will  to  our  well-bclov6d  minstrels 

give 
No  theme  less  sweet  than  Love : 

for,  surely,  he 
That  loves  the  best,  will  sing  the 

best,  and  bear 
The  prize  from  all."    Therewith  the 

Landgrave  rose, 
And  all   the  murmuring  Hall  was  * 

hushed  to  hear. 

•'  O  well-belov6d   minstrels,  in  my 

mind 
I  do  embrace  you  all,  and  heartily 
Bid  you  a  lavish  welcome  to  these 

halls. 
Oft  have  3'ou  flooded  this  fair  space 

with  song, 
Waked  these  voiced  walls,  and  vocal 

made  yon  roof, 
As  waves  of  surging  music  lapped 

against 
Its   resonant  rafters.    Often  have 

your  strains 
Ennobled  souls  of  true  nobility, 
Rapt  by  your  perfect  pleadings  in  the 

cause 
Of  all  things  pure  unto  a  purer  sense 
Of  their  exceeding  loveliness.    No 

power 
Is  subtler  o'er  the  spirit  of  man  than 

Song  — 
Sweet  echo  of  great  thoughts,  that, 

in  the  mind 
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Of  him  who  hears  congenial  echoes 

waking, 
Remaltiplies  the  praise  of  what  is 

good. 
Song  cheers  the  cmuloas  spirit  to 

the  top 
Of    Virtue's    rugged    steep,   from 

whence,  all  heights 
Of  human  worth  attained,  the  mor- 
tal may 
Conjecture  of  God's  unattainable. 
Which  is  Perfection.— Faith,  with 

her  sisters  twain 
Of  Hope  and  Charity,  ye  oft  have 

sung, 
And  loyal  Truth  hafe  lauded,  and 

have  wreathed 
A  coronal  of  music  round  the  brows 
Of  stainless  Chastity ;  nor  less  have 

praised 
High-minded  Valor,  in  whose  right- 
eous hand 
Bums  the  great  sword  of  flaming 

Fortitude, 
And  have  stirred  up  to  deeds  of  high 

em  prize 
Ournobloknights  (yourselvesamong 

the  noblest) 
Whether  on  German   soil  for  me, 

their  prince, 
Fighting,  or  in  tlie  Land  of  Clirist 

for  God. 
Sing  ye  to-day  anothor  theme ;  to-day 
Within  our  glad  society  we  see, 
To  fellowship  of  loving  friends  re- 
stored, 
A  long-missed  face;  and  hungerl.v 

our  ears 
Wait  the  melodious  murmurs  of  a 

harp 
That   wont  to   feed  them  daintily. 

What  drew 
Our  singer  forth,  and  led  the  fairest 

liglit 
Of  all  our  galaxy  to  swerve  astray 
From  his  fixed  orbit,  and  what  now 

re-spheres. 
After  deflection  long,  our  errant  orb. 
Implies  a  sccretthat  the  subtle  power 
Of  Song,  perchance,  may  solve.    Be 

then  your  theme 


As  universal  as  the  heart  of  man. 

Giving  you  scope  to  touch  its  deep- 
est depths, 

Its  highest  heights,  and  reverently 
to  explore 

Its  mystery  of  mysteries.    Sing  of 
Love: 

Tell  us,  ye  noble  poets,  from  what 
source 

Springs  the  prime  passion ;  to  what 
goal  it  tends ! 

Sing  it  how  brave,  how  beautiful, 
how  bright, 

In  essence  how  ethereal,  in  effect 
,How  palpable,  how  human  yet  di- 
vine. 

Up !  up !  loved  singers,  smite  into 
the  chords, 

The  lists  are  opened,  set  your  lays 
in  rest. 

And  who  of  Love  best  chants  the 
perfect  praise, 

Him  shall  Elizabeth  as  conqueror 
hail 

And  round  his  royal  temples  bind 
the  bays." 

He  said,  and  sat.     And  from  the 

middle-hall 
Four  pages,  bearers  of  the  blazoned 

urn 
Tliiit  held  the  name-scrolls  of  the 

listed  bards. 
Moved  to  Elizabeth.     Daintily  her 

liiind 
Dipped  in  tlie  bowl,  and  one  drawn 

scroll  delivered 
Back  to  tlie  pages,  who,  perusing, 

cried : 
*•  Sir  Wolf  ram  of  the  Willow-brook. 

—  begin." 

Up    rose    the    gentle    singer  —  he 

whose  lays. 
Melodious-melancholy,  through  the 

Lund 
Live  to  this  day — and,  fair  obeisance 

made, 
Assumed  his  harp  and  stood  In  act 

to  sing. 
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Awhile,  his  dreamy  Augers  o'er  the 

chords 
Wandered  at  will,  and  to  the  roof 

was  turned 
His  meditative  face ;  till,  suddenly, 
A  soft  light  from  his  spiritual  eyes 
Broke,  and  his  cauticle  he  thus  be- 
gan :  — 

"  Love  among  the  saints  of  God, 
Love  witliin  the  hearts  of  men, 
J-iOve  in  every  kindly  sod 
That  breeds  a  violet  in  the  glen ; 
Love  in  heaven,  and  Love  on  earth. 
Love  in  all  the  amorous  air ; 
Whence  comes  Love  ?    ah !    tell 

me  where 
Had    such  a  gracious    Presence 

birth  ? 
Lift    thy  thoughts  to  Him,   all- 
knowing, 
In  the  hallowed  courts  above ; 
From  His  throne,  forever  flowing. 
Springs  the  fountain  of  all  Love : 
Down  to  earth  the  stream   de- 
scending 
Meets  the  hills,  and  murmurs  then, 
In  a  myriad  channels  wending, 
Throuirh  the  happy  haunts  of  men. 
Bless6d    ye,     earth's    sons    ond 

daughUTs, 
Love  among  you  flowing  free ; 
Guard ,  oli !  guard  its  sac  red  waters. 
Tend  ou  them  religiously  : 
Let    them   through  your  hearts 

steal  sweetly. 
With  the  vSpirit,  wise  and  bland, 
Minister  unto  them  meetly, 
Touch  them  not  witli  carnal  hand. 

**  Maiden,  fashioned  so  divinely. 
Whom  I  worship  from  afar. 
Smile  thon  on  my  soul  benignly 
Sweet,  niv  soliiarv  star: 
Gentle  harbinger  of  ffladness. 
Still  be  with  mo  on  the  wav; 
Only  soother  of  my  ^iadness, 
Alwavs  near,  thonirli  far  awav  : 
Always  near,  since  llrst  npon  me 
Fell  thy  briglitni'ss  from  above. 
And  my  troulkd  heart  within  m« 


Felt  the  sudden  flow  of  Love ; 
At  thy  sight  that  gushing  river 
Paused,  and  fell  to  perfect  rest, 
And  the  pool  of  Love  forever 
Took  thy  image  to  its  breast. 

**  Let  me  keep  my  passion  purely 
Guard  its  waters  free  from  blame 
Hallow  Love,  as  knowing  surely 
It  retumeth  whence  It  came ; 
From  all  channels,  good  or  evil. 
Love,  to  its  pure  source  enticed. 
Finds  its  own  Immortal  level 
In  the  charity  of  Christ. 
"  Ye  who  hear,  behold  the  river. 
Whence  it  cometh,  whither  goes ; 
Glory  be  \p  God,  the  Giver, 
From  whose  grace  the  fountain 

flows. 
Flows  and  spreads  through  all 

creation. 
Counter-charm  of  every  curse. 
Love,  the  waters  of  Salvation, 
Flowing  through  the  universe  ?  " 

And  still  the  rapt  bard,  though  his 
voice  had  ceased, 

And  all  the  Hall  had  murmured  into 
praise, 

Pursued  his  plaintive  theme  among 
the  chords, 

Blending  with  instinct  flne  the  in- 
tricate throng 

Of   thoughts  that  flowed  beneath 
his  touch  to  And 

Harmonious    resolution.      As     ho 
closed, 

Tannhftnser  rising,  fretted  with  de- 
lay, 

Sent  flying  Angers  o'er  the  strings, 
and  sang :  — 

'*  Love  be  my  theme !     Sing  hei- 

awake. 
My  harp,   for  she    hath   tamely 

slept 
In  Wolfram's  song,  a  stagnant 

lake 
O'er  which  a  shivering  star  hath 

crept. 


TANNHAUSER: 


"  Awake,  dull  w&Urs,  n'om  your 

Rise,  Love,    from   thy  delicious 

well, 
A   fountttlu!— yea,   but    flowing 

With  uuctar  and  with  hjdromel;     ' 

"With   gurgllug   munnurs    sweet, 

that  t«ach 

My  soul  u  sleep-tils  tmctiiig  ilream, 

Till  ou  the  marge  I  He,  iiud  reach 

Sly    louging     lips    towarUs    the 


"Whose  waves  leap  upwards  to 

the  briuk 
With  drowulug  kisses  to  luvitc 
Auc!   drag  me,  willing,  dowu  to 

ilrluk 
UelirlousdraughtsufrareDellght 

"  Who  careless  drink,  as  knowing 

The  happy  pastime  shall  not  tire, 
For  Love  Is  iucxhaiistlble, 
ADd  all-unfiillng  my  Desire. 


"And    liljwhlte    his  Umbs  tbej 

And  roses  Id  b\s  cheeks  renew, 
That  he,  refreshed,  return  to  glue 
His  lipa  to  Love's  caresseut  nave ; 

And  feel,  In  that  immortal  kiss. 
His  mortal  Instincts  die  the  death, 
And  Inimau  fancy  fade  beneath 
The  taste  of  unlmagined  bliss .' 


"Thus, gentle  andlence,  since  jrout 

Best  loves  a  mctaphoric  lay. 
Of  mighty  Love  I  warble  here 
Id  Hgures,  such  as  Fancy  may : 

"  Now  know  je  how  of  Love  I 

think 
As  of  a  fonotalD,  fiilllng  never, 
Un  whose  soft  marge  I  lie,  and 

drink 
Delicious  draughts  of  Joy  for. 


"Love's  fountain -marge  is  fairly 

spread 
Wltli   (ivery    iucense-flower    that 

With  flossy  sedge,  and  moss  that 

grows 
For  fervid  limbs  a  dewy  bed 

"  And   Tays  and   t^lrlcs    lilt   and 

To  keep  the  sweet  stream  flowing 

free, 
And  on  Love's  languid  votary 
The  little  elves  dcllght<id  tend; 

"  And  bring  him  houey-dews  to 

sip, 
nnre  balms  to  cool  him  alter  play, 
Or  with  sweet  unguents  smooth 

The  klBB-crease  on  bis  ruffled  lip ;  | 


Abrupt  he  ceased,  and  sat.    And 

for  a  apace. 
No  longer  than  the  subtle  lightning 

Upon  a  sultry  cloud  at  eventide. 

The   Princess   smiled,  and   on   her 

parted  lips 
itung  iniirticnlalc  npplause ;  but  she 
Sudden  was  'ware  tliat  all  the  hall 

With  bliiukillsapprobation;  and  her 

smile 
Died,  and  vague  fear  was  quickened 

In  lii-r  heart 
As  Walter  uf  the  Heron-chase  be- 


Celestial  from  the  founts  of  Light. 
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**  But  lie  who  froiu  thy  waters  rare 
Hath  thought  to  drain  a  gross  de- 
light, 
Blind  iu  his  spiritual  sight, 
llath  ne'er  beheld  thee,  fountain 
fair! 

**  Hath  never  seen  the  silver  glow 
Of   thy   glad    waves,   crystalline 

clear. 
Hath  never  heard  within  his  ear 
The  music  of  thy  murmurous  flow. 

• '  The  essence  of  all  Good  thou  art. 
Thy  waters  are  immortal  Ruth, 
Thy  murmurs   are   the   voice  of 

Truth, 
And  music  in  the  human  heart : 

"Thou  yieldest  Faith  that  soars 

on  high, 
And   Sympathy   that    dwells    on 

eartli ; 
The  tender  trust  in  human  worth, 
The  hope  that  lives  beyond  the 

sky. 

"■  Oh !  waters  of  the  living  Word, 
Oh!     fair    vouchsafed    us    from 

alK)ve, 
Oh !  f ouotain  of  inmiortal  Love, 
Wliat  song  of    thee  erewiiilc  I 

heard : 

"Learn,  sacrilegious  bard,  IVom 

me 
How  all  ignoble  was  thy  stfftii:.     j 
That  sought  with  triviid  song  to  , 

stiiin  , 

The  fountain  of  Love's  purity ;      i 

**  That  fountain  tliou  hast  never ' 
found, 

And  shouldst  thou  come  with  lips 
of  lire 

To  slake  tlie  thirst  of  brute  De- 
sire, 

'Twould  shrink  and  shrivel  to  the 
ground : 

*'  Who  seeks  in  Love's  pure  stream 

to  lave 
His  gross  heart,  finds  damnation 

near; 


Who  laves  in  Love  his  spirit  clear 
Shall    win    Salvation    from    the 


wave 


»• 


And  now^  again,  is  when  tl'.c  plain- 
tive lay 

Of  Wolfram  warbled  to  harmonious 
close, 

The  crowd  grew  glad  with  plaudi*.s ; 
and  again 

Tannhauser,  ruffled,  rose  his  height, 
and  smote 

Rude  in  the  chords  his  prelude  ot 
reply :  — 

•'What  Love  is  this  that  melts 

with  Ruth, 
Whose  murmurs  are  the  voice  of 

Truth  ? 
Ye  daz6d  singers,  cease  to  dream, 
And   learn    of   me    your    human 

theme : 
Of  that  great  Passion   at  whose 

feet 
The  vassal-world  lies  low, 
Of  Love   the  mighty,   Love  the 

sweet , 
I  sing,  who  reigns  below ; 
Who    makes    men    fierce,   tame, 

wild,  or  kind, 
Sovran  of  everj'  mood, 
Who  rules  the  heart,  and  rules  the 

mind. 
And  courses  through  the  blood  : 
Slave  of  that  levisli  Power  I  sing, 
Dispenser  of  all  good, 
Whose   pleasure-fountain   is   the 

spring 
Of  sole  beatitude. 

*  Sing  ye  of  Love  ye  ne'er  pos- 
sessed 

\ii  wretched  tropes  —  a  vain  em- 
ployment ! 

I  sing  the  passion  in  my  breast. 

And  know  Love  only  in  Enjoy- 
ment.'' 

To  whom,  while  all  the  rustling  hall 
was  moved 

With  stormy  indignation,  stem  up- 
rose, 


TANNHaUSER; 


Hills  ^ 


r  Wilfrid  of  the 


"  Up.  miustrels!  rally  lo  the  cry 
Of  outriiguU  Ijove  aiiiI  Lojaity; 
Drive   on   tliU  Bl&udiTur,  all  the 

Anil  Mluy  lilm  Iti  a  Mtorm  or  soii;^. 
()  leclierJ  shall  I  siug  to  Ihei- 
or  Lovu'h  untaiutetl  )iiirl:v, 
Uf  xiniple  Faltli.  aud.ti-iitler  Rulii, 
Of  Cliustity  and  loyal  Trulli  ? 
Ab  well  xing   Day's   ri'splenitent 

birth 
To  the  blind  mole  that  delves  the  i 
eartli,  | 

Am  seek  from  f-ross  liearls,  slough- 
ed ill  sin. 


For   l^ve,   llie   Avenger    of   hi!" 

Ciruat   ■•live,  tlic   chivalrous  and 

slniiijt. 
To  wlione  wide  )?""■?  "11  anna  be- 

lonii. 
The    Iriiiee,   the    bnltte-a\e,    and 

And  eke  the  mastery  in  song. 
"  Luve  in  mv  heart  In  all  the  pride 
or  kliiKhood  sits,  and  iit  his  i^ide, 
To  do  Ihe  bidding  of  his  lord. 
Martial  Valor  Imlds  the  sword : 
He  Htrlkua  for  honor,  In  the  nnnie 
or  Virtue  ond  fair  wunian'x  fume. 
And  bidij  inc  shed    my  dearest 

bloiMl 
To  avencfe  aspi-rsCil  niaidenlmuil : 
Who  soils  her  wllh  lireiitiitns  lie, 
illiii   n'ttl   I   hen-    bi>ih   lil]>    and 

thigh. 
Or  in  her  eunsc  will  ileni'ly  die. 
But  Ihou,  ivho  In  thy  flashy  song 
Ila-it    siiught   to    do    <il\    Iloniir 

Pass  on.  —  I   will   not  stoop  my 

Tu  snille  thee,  nor  lay  lauce  in 


Th,"  brawlinja;  words,  of  riot  born 
An  worthy  only  of  tny  scorn; 
Thus  at  thy  ears  this  song  I  fling. 
Which  In  thy  heart  nuj  plant  Its' 

sting. 
Ifruined  Conscience  jetmaywrin? 
Itemorse  from  sueli  a  gu  Illy  thing." 

.Scarce  fl-oin  his  lips  had  ported  th.' 

last  word 
When,  through  the  rapturoiui  praise 

that  rang  around. 
Fierce  from  bis  seat,  uprising,  red 

with  rage. 
With  scornful  Up,  and  contumelious 

eye, 


"  Floutest  thou  me,  thou  grimly 

liurd? 
Beware,  le.^t  I  Ihe  Just  reward 
On  thy  puffed  insolence  bestow. 
And  cicavc  thee  with  my  falchion's 

blow,  — 
When  I  in  song  have  laid  thee  low. 
1  serve  a  Mistress  mightier  far 
Thau   tinkling  rill,  or  twinkling 


And  roll  before  me  lOfe  •»  ball. 

■■  Thou     pouper.raindtd      pedant 

dim, 
Thoii  slarveling-soul,  lean   hear; 

and  &rlm, 
Wonhisi  Ihou  of  Love  thepratsi^s 

hvmii  ? 
Then  hi  llie  ;:nnnt  hyens  howl 
In  praise  of  Tiiv;  let  the  owl 
Whoop  Ihe  high   glories   of  tiii^ 

And   (lie  hoarse  chougU  becronk 

What  canst  thou  prate  of  Lovo  ? 
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She  never  graced  thy  open  brow, 
Nor  flushed  thy  cheek,  nor  blos- 
somed fair 
Upon  thy  parted  lips ;  nor  e'er 
Bade  unpen t  passion  wiUlly  start 
Throujjfh   the    forced   portals   of 

thy  heart 
To  stream  in  triumph  from  thine 

eye, 
Or  else  dt  licious  death  to  die 
On  other  lips,  in  sigh  on  sigh. 


(( 


Of  Love,  dispenser  of  all  bliss, 
Of  Love,  that  crowns  me  with  a 

Iciss, 
I   here  proclaim    me   champion- 
knight  ; 
And  in  her  cause  will  dearly  fight 
Witli  sword  or  song,  in  hall  or 

plain. 
And  make  tlie  welkin  ring  again 
Witli  my  fierce  blows,  or  fervent 

strain. 
But  for  such  Love  as  thou  canst 

feel, 
Thou  wisely  hast  abjured  the  steel, 
Averse  to  lay  thy  hand  on  hilt. 
On  in  her  honor  ride  a  tilt : 
Tame    Love   full  tamely  may'st 

thou  jilt, 
And  keep  bone  wliole,  and  blood 

unspilt." 

Out  fluslied  Sir  Wilfrid's  weapon, 

and  out  leapt 
From  every  angry  eye  a  thousand 

darts 
Of  unsheathed   indignation,  and  a 

shout 
Went  up  among  the  rafters,  and  the 

Hall 
Swayed  to  and  fro  with  tumult ;  till 

the  voice 
Of  our  liege  lord  roared  "  Peace  I  " 

and,  midst  the  clang 
Of  those  wlio  parted  the  incens6d 

bards, 
Sounded    the    harp    of    Wolfram. 

Calm  he  stood, 
He  only  calm  of  all  the  brawling 

crowd 


Which  yet,  as  is  its  wont,  contagion 

caught 
From  neighboring  nobleness,  and  a 

stillness  I'ell 
On  all,  and  in  the  stillness  soft  ho 

sang : 

'*  O,  from  your  sacred  seats  look 

down, 
Angels  and  ministers  of  good; 
With  sanctity  our  spirits  crown, 
And  crush  the  vices  of  the  blood ! 

'*  Open  our  hearts  and  set  them 

free. 
That  heavenly  light  may  enter  in ; 
And  from  this  fair  society 
Obliterate  the  taint  of  sin. 

"  Thee,  holy  Love,  I  bid  arise 
Propitious  to  my  votive  lay ; 
Shine   thou   upon  our   darkened 

eyes, 
And  lead  us  on  the  perfect  way; 

•*  As,  in  the  likeness  of  a  Star, 
Thou  once  arosest,  guidance  meet, 
And  led'st  the  sages  from  afar 
To  sit  at  holy  Jesu's  feet  : 

"  So  guide  us,  safe  from  Satan's 

snares, 
Shine    out,   sweet   Star,   around, 

above, 
Till  we  have  scaled  the  mighty 

stairs. 
And  reached  thv  mansions,  lleav- 

enly  Love !  " 

Then,  while  great  shouts  went  up  of 
"  Give  tlie  prize 

To  Wolfram,"  leapt  Tannhiluser 
from  his  seat, 

Fierce  passion  flaming  from  his  lus- 
trous orbs. 

And,  as  a  sinner,  desperate  to  add 

Depth  to  damnation  by  one  latest 
crime, 

Dies  boastful  of  his  blasphemies  — 
even  so, 

Tannhiluser,  conscious  of  the  last 
disgrace 
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Incurred  by  such  soug  in  such  com- 
pany, 

Intent  to  vaunt  the  vastness  of  his 
sin, 

Thus,  as  in  ecstasy,  the  song  re- 
newed : 


(( 


Goddess  of  Beauty,  thee  I  liyinn, 
And  ever  worsliip  at  tliy  shrine; 
Thou,  who  on  mortjil  senses  dim 
Descending,  malcest  man  divine. 

**  Wlio  hath  embraced  thee  on  thy 

tlirone, 
And  pastured  on  thy  royal  Iciss, 
He,   happy,    knows,   and    Icnows 

alone, 
Love's  full  beatitude  of  bliss. 

"  Grim  bards,  of  Love  who  noth- 
in*r  know. 

Now  cease  the  unequal  strife  be- 
tween us ; 

Dare  as  I  dared;  to  Ilorsel  p:o, 

And  taste  Love  on  the  lips  of 
Venus." 

Uprose  on  every  side  and  rustled 
down 

The  affrliihted  dames ;  and,  like  the 
shudderiiijr  crowd 

Of  party-colored  leaves  that  flits  be- 
fore 

The  gust  of  mid  October,  all  at  once 

A  hundred  jewelled  slioulders,  hud- 
dling, swept 

The  hall,  and  slanted  to  the  doors, 
and  fled 

Before  the  storm,  which  now  from 
shaggy  brows 

'Gan  dart  indignant  lightnings.  One 
alone 

Of  all  that  awe-strnck  womanhood 
remained. 

The  Princess.  She,  a  purple  hare- 
bell frail, 

That,  swathed  with  whirlwind,  to 
the  bleak  rock  clings 

When  half  a  forest  falls  before  the 
blast, 

liooted  in  utter  wretchedness,  and 
rolxMl 


In  mockery  of  splendid  state,  still 
sat; 

Still  watched  the  waste  that  widened 
in  her  life; 

And  looked  as  one  that  in  a  night- 
mare hangs 

Upon  an  edge  of  horror,  while  from 
beneath 

The  creeping  billow  of  calamity 

Sprays  all  his  hair  with  cold;  but 
hand  or  foot 

He  may  not  move,  because  the  form- 
less Fear 

Gapes  vast  behlndhlra.  Grief  within 
the  void 

Of  herstark  eyes  stood  tearless :  ter- 
ror blanched 

Her  countenance;  and,  over  clouily 
brows, 

The  shaken  diamond  made  a  rest- 
less light, 

And  trembled  as  the  trembling  star 
that  hangs 

O'er  Cassiopeia  i'  the  windy  north. 

But  now,  from  farthest  end  to  end 

of  all 
The  sullen     movement    swanninir 

underneath, 
UproUed    deep    hollow    groans    of 

growing  wrath. 
And,    where    ere  while    in    rainbow 

crescent  ranged 
The  bright- eyed  beauties    of    the 

court,  fast  thronged 
Faces  inflamed  with  wrath,  that  r.»se 

and  fell  [twcen 

TumulUiously   gathering   from    be- 
Sharp-slanting  lanes  of  steel.     For 

every  sword 
Flashed  bare  upon  a  sudden;    and 

over  these, 
Through  the  wide  bursten  doors  the 

sinking  sun 
Streamed    lurid,    lighting    up    that 

steely  sea : 
Which,  sjiotted  white   with   foamy 

plunu'S,  and  ridged 
With    glittering   iron,    clashed    to- 
gether and  closed 
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About  Tanuhftuser.  Careless  of  the 
^rath 

liouAecl  by  his  own  rash  song,  the 
si uger  stood;  [fooled 

Jtapt  iu  remeiiibraDce,  or  by  faucy 

A  visionary  Veuus  to  pursue, 

With  eyes  that  roamed  iu  rapture 
the  blanit  air. 

Until  the  sharp  light  of  a  hundred 
swords 

Smote  on  the  fatal  trance,  and  scat- 
tered all  [sheath 

Its  fervid  fascination.     Swift  from 

Then  leapt  the  glaive  and  glittered 
in  his  hand, 

And  warily,  with  eye  upon  the  watch, 

lleceding  to  the  mighty  main  sup- 
port 

That,  from  the  centre,  propped  the 
ponderous  roof, 

There,  based  against  the  pillar,  front- 
inc:  full 

His  sudden  foes,  he  rested  resolute, 

Awaiting  assault. 

But,  hollow  as  a  bell, 

That  tolls  for  tempest  from  a  storm- 
clad  tower, 

Rang  through  the  jangling  shock  of 
arms  and  men 

The  loud  voice  of  the  Landgrave. 
Wide  he  swept 

The  solemn  sceptre,  crying  "Peace !" 
then  said : 

**Ye  Lieges  of  Thuringia!  whose 
just  scorn, 

In  judianent  sitting  on  your  right- 
eous brows, 

Would  seem  to  have  forecast  the 
dubious  doom 

Awaiting  our  decision;  ye  have 
heard, 

Not  wrung  by  torture  from  your 
reluctant  lips. 

Nor  yet  breathed  forth  with  peni- 
tential pain 

In  prayer  for  pardon,  nay,  but  rather 
fledged 

And  barbed  with  boasted  insolence, 
such  a  crime 


Confest,  as  turns  to  burning  coals 

of  wrath 
The  dewy  eyes  of  Pity,  nor  to  Hope 
One  refuge  spares,  save  such  as  rests 

perchance 
Within  the  bounteous  bosom  of  the 

Church ; 
Who,  caring  for  the  frailty  of  her 

flock, 
Holds  mercy  measureless  as  heaven 

is  high. 
Shuddering,  ourselves  have  listeued 

to  what  breaks 
All  bonds  that  bound  to  this  un- 
happy man 
The      covenanted      courtesies     of 

knights,  [fast 

The  loyalties  of  lives  by  faith  knit 
In  spiritual  communion.     What  be- 
hooves. 
After  deliberation,  to  award 
In  sentence,  I  to  your  high  council 

leave, 
Undoubting.     What  may  mitigate 

in  aught 
The  weight  of  this  acknowledged 

infamy 
Weigh  with  due  balance.    What  to 

justice  stern 
Mild-minded  mercy  )'etmay  reconcile 
Search  inly.    Not  with  rashness,  not 

in  wrath. 
Invoking  from  the  right  hand   of 

high  God 
His  dread  irrevocable  angel.  Death ; 
Yet  not  unwary  how  one  spark  of 

hell, 
If  unextinguished  down  the  night 

of  time 
May,  like  the  wreckers'  beacon  from 

the  reefs, 
Lure    many    to    destruction :     nor 

indeed  [steel 

Unmindful  of  the  doom  by  Are  or 
This  realm's  supreme  tribunals  have 

reserved 
For  those  that,  dealing  in  damna- 
tion, hold 
Dark  commerce  with  the  common 

foe  of  man. 
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Weigh  you  iu  all  its  circumstance 

this  crime : 
And,  worthily  judg'mg,  though  your 

judgment  be 
As  sharp  as  conscieuce,  be  it  as  cou- 

scieuce  clear." 

He  ended :  and  a  bitter  interval 
Of  silence  o'er  the  solemn  hall  con- 
gealed, 
Like  frost  on  a  waste  water,  in  a 

place 
Where  rocks  confront  each  other. 

Marshalled  round, 
Black-bearded  cheek  and  chin,  with 

hand  on  heft 
Bent  o'er    the    pommels    of    their 

planted  swords 
A  dreary  cirque  of  faces  ominous, 
The  sullen  barons  on  each  other 

stared 
Significant.    As,  ere  the  storm  de- 
scends 
Upon  a  Druid  grove,  the  great  trees 

stand 
Looking  one  way,  and  stiller  than 

their  wont, 
Until  the  thunder,  rolling,  frees  the 

wind 
That  rocks  themal together ;  even  so. 
That  savage  circle  of  grim-gnarl6d 

men. 
Awhile  iu   silence  storing  stormy 

thoughts, 
Stood    breathless;    till  a    murmur 

moved  them  all, 
And   louder  growing,  and   louder, 

burst  at  last 
To  a  universal  irrepressible  roar 
Of  voices  roaring,  "  Let  him  die  the 

death ! " 
And,  in  tliat  roar  released,  a  hundred 

swords 
Hushed  forward,  and  in  narrowing 

circle  sloped 
Sharp  rims  of  shining  horror  round 

the  doomed. 
Undaunted  minstrel.    Then  a  pite- 
ous crv ; 


The  princess,  gleaming  like  a  ghost, 

aud  slid 
Among  the  swords,  and  standing  iu 

the  midst 
Swept  a  wild  arm  of  prohibition 

forth. 
Cowering,  recoiled  the  angry,  baffled 

surge. 
Leaving  on  either  side  a  horrid  hedge 
Of  rifted  glare,  as  when  the  Red  Sea 

waves 
Hung  heaped  and  sundered,  ere  they 

roaring  fell 
On  Egypt's  chariots.    So  there  came 

a  hush; 
And  in  the  hush  her  voice,  heavy 

with  scorn : 

**  Or  shall  I  call  you  men?  or  beasts? 

who  seem 
No  nobler  than  the  bloodhound  and 

the  wolf 
Which  scorn  to  prey  upon    their 

proper  kind ! 
Christians  1  will  not  call  you  I  who 

defraud 
That    much -misapprehended    holy 

name 
Of  reverence  due  by  such  a  deed  as, 

done, 
Will  clash  against  the  charities  of 

Christ, 
And  make  a  marred  thing  and  a 

mockery 
Of  the  fair  face  of  Mercy.    You 

dull  hearts, 
And  hard  I  have  ye  no  pity  for  your 

selves? 
For  man  no  pity?  man  whose  com- 
mon cause 
Is  shamed  and  saddened  by  the  stain 

that  falls 
Upon  a  noble  nature!     You  hWnd 

hands, 
Thrust  out  so  fast  to  smite  a  fallen 

friend ! 
Did  ye  not  all  conspire,  whilst  yet 

he  stood  [forth 

The  stateliest  soul  among  you,  to  set 


And  flrom  the  puqile  baldachin  down  ■  And  fix  him  in  the  foremost  rank^ 


sprang 


of  men? 
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ontont  that  be,  your  best,  sbould 

bear  the  brunt, 
And  hcatl  the  van  against  the  scorn- 
ful ilcnd 
That  will  not  waste  his  weapons  on 

the  herd. 
But  saves   them    for  the   noblest. 

And  shall  Hell 
Triumph  through  you,  that  triumph 

in  the  shame 
Of    this    eclipse    that   blots    your 

brightest  out, 
And  leaves  you  dark  in  his  extin- 
guished light? 
O,  who  that  lives  but  hath  within 

his  heart 
Some  cause  to  dread  the  suddenness 

of  death? 
And  God  is  merciful ;  and  suffers  us, 
Even  for  our  sins'  sal^e ;  and  doth 

spare  us  time. 
Time  to  grow  ready,  time  to  take 

farewell  I 
And  send  us  monitors  and  minis- 
ters— 
Old  age,   that   steals  the   fullness 

from  the  veins ; 
And  griefs,  that  take  the  glory  from 

the  eyes ; 
And  pains,  that  bring  us  timely  news 

of  deatli ; 
And  tears,  that  teach  us  to  be  glad 

of  him.  [sins 

For  who  can  take  farewell  of  all  his 
Of  such  a  sudden  summons  to  the 

grave  ? 
Against  high  Heaven  hath  this  man 

sinned,  or  you  ? 
(J,  if  It  be  against  high  Heaven,  to 

Heaven 
Kemit  the  compt!   lest,  from  tlie 
\  armorv 

Of    the    Eternal  Justice  ye  pluck 

down, 
Heedless,  that  bolt  the  Highest  yet 

withholds 
From  this  low-fallen  head, — how 

fallen  I  how  low ! 
Yet  not  so  fallen,  not  so  low  fallen, 

but  what 


Diviue  Redemption,  reaching  every- 
where, 
May   reach    at    last    even    to  this 

wretchedness, 
And,  out  of  late  repentance,  raise  it 

up 
With  pardon  into  i>eace." 

She  paused :  she  touched, 
As  with  an  angel's  linger,  him  whose 

pride 
Obdurate  now  had  yielded,  and  he 

laid 
Vanquished  by  Pity,  broken  at  her 

feet. 
She,  lingering,  waited  answer,  but 

none  came 
Across  the  silence.    And  again  she 

spake : 

**  O,  not  for  him  alone,  and  not  for 

that 
Which  to  remember  now  makes  life 

for  me  • 

A  wilderness  of  homeless  griefs,  I 

plead 
Before  you;    but,   O  Princes,  for 

yourselves; 
For  all  that  In  your  nobler  nature 

stirs 
To  vindicate  Forgiveness  and  en- 
large [you. 
The  lovely  laws  of  Pity !     Which  of 
Here  in  the  witness  of  all-judging 

God, 
Stands   spotless  ?     Which   of  you 

will  boast  himself 
More    miserably    injured    by    this 

man 
Than   I,   whose  heart  of   all   that 

lived  in  it 
He  hath  untenanted  ?    O,  hoiTU)lo  i 
Unheard  of!  from  the  bless6d  lap 

of  life  [sins, 

To  send  the  soul,  asleep  In  all  her 
Down  to  perdition!     Be  not  your? 

the  hands 
To  do  tliis  desperate  wrong  in  si'^ht 

of  all 
The  ruthful  faces  of  the  Saints  iu 

Heaven." 
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She  passionately  pleading  thus,  her 

voice 
Over  their  hearts  moved  like  that 

earnest  wind 
That,  laboring  long  against  some 

great  nigh  cloud, 
Sets  free,  at  last,  a  solitary  star. 
Then  sinks;   but  leaves  the  night 

not  all  forlorn 
The  soft  rain  o'ercomes  it. 

This  long  while 
Wolfram,   whose    harp  and  voice 

were  overborne 
By  burly  brawlers  iu  the  turbulence 
That    shook    that    stormy  senate, 

stood  apart 
With  vainly-vigilant  eye, and  wri  then 

hands, 
All  in  mute  trouble :  too  gentle  to 

approve. 
Too  gentle  to  prevent,  what  passed  : 

and  still 
Divided    himself    'twixt    sharpest 

grief  [drear 

To  see  his  friend  so  fallen,  and  a 
Strange  horror  of  the  crime  where- 
by he  fell. 
So,  like  a  headland  light  that  down 

dark  waves 
Shines   o'er  some  sinking  ship  It 

falls  to  save, 
Looked  the  pale   singer  down   the 

lurid  hall. 
But  when  the  pure  voice  of  Eliza- 
beth 
Ceased,  and  clear-lighted  all  with 

noble  thoughts 
Her  face  glowed  as  an  angel's,  the 

sweet  Bard, 
Whose  generous  heart  had  scaled 

with  that  loved  voice 
Up    to    the    lofty  levels  Avherc   It 

ceased, 
Stood  forth,  and  from  the  dubious 

silence  caught 
And  carried  up  the  purpose  of  her 

prayer;  [heart, 

And  drew  it  out,  nnd  drove  it  to  tbf, 
A.nd  clenched  It  with  conviction  fj 

the  mind, 


And  fixed  it  firm  in  judgment 

From  deep  mase 
The    Landgrave    started,    toward 

Tannhftuser  strode. 
And,  standing  o  cr  him  with  an  eye 

wherein 
Salt    sorrow    and    a   moody   pity 

gleamed, 
Spake  hoarse  of  utterance : 

*' Arise!  go  forth  I 
Go  from  us,  mantled  in  the  shames 

which  make 
Thee,    stranger    whom    mine    eye 

henceforth  abhors. 
The  mockery  of  the  man  I  loved, 

and  mourn. 
Go  from  these  halls  yet  holy  with 

the  voice 
Of  her  whose  intercession  for  thy 

8ake,  — 
If  ary  sa^^r^d  sorrow  yet  survive 
All    r;ined  virtues,  —  in    remorse 

sliall  steep 
Th/  luemory  of  her  wrongs.     For 

thee  remains 
Oit;!  hope,  unhappiest !  reject  it  not. 
Thore  goeth  a  holy  pilgrimage  to 

liome, 
AVhich  not  yet  from  the  borders  of 

our  land 
Is  parted;   pious  souls  and  meek, 

whom  thou 
Haply   may'st  join,   and  of   those 

holy  hands, 
AVhich  sole  have  power  to  bind  or 

loose,  receive  [alone 

Kenilsslon   of    thv   sin.     For    save 
The   hand   of   Christ's   high  Vicar 

upon  earth 
A  hurt  so  heinous  what  may  heal  ? 

What  save 
A  soul  so  fallen  ?    Go  forth  upon 

thy  ways, 
Whlcn  are  not  ours :    for  we  no 

more  may  mix 
Con.i'^enlal  n>inds  In  converse  sweet. 

no  more  [hear 

Together  pace  these  halls,  nor  ever 
Thy  harp  as  once  Avheu  slV  was  pur» 

and  glad, 
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Among  the  days  which  have  been. 

All  thy  paths 
Henceforth  be  paths  of  penitence 

and  prayer, 
Whilst  over  ours  thy  memory  mov- 

inii:  malces 
A  shadow,  and  a  silence  in  our  talk. 
Get  thee  IVoui  hence,  O  all  that  now 

remains 
Of  one  we  honored !     Till  the  hand 

that  holds 
The  keys  of  heaven  hath  opod  for 

thee  the  doors 
Of  life  in  that  far  distance,  let  mine 

eye 
8ee  thee  no  more.    Go  ft*om  us !  " 

Even  then, 

Kven  whilst  he  spake,  like  some 
sweet  miracle, 

From  darkening  lands  that  glim- 
mered through  the  (ioors 

<'ame,  faintly  heard  along  the  fllmy 
air 

That  bore  it  floating  near,  a  choral 
chant 

4)r  pilgrims  pacing  by  the  castle 
wall; 

And  "  salvnm  mnfac  Domine  '*  they 
sung 

Sonorous,  in  the  ghostly  going  out  ( 

Of  the  re(l-litteu  eve  along  the  land.  I 

Then,  like  a  hand  across  the  heart  | 

of  him  I 

That   heard   it  moved  that    music ; 

from  afar, 
And  beckoned  forth  tlie  better  hope 

which  leads 
A  man*s  life  up  along  the  rugged 

road 
Of  high  resolve.  Tannhftuser  moveil, 

as  moves 
The  folded  serpent  smitten  by  the 

spriui; 
And  stirred  with  sudden  sunlight, 

when  he  casts  i 

His  spotted   skin,  and,  renovated, 

gleams  ; 

With   novel  hues.      One  lingering  • 

long  look,  I 


Wild  with  remorse  and  vague  with 

va^^t  regrsts. 
He  lifted  to  Elizabeth.  His  thoughts 
Wcra  then  as  those  dumb  creatures 

in  their  pain 
That  makes  a  language  of  a  look. 

He  tossed 
Aloft  his   arms,  and  down  to  the 

great  doors 
With  drooped  brows  striding,groan 

e<l  '*  To  Home,  to  Rome !  " 
Whilst  the   deep  hall    behind   him 

caught  the  cry 
And  drove  it  clamorous  after  Inm, 

from  all 
Its     hollow     roofs     reverberating 

'♦  Rome !  *' 

A  fleeting  darkness  through  the 
lurid  arch; 

A  flying  form  along  the  glare  be- 
yond ; 

And  he  was  gone.  The  scowling 
Eve  reached  out 

Across  the  hills  a  flery  arm.  and 
took 

TannhauNcr  to  her,  like  a  sudden 
death. 

So  ended  that  great  battle  of  the 

Bards, 
Whereof  some  rumor  to  the  end  of 

time 
Will  echo  in  this  land. 

And,  voided  ncv 
Of  all  his   multitudes,  the  mights- 
Hall, 
Dumb,  dismally  dispageanted,  lai<; 

bare 
His  ghostly  galleries  to  the  mournfu! 

moon ; 
And  Night  came  down,  and  Silenc,: 

and  the  twain 
Minified     J)eneath     the     starlight. 

AVheeled  at  Avill 
The  flitter-wing6(l  bat  round  lonel; 

towers 
Where,  one  by  one,  from  darkenin*: 

casements  died 
The  taper's  sliine ;  the  howlet  froiL 

the  hills 
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Whooped;     aud    Elizabeth,   aloue 

with  Night 
And  Silence,  and  the  Ghost  of  her 

slain  youth, 
Lay  lost  among  the  ruins  of  that 

day. 

As  when  the  butleting  gusts,  that 
f  adverse  blow 

Over  the  Carribbean  Sea,  conspire 


Writhing  and  riven ;  and  her  bur* 
thened  brain 

Blind  with  the  weight  of  tears  tliat 
would  not  flow. 

But  when,  at  last,  the  healing  hand 
of  Time 

Had  wrought  repair  npoti  her  shat- 
tered frame : 

And  t-liose  unskilleil  physicians  of 
the  mind  — 


Conflicting  breatlis,  aud,  *avasely  \  i„,portun.ite,  fon.l  friends,  a  host  of 

oegot,  j^.^ 

The  fierce  toniado  rotiitory  wheels,  I  j^^^,  ^  solitude. 

Or  sweeps  centr.petal,  or,  all  forces  ^^^^  ^^^^^^^^^         . 

Whirli^'ciTcling  o'er  the  maddened  {  ^^^^^  "^^^^  J^^^^^^'  *"^  ^^^""'^  ^'^ 
waves,  aud  they  ^yj^j^  ^^^^^  mechanic  motions,  such 


Lift  up  their  foaming  backs  beneath 
the  keel 

Of  some  frail  vessel,  and,  careering 
high 

Over  a  sunkeL  rock,  with  a  sudden 
pluuge 

Confound      her,  —  stunned      and 
strained,  upon  the  peak. 

Poising  one  moment,  ere  she  for- 
ward fall 

To  float,  dishelmed,  a  wreck  upon  ; 
the  waves 


as  make 
A  mockery  of  life.    Yet  gave  she 

never. 
By  weeping  or  by  wailing,  outward 

sign 
Of  that  great  inward  agony  tliat  she 

bore ; 
For  she  was   not  of  those  whose 

sternest  sorrow 
Outpours  in  plaints,  or  weeps  itself 

in  dew; 


So  rose. engendered  by  what  f  nrioi.s  :  ^''^  P"":*,""*'^'  "^"^  ""^  ""^  *''<^  •""'P^ 

blasts  SOULS 

i\«    „    ;  «  ♦K,*<'«ii  u.,..^««o««  ♦!,  .♦  Wliose  crrief  comes  tempered  with 

Of  passion,  that  fell  hurricane  that  ^     .^^  ^  ^^^^    ^ 

Elizabeth  to  her  doom,  and  left  Iilm-  ^^>»  through  long  weeks  and  many  a 

„Q^y  weary  moon, 

A   helmless  hull  upon   the   savage  ^il^'"^  «"\l  self-involved,  without  a 


seas 


siirh. 


Of  life,  without  an  aim,  to  float  for-    ^»^^^  suftered.     There,  whence  con- 

\^yY\,  solation  comes. 

She  souglit  it  —  at  the  foot  of  Jcsu's 
Longwhile.  still  shuddering  from  the  cross, 

shock  that  jarred  And   on   the  bosom  of  the  Virgin 

The   baso^i   of    her   being,   piteous  spouse, 

wreck  ,  Aud  in  communion  with  the  blessed 

Of  ruined  hopes,  upon  her  couch  she  I  Saints. 

lay.  But  chief  for  him  she  prayed  whose 

Of  life  and  time  oblivious;  all  her  !  grievous  sin 

mind,  ,  Had  wrought  her  desolation;    Gvxi 

Locked  in  a  rigid  agony  of  grief,  besouy:ht 


Clasping,    convulsed,    its    unwept 
woe ;  her  heart 


To  touch  the  leprous  soul  and  make 
it  clean  •, 
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And  sued  the  HeaA'eDly  Pastor  to  re 

call 

The  lost  sheep,  wandering  from  the 

pleasant  wa3\s,  ■  r^x^^  ,..,♦.  i  :^     •  i  i     i  .1 

Back  to  the  pasture  of  the  paths  of  !  ^ime  put  Jus  sickle  in  among  tlm 


To  be  his  unseen  minister,  and  draw 
A  drowning  conscience  from  the 
deeps  of  Hell. 


peace. 

So  thrice  a  day,  what  time  the  blush- 
ing morn 
Crimsoned  the  orient  sky,  and  when 

the  sun 
Glared  from  mid-heaven  or  weltered 

in  the  west, 
Fervent  she  prayed ;  nor  in  the  niglit 

forewent 
Her  vigils ;  till  at  last  from  prayer 

she  drew 
A  calm  into  her  soul,  and  in  that 

calm 
Heard    a    low   whisper  —  like    the 

l)reeze  tliat  breaks 
The  deep  peace  of  the  forest  ere  the 

chirp 
Of  earliest  bird  salutes  tlie  advent 

Day  — 
Thrill  tlirough  lier,  lierald   of  the 

dawn  of  Hope. 


lUitlie    Summer    came,    and    into 

dimples  danced 
The  fair  and  fructifying  Earth,  anon 
Showering  the  gathered  guerdon  of 

her  play 
Into   the  lap  of  Autumn;   Autumn 

stored 
The  gift,  piled  ready  to  the  palsieil 

hand 
Of  blind  and  begging  Winter;  and 

when  he 
Closed  his  well-provendered  days, 

Spring  lightly  came 
And  scattered  sweets  upon  his  sul- 
len grave. 
And  twice  the  seasons  passed,  the 

sisters  three 
Doing  glad  service  for  their  hoary 

In'other, 
And  twice  twelve  moons  had  waxed 


^,  ,     ,        ,  ^        ^    .,  ,      .  autJ  Avaned,  and  twice 

Then  most  she  loved  from  forth  her  -phe    weary   world    had    pilgrimed 

•loaty  tower  j  round  t lie  sun, 

Listles«.   to   watch   tlie  Irrevocable  j  ^yiien  from  the  outskirts  of  the  land 

^'^^*"*^''^  there  came 


Kumor  of  footsore  penitents  from 

Home 
Keturning,  jubilant  of  remitted  sin. 


Roll  on,  and  daylight  waste  itself 

away 
Along     those     dreaming     woods, 

whence  evermore 
She  mused,  "  He  will  return;  "  and    So  chanced  it,  on  a  silent  April  eve 

fondly  Avove  The  westering  sun  along  the  Wart- 

Her  webs  of  wistful  fantasy  till  the  burg  vale 

moon        .  '  Shot  level   beams,  and  into  glory 

Was  high  in  heaven,  and  in  its  light  j  touched 

she  kneeled.  The  image  of  Madonna,  —  where  it 

A  faded  watcher  through  the  weary  stands 

night.  Hard  by  the  common  way  that  climbs 

A.  meek,  sweet  statue  at  the  silver  the  steep.  — 

.  shrines,  The  imaire  of  Madonna,  and  the  face 

In  deep,  perpetual  prayer  for  him    Of  meek  Elizabeth  turned  towards 

she  loved.  ,  the  Queen 

And  ft-om  the  pitying  Sisterhood  of    Of  Sorrows,  sorrowful  in  patient 


Saints 

Haply  that  prayer  shall  win  an  angel 
down 


prayer ; 
When,  through  the  silence  and  the 
sleepy  leaves, 
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A  breeze  blew  up  the  vale,  and  on 

the  breeze 
Floated  a  plaintive  music.    She  that 

heard, 
Trembled;    the    prayer   upon    her 

parted  lips 
Suspended  hung,  and  one  swift  hand 

she  pressed 
Against  the  palpitating  heart  whose 

throbs 
Confused  the  cunniug  of  her  ears. 

Ah  God!  [joy? 

Was  this  the  voice  of  her  leturniug 
Tiie  psalm  of  shriven  pilgriuis  to 

their  homos 
Keturning?    Ay  I  it  swells  upon  the 

breeze 
The  "  Nunc  Dimittis  "  of  glatl  souls 

that  sue 
After  salvation  seen  to  part  in  peace. 
Then  up  she  sprung,  and  to  a  neigh- 
boring copse 
Swift  as  a  startled  hind,  when  the 

ghostly  moou 
Draws    sudden    o'er    the    silvered 

heather-bells 
The  monstrous  shadow  of  a  cloud, 

she  sped ; 
Pausing,    low-crouched,    within    a 

maze  of  shrubs. 
Whose  emerald  slivers  fringed  the 

rugged  way 
So  broad,  the  pilgrims*  garmeuts  as 

they  passed 
Would  brush  the  leaves  that  hid  her. 

And  .anon 
They  came  in  double  rank,  and  two 

by  two. 
With  cumbered  steps,  with  haggard 

gait  that  told 
Of  bodily  toil  and  trouble,  with  be- 

soiled 
Aud    tattered   garments;    nathless 

with  glad  eyes, 
Whence  looked  the  soul  disburtheued 

of  her  sin, 
'^Umbing  the  rude  path,  two  by  two 

they  came. 
And   she,  that  watched  with  what 

Intensest  gaze 


Them  coming,  saw  old  faces  that 

slie  knew, 
Aud  every  face  turned  skywards, 

while  the  lips 
Poured  out  the  heavenly  psalm,  ana 

every  soul 
Sitting  seraphic  in  the  uptornedeyes 
With  holy  fervor  rapt  upon  the  song. 
And  still  they  came  and  passed,  aud 

still  she  gazed ; 
And  still  she  thought,  **  Now  comes 

he ! "  and  the  chant 
Went  heavenwards,  and  the  fil6d 

pilgrims  fared 
Beside  her,  till  their  tale  wellnigli 

wjis  told. 
Then  o*er  her  soul  a  shuddering  hor- 
ror crept,  [makes 
And,  in  that  agony  of  mind  tliat 
Doubt  more  intolerable  thandespair, 
With  sudden  hand  she  brushed  aside 

the  sprays, 
And  from  the  thicket  leaned  and 

looked.    The  last  [ken 

Of  all  the  pilgrims  stood  within  the 
Of  her  keen  gaze,  —  save  him  all 

scanned,  and  he 
No  sooner  scanned  than  caQCclletl 

from  her  eyes 
By  vivid  lids  swept  down  to  lash 

away 
Him  hateful,  being  other  than  she 

sought. 
So  for  a  space,  blind  with  dismay, 

she  paused, 
But,    he    approaching,    from     the 

thicket  leapt, 
Clutched  with  wrung  liands  his  robe, 

and  gasped,  "The  Knight 
That  with  you  went,  returns  not?" 

In  his  psalm 
The  fervid  pilgrim  made  no  pause,. 

yet  gazed 
At  his  wild  questioner,  intelligent 
Of  her  demand,  and  shook  his  head 

and  passed. 
Theu  she,  with  that  mute  answe' 

stabbed  to  the  heart, 
Sprung  forward,  clutched  him  y  ji 

once  more,  and  cried. 
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In  Mary's  name,  and  in  the  name    Her,  snatched  a  sweet  space  from 


of  God, 
Received  the  knight  his  shrift?" 

And,  once  again, 
The  pilgrim,  sorrowftil,  shoolc  his 

head  and  sighed, 
Sighed  in  the  singing  of  his  psalm, 

and  passed. 

Then  prone  slie  fell  upon  her  face, 

and  prone 
Within  her  mind  Hope's  shattered 

fabric  fell,  — 
The  dear  and  delicate  fabric  of  frail 

Hope 
Wrought  by  the  simple  cunning  of 

her  thoughts. 
That,  laboring  long,  through  many 

a  dreamy  day 
And  many  a  vigil  of  the  wakeful 

night, 
Piecemeal  had  reared  it,  patiently, 

w'ith  pain,  [pence. 

From  out  tlie  ruins  of  her  ancient 
O  ancient  Peace!  that  never  slialt 

return; 
O  ruined  hope!     O  Fancy!   over- 

foud, 
Futile  artificer  that  build'st  on  air. 
Marred  is  thy  handiwork,  and  thou 

slialt  please 
With  plastic  fantasies  her  soul  no 

more. 

So  lay  she  cold  against  the  callous 
ground, 


his  cruel  clutch, 
So  lay  she  cold  against  the  callous 

ground, 
And  none  was  uear  to  heed  her,  as 

the  sun. 
About  him  drawing  the  vast-skirted 

clouds, 
Went  down  behind  the  western  hill 

to  die. 

Now    Wolfram,   when    the    rumor 

reached  his  ears 
That,  from  their  quest  of  saving 

grace  returned. 
The  pilgrims  all  within  the  castle- 
court 
AVere  gathered,   flocked  about   by 

happy  friends, 
Passed  from  his  portal  swiftly,  and 

ran  out 
And  joined  the  clustering  crowd. 

Full  many  a  face. 
Wasted  and  wan,  he  recognized,  and 

clasped 
Full  many  a  lean  hand  clutching  af 

his  own. 
Of  those  who,  stretched  upon  the 

grass,  or  propped 
Against  the  bowlder-stones,  were 

pressed  about 
By  weeping  Avomen,  clamorous  to 

unbind 
Their  sandal-thongs  and  bathe  the 

bruis6d  feet 


Her  pale  face  pillowed  on  a  stone.  Then  up  and  down,   and    swiftly 

her  eyes  through  and  through, 

Wideopen,  fixed  into  a  ghastly  stare  And    round    about,    skirting    the 
That  knew  no  speculation;  for  her  crowd,  he  hurried, 

mind  With  greetings  fair  to  all ;  till,  filled 


Was  dark,  and  all  her  faculty  of 

thought 
Compassionately    cancelled.      But 

she  lay 
Not  in  the  embrace  of  loyal  Death, 

who  keeps 
His  bride  forever,  but  in  treacherous 

arms 
Of  Sleep  that,  sated,  will  restore  to 

Grief 


with  fear. 
Half -hopeless  of  his  quest,  yet  har 

boring  hope. 
He  paused    perplexed    beside    the 

castle  gates. 
There,  at  his  side,  the  youngest  of 

the  train,  [him 

A  blue-eyed  pilgrim  tarried,  and  to 
Turned    Wolfram    questioning    of 

Taunh&user's  /ate, 
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And  learnt  in  few  words  how,  his 

sin  pronounced 
Deadly  and  irremediable,  the  kn|ght 
Had  faded  from  before  the  awful 

face 
Of    Christ's   inccns6d  Vicar;    and 

none  knew 


Expectant  of  her  spirit,  at  the  foot 
Of  flights  of  blinding  brillianc}-  of 

stairs 
Innumerable,  that  through  the  riven 

skies 
Scaled  to  the  City  of  the  Saints  of 

God. 


Whither  he  wandered,  to  what  des- 1  Then,  wlien  thick  night  fell  on  his 

olate  lands,  ^  soul,  and  all 

Hiding  his  angiiisli  from  the  eyes  of!  The  vision  fled,  he  solitary  stood 


men. 
Then  Wolfram  groaned, and  clasped 

his  Iiauds,  and  cried, 
**  MerciAil  God !  **  and  fell  upon  his 

knees 
In  purpose  ns  of  prayer,  — iiut,  sud- 
denly. 
About  the  gate  the  crowd  moved, 

and  a  cry 
Went  up  for  space,  when,  rising,  he 

beheld 
Four  maids  wlio  on  a  pallet  bore  the 

form  [^rew 

Of   wnn    Elizabeth.      The   whisper 
That  she  had  met  tlie  pilgrims,  and 

Imd  leanurd 
Tannhiiuser's  fat<;,  and  fallen  beside 

the  wav. 
And  Wolfram,  in  the  ghastly  torch- 

liirht,  saw 
The   white    face    of    tliQ   Princess 

turned  to  his, 
And   for  a  space   their  eyes  met; 

then  she  raised 


A  craz6d  man  within  the  castle- 
court  ; 

Whence  issuing,  with  wild  eyes  and 
wandering  gait 

He  through  the  darkness,  groaning, 
passed  away. 

A 11  that  lone  night,  along  the  haunted 

hills, 
By  dizzy  brinks  of  mountain  pre- 
cipices, 
He  fleeted,  aimless  as  an  unased 

wind 
That  wastes  itself  about  a  wilder- 
ness. 
Sometimes  from  low-browed  caves, 

and  hollow  crofts, 

Under    the    hanijinir  woods    there 

came  and  went  [air. 

A  voice  of  Avail  upon  t'le  midnight 

As  of  a  lost  soul  mourning;    and 

the  voice 
Was  still  the  voice  of  his  remem- 
bered friend. 
One    hand    towards    Heaven,    and  I  Sometimes   (so   fancy  mocked  the 

smiled  as  who  should  say,       '  fears  she  bred!) 

*' O   friend,    I   journey  unto   (rod;!  He  heard  along  the  lone  and  eery 

farewell!"  land 

But  lie  could  answer  nothing;  for  |  Low  demon  laugliters;  and  a  sulle!! 

hi^  eves  strain 

AVerc    ))linded    by   his    tears,    and    Of  horror  swelled  upon  the  breeze; 

throuixh  his  tears  and  sounds 

Dimly,  as  in  a  dream,  he  saw  her   Of  wizard  dance,  with  shawm  and 

borne  timbrel,  Hew 

Up    the    broad  granite   steps  that   Kver  betwixt  waste  air  and  wandcr- 

Avind  within  i  inir  cloud 

The  palace;  and  his  inner  eye,  en-    O'er  pathless  peaks.    Then,  in  the 
tranced,  distance  tolled. 


Saw  in  a  vision  four  great  Angels 
stand. 


Or    seemed    to    toll,   a  knell:    the 
breezes  dropped : 
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And,  in    the    sudden    pause,    that 

passing  bell 
With  ghostly  summons  bade   him 

bacli  return 
To  where,  till  dawn,  a  shade  among  j 

the  shades 
Of  Wartburg,  watching  one   lone 

tower,  he  saw 
A   liglit    that  waned   with  all  his 

eartlily  hopes. 
The  calm  Dawn  came  and  from  the 

eastern  clitf, 
Athwart  the  gli^itening  slopes  and 

cold  green  copse, 
Called  to  him,  careless  of  a  grief 

not  hers ; 
But  he,  from  all  her  babbling  birds, 

and  all 
Her  vexing  sunlight,  with  a  weary 

heart 
Drew  close  the  darkness  of  the  glens 

and  glades 
About  him,  flying  through  the  forest 

deeps. 
And  day  and   night,  dim  eve  and 

dewy  dtiwn, 
Three  times    returning,   went  un- 

cared  for  by; 
And  thrice  the  double  twilights  rose 

and  fell 
About  a  land  where  nothing  seemed 

the  same,  [by. 

At  eve  or  dawn,  as  in  the  time  gone 
But,  when   the    fourth  day  like  a 

stranger  slipped 
To    his    unhonored    grave,    God's 

Angel  passed 
Across  the  threshold  of  the  Land- 
grave's hall, 
And  in  his  bosom  bore  to  endless 

peace 
The  weary  spirit  of  Elizabeth. 
Then,  in  tliathour,  when  Death  with 

gentle  hand 


Walled  safe  from  all  the  noisy  walks 

of  men 
In  some  green  place  of  peace  where 

daisies  groAV. 
His  tears  fell  in  the  twilight  with 

the  (lews. 
Soft  as  the  dews  that  with  the  twi- 
light fell, 
When,   over   scaiTed   and  weather- 
wounded  wails, 
Sharp-jagg6d  mount^iin  cones,  and 

tangled  quicks, 
Eve's  spirit  settling,  laid  the  land 

to  sleep 
In  skyey  trance.     Nor  yet  less  soft 

to  fuse 
Memory  with  hope,  and  earth  with 

heaven,  to  him. 
Athwart  the  harsher  anguish  of  that 

day, 
There  stole  with  tears  the  tender 

human  sense 
Of  heavenly  mercy.     Through  that 

milder  mood, 
Like  waifs  that  float  to  shore  when 

storms  are  spent, 
Flowed  to  his  tieart  old  memories  of 

his  friend, 
O'erwoven  with  the  weed  of  other 

griefs, 
Of  other  griefs  for  her  that  grieved 

no  more  — 
And  of  that  time  when,  like  a  blaz- 
ing star 
That  moves  and  mounts  between  the 

Lvre  and  Crown, 
Tannhiluser  shone;    ere  sin   came, 

and  with  sin 
Sorrow.     And  now  if  yet  Tanuhfln- 

ser  lived 
None  knew :   and  if  he  lived.  Avhat 

hope  in  life? 
And  if  he  lived  no  more,  what  rest 

in  death? 


Had  drooped  the  quiet  eyelids  o'er  I  But  every  way  the  dreadful  doom  of 
the  eyes  I  sin.  [tery 

That  Wolfram  loved,  to  Wolfram's  \  Thus,  musing  much  on  all  the  ra^'s- 
heart  there  came  !  Of  life,  and  death,  and  love  that  wiP 


A  calmness  like  the  calmness  of  a 
grave 


not  die,  [war 

He  wandered  forth,  incurious  of  the 
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Which  took  the  wont  of  other  days, 

and  wound 
Along  the  valley.    Now  the  nodding 

star 
Of  even,  and  the  deep,  the  dewy 

hour 
Held  all  the  sleeping  circle  of  the 

hills; 
Nor  any  cloud  the  stainless  heavens 

obscured. 
Save  where,  o'er  Horsel  folded  in 

the  frown 
Of  all  his  wicked  woods,  a  fleecy 

fringe 
Of  vapor  veiled  the  slowly  sinking 

moon. 
There,  in  the  shade,  the  stillness, 

o'er  his  harp 
Leaning,  of  love,  and  life,  and  death 

he  sang 
A  song  to  which  from  all  her  a^ry 

caves 
The  mountain  echo  murmured   in 

her  sleep. 
But,  as  the  last  strain  of  his  solemn 

song 
Died  otf  among  tlie  solitary  stars, 
There  came  in    answer  from   the 

folded  hills 
A  note  of  human  woe.    He  turned, 

he  looked 
That  wav  tiie  sound  came  o'er  the 

lonely  air ; 
And,  seeing,  yet  believed  not  that 

he  saw ; 
But,   nearer   moving,    saw    indeed 

hard  by. 
Dark  in  the  darkness  of  a  neighbor- 
ing hill. 
Lying  among  the  splintered  stones 

and  stubs 
Flat  in    the  fern,   with  limbs  dif- 
fused as  one  Like  a  dismantled  ruin.     And  Wol 
That,  having  fallen,  cares  to  rise  no  fram  said, 

more,  [age    "O  lost  I    Ijow  comest  thou,  uuab 

A  pilgrim ;  all  his  weeds  of  pilgrim- 1  solved,  once  more 

Hanging    and    torn,   his     sandals  |  Among    these    valleys    visited    by 


His  wreathM  staff. 

And  Wolfram  wistfUHy 
Looked  in  his  face,  and  knew  it  not. 

"  Alas  I 
Not  him,"  he  murmured,  **  not  my 

friend ! "    And  then, 
*♦  What  art  thou,  pilgrim?    whence 

thy  way?  how  fall'n 
In  this  wild  glen?  at  this  lone  hour 

abroad 
When  only  Grief  is  stirring?  "  Unto 

whom  [grass, 

That  other,  where  he  lay  in  the  long 
Not  rising,  but  with  petulant  ges- 
ture, **  Hence !  " 
Whate'er  I  am,  it  skills  not.     Thee 

I  know 
Full  well,  Sir  WolfVara  of  the  Wil- 

lowbrook. 
The  well-belov6d  Singer! " 

Like  a  dart 
From  a  friend's  hand    that  voice 

through  Wolfram  went : 
For  Memory  ovei  all  the  ravaged 

form 
WherefVom    it    issued,   wandering 

failed  to  llnd 
The  man  she  mourned;    but  Wol- 
fram, to  the  voice 
No  stranger,  started  smlt  with  pain, 

as  all 
The  past  on  those  sharp  tones  came 

back  to  break 
His  heart  with  hopeless  knowledge. 

And  he  cried, 
"Alas,    my     brother!"      Such    a 

change,  .^^o  drear, 
In  all  so  unlike  all  that  once  he  was 
Showed  the  lost  knight  Tannhftuser, 

where  he  lay 
Fallen  across  the  split  and  morselled 


crags 


stained  with  blood 
Of  biiiis^d  feet,  and,  broken  in  his 
band. 


death, 

And  shadowed  with  the  shadow  of 
thy  sin?" 
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Whereto  in  scorn  Tauuhauser,  '*  Be    Forcing  sliarp  inlet  to  her  throne  in 

at  rest.  Heaven;' 

O  fearful  In  thy  righteousness!  not  j  ^vhereat  Tannhfiuser,  tnrning  tear- 
less eyes 


thee, 
Nor  grace  of  thine,  I  seek." 

Speal^ing,  he  rose 
The  spectre  of  a  beauty  waned  away  ; 
And,  like  a  lioUow  echo  of  himself 
Mocking  his  own  last  words,  he  mnr- 

mnred,  "  Seek ! 
Alas!    what  seek   I  here,   or  any- 
where ? 
Whose  way  of  life  is  like  the  crum- 
bled stair 
That  winds    and    winds    al:)out    a 

mined  tower, 
And  leads  nowhither !  " 

But  Wolfram  cried,  "  Yet  turn  I 
For,  as  I  liv*»,  I  will  not  leave  thee 

thus.  [voice 

My  life  shall  be  about  thee,  and  my 
Lure   sacred   Hope   back  to  find  a 

resting-place 
Even  in  the  jaws  of  Death.     I  do 

adjure  thee, 
By  all  that  friendship  yet  may  claim, 

declare 
That,  even  though  unabsolved,  not 

uncontrite, 
Thy  soul  no  more  hath  lapsed  into 

the  snare 
Of  that  disastrous  sorcery.    Bid  me 

hail. 
Seen   through  the  darkness  of  thy 

desolation, 
Some  light  of  purer  purpose ;  since 

I  deem 
Not  void  of  purpose  hast  thou  souglit 

these  paths 
That  range  among  the  places  of  the 

past: 
And  I  will    make   defeat  of  Grief 

with  such  [arm 

True  fellowship  of  tears  as  shall  dis- 
Her  right  hand  of  its  scorpions ;  nor 

in  vain 
My  prayers  with  thine  shall  batter  at 

the  gates 
Of  Mercy,  through  all  antagonisms 

of  fate 


On    Wolfram,    murmured    mourn- 
fully, "If  tears 
Fiery  as  tliosc  from  fallen  seraphs 

distilled. 
Or  centuries  of  prayers  for  pardon 

sighed 
Sad,   as   of    souls    in    purgatorial 

glooms, 
Might  soften  condemnation,  or  re- 
store 
To  her,  whom  most  on  earth  I  have 

offended. 
The  holy  freight  of  all  her  innocent 

hopes 
Wrecked  in  this  ruined  venture,  I 

would  weep 
Salt  oceans  from  these  eyes.     But  I 

no  more 
May  drain  the  deluge  from  my  heart, 

no  more 
On  any  breath  of  sigh  or  prayer  re- 
build 
Therainl)ow  of  discovenanted  Hope. 
Thou,  therefore,  Wolfram — for  her 

face,  wlien  mine 
Is  dark  forever,  thine  eyes  may  still 

beholtl  — 
Tell  her,  if  thou   unblamed  may'st 

speak  of  one 
Signed  cross  by  the  curse  of  God 

and  cat? c  filed  out, 
How,  at  the  last,  though  in  remorse 

of  all 
That    makes    allegiance   void    and 

valueless, 
To  me  has  come,  with  knowledge  of 

my  loss. 
Fealty  to  that  pure   passion,  once 

betrayed. 
Wherewith  I  loved,  and  love  her." 

There  his  voice, 
Even  as  a  wave  that,  touching  on 

the  shore 
To  which  it  travelled,  fs  shivered 

and  dlfiVised, 


^m 


TANNllAUSER; 


0  kindred,  art 


Sank,  scattered  Intn  spray  of  waste- 
ful sighs. 

And  back  dlsHolved  into  the  deeper 
grief. 

To  whom,  Wolfram,  "  0  answer  by 

till'  faith 
In  which  ninnklnd 

From  lioniu,  unhapplest? 

Rome  ■'  all  me ! " 
He   muttered,    "  Rome  Is  far  off, 

verj'  far, 
And  weary  is  the  way ! "     But  un- 
deterred 
WolfVam  renewed,  "  And  hast  thou 

not  beheld 
The  face  of  Clirlsfs  High  Vicar?" 

Aud  again, 
"  Pass  on,"  lie  muttered,  "  what  is 

ttiat  to  thee  'i " 
Whereto,     with     sorrowful    voice, 

Wolfram,  ■■Oall, 
And  all  in  all  tu  me  that  love  my 

*"  My  frlfiid  -  "  Tannhaiiser  laughed 

a  bitter  laugh, 
Tlien   sadlier    sniri.     "What    thou 

wouUlst  know,  onci-  known, 
Will  cause  thee  to  recall  that  wasted 

Ami  cancel  all  the  kindness  In  thy 
thoujrhts;  [leani 

Yet  shale  thou  ti'am  my  misery,  and 

The  man  so  changed,  whom  once 
thou  calleilst  '  fi'lend.' 

Thiit  unto  him  tbc  memory  of  him- 
self 

Iti  as  a  stranger. "  Then,  with  eyes 
that  swam 

True  sorrow.  Wolfram  stretched  his 
amiK  and  sought 

To  clasp  Tiiunhiluser  to  him  :  but 
the  other 

Waved  him  nwny.  and  with  a  shunt 
that  sprang; 

Fierce  with  seir-sconi  froui  misery's 
dee|H'st  <leptb, 

"Avauntl"  he  crleil,  Ihe  ground 
whereon  I  tread 


Is  gTOUn<l  accurst! 

"  Vet  stand  not  M  far  ell 
But  what  thine  ears,  if  yet  they  will, 

may  take 
The  talc  thy  lips  from  mine  .have 

soufiht  to  learn ; 
Then,  si^ii  thyself,  and  peaceful  go 

tliy  ways." 
And  Wolfram,  for  the  grief  that 

choked  his  voice, 
Could  only  murmur  •'  Speak ! "   But 

for  a  while 
Tannhfiuaer  to  sad  silence  gave  his 

Then  fetched  backsome  far  thought, 
sighing,  and  sold : — 

■'O  Wolfram,  by  the  love  of  lovelier 

Believe  1  am  not  so  far  (Idten  anay 

From  all  I  was  while  we  might  yet 
be  fi-iends. 

But  what  rhesc  words,  haply  my 
last,  arc  true: 

True  a.s  my  heart's  deep  woe  what 
time  1  felt 

Cold  on  my  brow  t^ars  wept,  and 
wept  in  vnln, 

For  me.  umoii*;  llic  scorn  of  altered 
friends, 

Parting  that  day  for  Bome.  Re- 
member this  : 

That  when,  In  after  years  to  which 

.\  by-word,  and  a  mockery,  aud  no 

Thou,   honi)red   still  by  honorable 

Slijilt   hc.ir   my   name    dishonored. 

•  Oreatly  he  grieved  for  that  groat 
sill  he  sinned,' 


<  warmed  them- 
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*i.  fasting,  slept  not;  but  in  ice  and 

snow 
Wept,  aye  rememberlug  her  that 

wepC  for  me, 
And    loathed    the    sin   within    mc. 

Wlien  at  length 
Our  way  lay  under  garden  terraces 
Strewn  with   tlieir   dropping   blos- 
soms, tldck  with  scents. 
Among  tlie  towers  and   towns   of 

Italy, 
Whose  sumptuous  airs  along  them. 

like  the  ghosts 
Of  their  old  gods,  went  sighing,  I 

nor  looked 
Nor    lingered,   but  with  bandaged 

eyeballs  prest, 
Impatient,  to  tlie  city  of  the  shrine 
Of  my  desired  salvation.     There  by 

night 


Low  at  his  sacred  feet,  confessed 

their  sins. 
And,  pardoned,  rose  with  psalms  of 

jubilee 
And  confident  glad  faces. 

Then  I  sprang 
To   where    he    paused   above   me; 

witli  wild  liands 
Clutched  at  tlie  skirts  I  could  not 

reacli :  and  sank 
Shiveringly  back ;  crying,  '  O  holy, 

and  higli. 
And  terrible,  tliat  hast  the  keys  of 

lioaven  I 
Tliou   that  dost  l)ind  and  dost  un- 
loose, from  me. 
For  Mary's   sake,   and    the    sweet 

saints',  unbind 
The  grievous  burthen  of  the  curse  I 

bear.' 


We  entered.    There,  all  night,  for-  ]  And  when  he  questioned,  and  I  told 


lorn  I  lay 
Bruised,  broken,  bleeding,  all  my 

garments  torn, 
And  all  my  spirit  stricken  with  re- 
morse. 
Prostrate  beneath  the  great  cathe- 
dral stairs. 
So  tlie  dawn  found  me.     From  a 

hundred  spires 
A  hundred  silvery  chimes  rang  joy  : 

but  I 
Lay  folded  in  the   shadow  of  my 

shame, 
Darkening  the  daylight  from  me  in 

tiie  dust. 
Then  came  a  sound  of  solemn  music 

flowing 
To  where  I  crouched;  voices  and 

trampling  feet ;  [nals. 

And,  girt  by  all  his  crimson  cardi- 
In  all  his  pomp  the  sovran  Pontiff 

stood 
Before   me   in    the   centre    of    my 

hopes; 
Which   trembled    round    him    into 

glorious  shapes, 
Golden,  as  clouds  that  ring  the  risen 

sun.  [full 

And  all  the  people,  all  the  pilgrims. 


him  all 
The  sin  that  smouldered  in  my  blood, 

how  bred. 
And  all  the  strangeness  of  it,  then 

his  face  [1  hid 

Was  as  the  Judgment  Angel's;  and 
My  own ;  and,  hidden  from  his  eyes, 

I  heard : 

^''Ilast   thou   within  the    nets   of 

Satan  lain  ? 
Ilast  thou  thy  soul  to  her  perdition 

pledged  ? 
Ilast  thou  thy  lip  to  Hell's  Enchant- 
ress lent, 
To  drain  damnation  from  her  reek 

ing  cup  ? 
Then  know   that  sooner  from  the 

withered  stafl' 
That  in  my  hand  I  hold  green  leaves 

shall  spring, 
Than   from   the   brand    in    heli-flre 

scorched  rehloom 
The  blossoms  of  salvation.' 

The  voice  ceased^ 
And,   with   it  all  things   from   my 

sense.     I  waked 
I  know  not  when,  but  all  the  place 

vvas  dark : 


rAA 
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4bove  me,  and  about  me,  and  with- 
in 

Darkness:  and  from  that  hour  by 
moon  or  sun 

Darkness  unutterable  as  of  death 

Where'er  I  walk.  But  death  him- 
self is  near  I 

O,  might  I  once  more  see  her,  un- 
seen; unheard. 

Hear  her  once  more ;  or  know  that 
she  fori^ives 

Whom  Heaven  forgives  not,  nor  his 
own  lost  peace ; 

{  think  that  even  among  the  nether 
fires 

.\nd  those  dark  fields  of  Doom  to 
which  1  pass. 

Some  blessing  yet  would  haunt  me.** 

Sorrowfully 

He  rose  among  the  tumbled  rocks 
and  leaned 

Against  the  dark.  As  one  that  many 
a  year, 

Sundered  l)y  savage  seas  unsociable 

From  kin  and  countrv,  in  a  desert 
isle 

Dwelling  till  half  dishumanized,  be- 
holds 

Haply,  one  eve  a  far-off*  sail  go  by, 

That  brings  old  thoughts  of  home 
across  his  heart: 

And  still  the  man  who  thinks  — 
**  They  are  all  gone 

Or  changed,  that  loved  me  once,  and 
I  mvself 

No  more  the  same  "  —  watches  the 
dwindling  speck 

With  weary  eyes,  nor  shouts,  nor 
waves  a  hand; 

But  after,  when  the  niijfht  is  left 
alone,  [feels 

A  sadness  falls  upon  him.  and   he 

More  solitary  in  his  solitudes 

.\nd  tears  come  startina:  fast;  so, 
tearfXil,  stood 

Tannhauser,  whilst  his  melancholy 
thoughts,  [hope. 

From  following  up  far  off'  a  waning 

Back  to  himself  came,  one  by  one, 
more  sad 


Because  of  sadness  troubled. 

Yet  not  long 
He    rested    thus;    but    murmure<i, 

"Now,  farewell: 
I  go  to  hide  me  darkly  i:i  tlie  gTov?s 
That  she  was  wont  to  haunt;  where 

some  sweet  chance 
Haply  may  yield  me  sight  of  her, 

and  I 
May  stoop,  she  passed  away,  to  kiss 

the  ground  [die.** 

Made  sacred  by  her  passage  ere  I 
But  him   departing  Welft^m  held, 

*'  Vain!  vain! 
Thy  footstep  sways  with  fever,  and 

tliv  mind 
Wavers   within   thy  restless  eyes. 

Lie  here, 
O    nnrejected,    in  my    arms,   and 

rest!** 

Now  o*er  the  cumbrous  hills  began 

to  creep 
A  thin  and  watery  light :  a  whisi>er 

went 
Vague  through  the  vast  and  dusky- 

volumed  woods, 
And,  unaccompanied,  from  a  drowsy 

copse 
Hard  by  a  solitary  chirp  came  cold, 
While,  spent  with  inmost  trouble, 

Tannhauser  leaned 
His  wan  cheek  pillowed  upon  Wol- 
fram's breast, 
Calm,  as  in  death,  with  placid  lids 

down  locked. 
And   Wolfram    praved   within    his 

heart,  *' Ah,  God! 
Let  him  not  die,  not  yet,  not  thus, 
!  with  all 

The   sin   upon   his    spirit!"      But 

while  he  prayed 
Tannhauser  raised  delirious  looks, 

and  sighed, 
"  Hearest  thou  not  the  happy  songs 

they  sing  me? 
Se^st  thou  not  the   lovely  floating 

forms  ? 
O  fair,  and  fairer  far  than  fancy 

f  ashioued ! 
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O  sweet  the  sweetness  of  the  songs 

they  sing ! 
For  tfiee,   .   .    .   they  sing  .   ,  .   the 

goddess  waits :  fur  thee 
With    braided    blooms    the    balmy 

couch  is  strewn, 
And  loosed  for  thee  .  .  .   they  sing 

.  .  .  the  golden  zone. 
Fragrant  for  thee  the  lighted  spices 

fume 
IVith  streaming   incense  sweet,  and 

sweet  for  thee 
The  scattered  rose,  the  myrtle  crown, 

the  cup. 
The  nectar-cup  for  thee  /  .   .   .  they 

sing.    Return, 
Though  late,  too  long  desired,   .  .  . 

I  hear  them  sing, 
Delay  no  more  delights  too  long  de- 
layed : 
Turn  to  thy  rest ; .  .  .  they  sing  .  .  . 

The  married  doves 
Murmur  ;   the   Fays    soft-sparkling 

tapers  tend  ; 
The  odors  burn  the  purple  bowers 

among ; 
And    love    for    thee,    and    Beauty, 

waits  /  .    .   .   they  sing." 

**  Ah  me !   ah  madman  ! "  Wolfram 

cried,  **  yet  cram 
Thy  cheated  ears,  nor  chase  with 

credulous  heart 
The  fair  dissembling  of  that  dream. 

For  thee 
Not  roses   now,   but  thorns;    nor 

myrtle  wreath, 
But  cypress  rather  and  the  grave- 
yard flower 
Befitting  saddest  brows ;  nor  nectar 

poured, 
But  prayers  and  tears !    For  thee  in 

yonder  skies 
An  Angel  strives  with  Sin  and  Death ! 

for  thee  [own  : 

Yet  pleads  a  spirit  purer  than  thine 
For  she  is  gone !  gone  to  the  breast 

of  God ! 
Thy  Guardian    Angel,    while    she 

walked  the  earth. 


Thine  intercessionary  Saint  while 
now 

For  thee  she  sues  about  the  Throne 
of  Thrones, 

Beyond  the  stars,  our  star,  Eliza- 
beth ! " 

Then   Wolfram   felt  the  shattered 

frame  that  leaned 
Across  hisbreast  with  suddenspasnis 

convulsed. 
"  Dead !  is  she  dead  ?  "  Tannhftuscr 

murmured,  "  dead ! 
Gone  to  the  grave,  so  young!   mur- 
dered —  by  me ! 
Dead — and  by  my  great  sin !  O  Wol- 
fram, turn 
Thy  face  from  mine.     I  am  a  dying 

man ! " 
And  Wolfram  answered,    *' Dying? 

ah,  not  thus ! 
Yet  make  one  sign  thou  dost  repent 

the  past. 
One  word,  but  one !  to  say  thou  hasi 

abhorred 
That  false  she-devil  that,  with  her 

damn6d  charms, 
Hath  wrouglit   this    ruin;    and    I. 

though  all  the  world 
Roar  out  against  thee,  ay!  though 

fiends  of  hell 
Howl  from   the   deeps,  yet   I,  thy 

friend,  even  yet 
Will  cry  them   *  Peace!'  and  trust 

the  hope  I  hold 
Against  all  desperate  odds, and  deem 

thee  saved." 
Wliereto     Tannhftuser,     speaking 

faintly,  "  Friend, 
The    fleud    tliat    haunts    In    ruins 

through  my  heart 
Will  wander  sometimes.  In  the  nets 

I  trip, 
When  most  I  fret  the  meshes.  These 

spent  sliafts  [awry. 

Are  of  a  sickly  brain  that  shools 
Aiming  at  something  better.    Bear 

with  me. 
I  die:  I  pass  I  know  not  whKher: 

yet  know 
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That  I  die  penitent     0  Wolfram, 

pray, 
Pray  for  my  soul!    I  cannot  pray 

myself. 
I  dare  not  hope:  and  yet  I  would 

not  die  [faiut 

Without  a  hope,  if  any  hope,  though 
And  far  beyond  this  darkness,  yet 

may  dwell 
In  the  dear  death  of  Him  tliat  died 

for  all." 
lie  whispering    thus;     far  in  tlie 

Aurorean  East 
The   ruddy  sun,  uprising,   sharply 

smote 
A  golden  finger  on  the  airy  harps 
By  Morning  hung  within  her  leafy 

bowers ; 
And  all  about  the  budded  dells,  and 

woods 
With  sparkling  tasselled  tops,  from 

birds  and  brooks 
A   hundred  hallelujahs   hailed  the 

light. 
The  whitethorn  glistened  from  the 

wakening  glen : 
O'er  golden  gravel  danced  tlie  dawn- 
ing rills 
All  the  delighted  leaves  by  copse 

aud  glade 
Gambolled;    and   breezy  bleatings 

came  from  flocks  [dew. 

Far  oflT  in  pleasant  pastures  fed  with 

But    whilst,    unconscious    of    the 

silent  cliauge 
Thus   stolen  around  him,  o'er  the 

dying  l)ard 
Hung  Wolfram,  on  the  breeze  there 

came  a  sound 
Of  mourning  moving  down  the  nar- 
row glen ; 
And,  looking  up,  he  suddenly  was 

'ware 
Of  four  white  maidens,  moving  in 

the  van 
Of  four  black  monks  who  bore  upon 

her  bier 


And  after  these,  from  all  the  castled 

hiUs, 
A  multitude  of  lieges  and  lords ; 
A  multitude  of  men-at-arms,  with 

aU 
Their  monons  hung  with  mournings 

and  in  midst 
His  worn  cheek  channelled  with  un- 
wonted tears, 
The  Landgrave,  weeping  for  Eliza- 
beth. 
These,  as  the  sad  procession  nearer 

wound, 
And    nearer,    trampling    bare   the 

feathery  weed 
To  where  Sir  Wolfitun  rested  o*er 

his  friend, 
Tannhfluser  caught  upon  his  dying 

gaze; 
And  caught,  perchance,  upon  the 

inward  eye, 
Far,  far  beyond  the  corpse,  the  bier, 

and  far  [sun. 

Beyond  the  widening  circle  of  the 
Some  sequel  of  that  vision  Wolfram 

saw : 
The  crowned  Spirit  by  the  Jaspar 

Gates; 
The  four  white  Angels  o'er  the  walls 

of  Heaven, 
The   sliores  where,   tideless,  sleep 

the  seas  of  Time 
Soft  by  the  City  of  the  Saiuts  of  God. 

Forth,  with  the  strength  that  lastly 

comes  to  break 
All  bonds,  from  Wolfram's  folding 

arm  lie  leapt. 
Clambered    the    pebbly  path,    and 


groaning,  fell 


[at  last. 


Flat  on  the  bier  of  love  —  his  bourn 
Then,   even    then,    while    question 

question  chased 
About  the  ruffled  circle  if  that  grief, 
And  all  was  hubbub  by  the  bier,  a 

noise 
Of  shouts  and  hymns  brake  in  across 

the  hills, 

The  flower-strewn  cr>rpso  of  young   That  now  o'erflowed  with  hurrying 
Elizabeth.  feut;  and  came. 
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Dashed  to  the  hip  with  travel,  aud 

dewed  with  haste, 
A  flying  post,  and  in  his  hand  he 

bore 
A  withered  staff  o*erflouri shed  with 

green  leaves ; 
Who,— followed  by  a  crowd  of  youth 

and  eld, 
That  sang  to  stun  with  sound  the 

lark  in  heaven, 
'*  A  miracle  I  a  miracle  from  Rome ! 
Glory  to  God  that  makes  the  bare 

bough  green  I  "  — 
Sprang  in  the  midst,  and,  hot  for 

answer,  asked 
News  of  the  Knight  Taunhftuser. 

Then  a  monk 
Of  those  that,  stoled  in  sable,  bore 

the  bier 
Pointing,  with  sorrowful  hand,  "  Be- 
hold the  man ! " 
But  straight  the  other,  *' Glory  be 

to  God ! 
This  from  the  Vicar  of  the  fold  of 

Christ : 
The  withered  staff  hath  flourished 

into  leaves, 
The    brand    shall    bloom,    though 

burned  with  Are,  and  thou 
—  Thy  soul  from  sin  be  saved !  '*  To 

whom,  with  tears 
That  flashed  from    lowering  lids. 

Wolfram  replied : 
**  To  him  a  swifter  message,  fVom  a 

source 
Mightier  than  whence  thou  comest, 

hath  been  vouchsafed. 
See  these  dark  hands,  blind  eyes, 

and  bloodless  lips, 
This  shattered  remnant  of  a  once 

fair  form,  [liusk 

lAte  home  of  desolation,  now  tin* 
And  ruined  chrysalis  of  a  regal  spirit 
That  lip  to  heaven  hath  parted  on 

the  wing ! 
But  thou,  to  Rome  returning  with 

hot  speed.  [Christ 

Tell  the  high  Vicar  of  the  Fold  of 
How  that  lost   sliecp  his   rescuing 

liand  would  reach, 


Although  by  thee  unfouud,  is  found 

indeed, 
And  in  the  Shepherd*8  bosom  lies 

at  peace." 

And  tlicy  that  heard  him  lifted  up 

the  voice 
And  w^ept.      But  they  that   stood 

about  the  hills 
Far  ofl',  not  knowing,  ceasea  not  to 

cry  out, 
*'  Glory  to  (jocI  that  makes  the  bare 

bough  green ! " 
Till  Echo,  from  the  inmost  heart 

of  all 
That  mellowing  mom  blown  open 

like  a  rose 
To  round  and  ripen  to  the  perfect 

noon, 
Resounded,  "  Glory !  glory ! "    and 

the  rocks 
From  glen  to  glen  rang,   "  Glory 

unto  God ! " 

And  so  those  twain,  severed  by  Life 

and  Sin, 
By  Love  and  Death  united,  in  one 

grave 
Slept.      But    Sir  Wolfram   passed 

into  the  wilds : 
There,  with  long  labor  of  his  hands, 

he  hewed 
A  hermitage  from  out  the  hollow 

rock, 
Wlierein  he  dwelt,  a  solitary  man. 
There,  many  a  year,  at  nightfall  or 

at  dawn. 
The  pilgrim  paused,  nor  ever  paused 

in  vain. 
For  words  of  clieer  along  his  weary 

way. 
But  once,  upon  a  windy  night,  men 

heani 
A  noise  of  rustling  wings,  and  at  the 

dawn 
They  found   the  hermit  parted  to 

his  peace. 
The  place  is  yet.     The  youngest  pil- 
grim knows. 
And  loves  it.     Three  gray  rocks; 

and,  over  these, 
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A  mountain    ash   that,  mourning, 

head  hy  head, 
Drops  her  red  rosary  on  a  ruined  cell. 


80  san^  the  Saxon  Bard.    And  when 
he  ceased, 


The  women's  cheeks  were  wet  witk 
tears  ;  hut  all 

The  broad-hlown  Barons  roared  ap- 
plause, and  flowed 

The  jostling  tankards   prodigal  oi 
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PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 


AOAMEMNON. 
^GISTHUS. 

Orestes. 
Phocian. 
Herald. 


Clytemnestba. 
Electra. 
Cassandra, 
Chorus. 


Scene. — Before  the  Palace  of  Agamemnon  in  Argos.     Trophies^  amo:^Q$( 
which  the  shield  0/  Agamemnon ^  on  the  wall. 

Time. — Morning.     The  action  continues  till  Sunset, 


I.     CLYTEMNESTRA. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

MoRNiN(i  at  last  !  at  last  the  linger- 
ing day 
Creeps  o'er  the  devry  side  of  yon 

dark  world. 
O  dawning  light  already  on  the  hills! 
O  universal  earth,  and  air,  and  thou, 
First  freshness  of  the  east,  which  art 

a  breath 
Breathed  from  the  rapture  of  the 

gods,  who  bless 
illmost  all  other  prayers  on  earth 

but  mine  ! 
WTierefore  to  me  is  solacing  sleep 

denied  ? 
And  honorable  rest,  the  right  of  all  ? 
So  that  no  medicine  of  the  slumbrous 

shell. 
Brimmed  with  divinest  draus:hts  of 

melody, 


Nor  silence  under  dreamful  canopy. 
Nor  purple    cushions  of   the   lofty 

couch 
May  lull  this  fever  for  a  little  while. 
Wherefore    to    me, — to   me,  of  aO 

mankind, 
Tills  retribution  for  a  deed  undone  ? 
For  many  men  outlive  their  sum  of 

crimes. 
And  eat,  and  drink,  and  lift  up  thank- 
ful hands. 
And  take  their  rest  securely  in  the 

dark. 
Am  I  not  innocent, — or  moie  thart 

these  ? 
There  is  no  blot  of  murder  on  my 

brow. 
Nor  any  taint  of  blood  upon  my  robe. 
—It  is  the  thought !  it  is  the  thought! 

.  .  .  and  men 
Judge  us  by  acts  !  ...  as  though 

one  thunder-clap 
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l>t  all  Olympus  out.    Unquiet  heart, 
111  fares  it  with  thee  since,  ten  sad 

years  past,  [joy. 

In  one  wild   hour  of  unacquainted 
Thou   didst    set  wide    thy  lonely 

bridal  doors 
For  a  forbidden  guest  to  enter  in ! 
Last  night,  inethought  pale  Helen, 

with  a  frown, 
Swept  by  me,  murmuring,  *'  I  —  such 

as  thou  — 
A  Queen  in  Greece — weak-hearted, 

(woe  is  me !) 
Allured  by  love — did,  in  an  evil  hour, 
Fall  off  from  duty.     Sorrow  came. 

Beware !  ** 
And  then,  in  sleep,  there  passed  a 

baleful  band, 
The  ghosts  of  all  the  slaughtered 

nnder  Troj*. 
From   this  side   Styx,   who   cried, 

•*  For  such  !i  crime 
We  fell  from  our  fair  palaces  on 

earth. 
And   wander,   starless,  here.     For 

such  a  crime 
A   thousand   ships  were  launched, 

and  tumbled  down 
The  topless  towers  of  I  lion,  though 

thev  rose 
To  magic   music,   in   the  time  of 

Gods ! " 
With  such  fierce  thouijhts  forever- 

more  at  war. 
Vext  not  alone  by  hankering  wild 

regrets, 
But  fears,  yet  worse,  of  that  which 

soon  must  come. 
My  heart  waits  armed,  and  from  the 

citadel 
Of  its  high  sorrow,  sees  far  off  dark 

shapes, 
And  hears  the  footsteps  of  Necessity 
Tread  near,  and  nearer,  hand  in  hand 

with  Woe. 
Last  night  the  fiaming  Herald  warn- 
ing urged 
Up  all  the   hills,  —  small    time   to 

pause  and  plan !  [to  do. 

--OUDsel  i>»  weak :  and  much  remains 


That  Agamemnon,  and,  if  else  re- 
main 

Of  that  enduring  band  who  salleil 
for  Troy 

Ten  years  ago  (and  some  sailed 
Letheward) , 

Find  us  not  unprepared  for  their 
return. 

But  —  hark!    I    hear  the   tread   of 

nimble  feet 
That  sounds  this  way.     The  rising 

town  is  poured 
About  the  festive  altars  of  the  Gods, 
And  from  the  heart  of  the  great 

Agora, 
Lets  out  its  gladness  for  this  last 

night's  news. 
—  Ah,  so  it  is!    Insidious,  sly  Re- 
port, 
Sounding     oblique,     like     Loxlan 

oracles, 
Tells  double-tongued  (and  with  the 

selfsame  voice !) 
To  some  new  gladness,  new  despair 

to  some. 

II.       CHORUS     AND     CLYTEM- 
NESTRA. 

CHORUS. 

O  dearest  Lady,  daughter  of  Tyn- 
darus ! 

With  purple  flowers  we  come,  and 
offerings  — 

Oil,  and  wine ;  and  cakes  of  honey, 

Soothing,  unadulterate;  tiipestries 

Wovt'U  by  white  Argive  maidens. 

God-descended  (woven  only 
i  For  the  homeward  feet  of  Heroes  j 
!  To  celebrate  this  g^ul  intelligencr 

Which  last  night  the  fiery  courier 
\  Brought  US,  posting  up  from  Ilion, 

Wheeled  above  the  dusky  circle 
Of  the  hills  from  liirhted  Ida. 

For  now  (Troy  lying  extinguisht 

Underneath  a  miirhty  Woe) 

Our  King  and  chief  of  men, 

Agamemnon,  returning 

(And  with  him  the  hope  of  Argos) 
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Shall  worship  at  the  Tutelary  Altars 
Of  their  dear  native  land  : 
In  the  /aue  of  ancient  Her3, 
Or  the  great  Lyca^an  God ; 
Immortally  crowned  with  reverend 

honor ! 
But  tell   us  wherefore,  O  godlike 

woman, 
Having  a  loity  trouble  in  your  eye, 
You    walJt    alone    with    loosened 

tresses  ? 

CLYTEMXKSTRA. 

Shall  the  ship  toss,  and  yet  the  helm 

not  lieavc? 
Sliall   they  drowse  sitting  at    the 

lower  oars, 
Wlicn  those  that  hold  the  middle 

])enches  walvc?  [state 

He  that  is  yet  sole  eye  of  all  our 
Shininjr  not  here,  sliall  ours  be  shut 

in  dreams? 
But  haply  you  (thrice  happy !)  prove 

not  this, 
The  curse   of  Queens,  and   worse 

than  widowed  wives  — 
To  wake,  and  hear,  all  night,  the 

wandering  gnat 
Sing  through  the  silent  chambers, 

while  Alarm, 
In  place  of  Slumber,  by  the  haunted 

couch 
Stands    sentinel  ;     or  when   from 

coast  to  coast 
Wails  the  night-wandering  wind,  or 

when  o'er  heaven 
Bootes    hath    unleashed    his    ttery 

hounds. 

And  Night  her  glittering  camps  hath 

set,  and  lit 
Her  watch-fires  through  the  silence 

of  the  skies, 
—  To  count  ill  chances  In  the  dark, 

and  feel 
Deserted    pillows   wet   with   tears, 

not  kisses, 
Where  kisses  once  fell. 

But  now  Expectation 
Stirs   up  such  restless  motions  of 

the  blood 


As  suffer  uot  my  lids  to  harbot 
sleep. 

Wherefore,  0  beloved  companions, 

I  wake  betimes,  and  wander  up  and 
down. 

Looking  toward  the  distant  hill- 
tops. 

From  whence  shall  issue  fair  fulfil- 
ment 

Of  all  our  ten-years*  hoping.  For, 
behold ! 

Troy  being  captived,  we  shall  s«^ 
once  more 

Those  whom  we  loved  in  dava  of 
old. 

Yet  some  vvill  come  not  from  the 
Phyrgiau  shore, 

But  tliere  lie  weltering  to  the  surf 
and  wind ; 

Exiled  from  day,  in  darkness  blind. 

Or  having  crost  unhappy  Styx. 

And  some  who  left  us  fiiU  of  vigor- 
ous youth 

Shall  greet  us  now  gray  headed 
men. 

But  if  our  eyes  behold  again 

Our  long-expected  chief,  in  truth. 

Fortune  for  us  hath  thrown  the 
Treble  Six. 

CHORUS. 

By  us,  indeed,  these  things  are  also 

wisht. 
Wherefore,  if  now  to  this  great  son 

of  At reus 
(Havimr  survived  the  woeful  walls 

of  Troy), 
With  us.  once  more,  the  Gods  per- 
mit to  stand 
A  glad  man  by  the  pillars  of  his 

hearth. 
Let  his  dear  life  henceforth  be  such 

wherein 
The  Third  Libation  often  shall  be 

poured. 

CLYTEMNE8TRA. 

And  let  his  place  be  numbered  with 
the  Gods,  [wall**. 

Who  overlook  the  world's  eternal 
Out  of  ail  reach  of  sad  calamities. 
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CHORUS. 

It  is  not  well,  I  think,  that  men 

should  set 
Too  near  the  Gods  any  of  mortal 

kind: 
But  brave  men  are  as  Grods  upon  the 

earth. 

CLYTEMNE8TRA. 

And  whom  Death  daunts  not,  these 
are  truly  brave. 

CHORUS. 

But  more  than  all  I  reckon  that  man 

blest, 
Who,  having  sought  Death  nobly, 

finds  it  not. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Except  he  find  it  where  he  does  not 
seek. 

CHORUS. 

You  speak  in  riddles. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

For  so  wisdom  speaks. 
But   now    do    you    with    garlands 

wreathe  the  altars, 
While  I,  within,  the  House  prepare. 
That  so  our  King,  at  his  returning, 
With  his  golden  armament. 
Find  us  not  unaware 
Oi  the  greatness  of  the  event. 

CHORUS. 

Soon  shall  we  sfee  the  faces  that  we 

loved. 
Brother  once  more  clasping  brother. 
As  in  the  unforgotten  days  : 
And  heroes,  meeting  one  another, 
(Men  by  glorious  toils  approved) 
Where  onoe  they  roved, 
Shall  rove  again    the  old   familiar 

ways. 
And  they  that  from  the    distance 

come 
Shall  feed  their  hearts  with  tales  of 

home ; 


And  tell  the  famous  story  of  tlM 
war. 

Rumored  sometime  from  alar. 

Now  shall  these  again  behold 

The  ancient  Argos  ;  and  the  groTe 

Long  since  trod 

By  the  frenzied  child  of  Inachus  \ 

And  the  Forum,  famed  of  old, 

Of  the  wolf -destroying  God  ; 

And  the  opulent  >Iycen8e, 

Home  of  the  Pelopidaj, 

While  they  rove  with  those  th^ 
love. 

Holding  pleasant  talk  with  us. 

O  how  gloriously  they  went, 

That  avenging  annament  I 

As  though  Olympus  in  her  womb 

No  longer  did  entomb 

The  greatness  of  a  bygone  world — 

Gods  and  godlike  men — 

But  cast  them  forth  again 

To  frighten  Troy  :  Euch  storm  wa« 
hurled 

On  her  devoted  towers 

By  the  retributive  Deity, 

Whosoe'er  he  be 

Of  the  Immortal  Powers — 

Or  maddening  Pan,  if  he  chastise 

His  Sliepherd's  Phrygian  treach- 
eries ; 

Or  vengeful  Loxias  ;  or  Zeus, 

Angered  for  the  shame  and  abuse 

Of  a  great  man's  hospitality. 

As  wide  as  is  Olympus'  span 
Is  the  power  of  the  high  Gods  ; 
Who,  in  their  golden  blest  abodes 
See  all  things,  looking  from  the  sky; 
I  And  Heaven  is  hard  to  pacify 
For  the  wickedness  of  man. 
My  heart  is  filled  with  vague  fore 

bodings. 
And  opprest  by  unknown  terrors 
Lest,  in  the  light  of  so  much  glad 

ness. 
Rise  the  shadow  of  ancient  wrong. 
A  Daemon  of  the  double  lineage 
Of  Tantalus  ;  and  the  Pleisthenida^ 
Inexorable  in  thy  mood, 
On  the  venerable  threshold 
Of  the  ancient  House  of  Pelopt 
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Surely  is  enough  of  blood  ! 
Wherefore  does  my  heart   misgive 
me  ?  [me  ? 

Wherefore  comes  this  doubt  to  grieve 
O,  may  no  Divine  Envy 
Follow  home  the  Argive  army, 
Bein^  vexed  for  things  ill-done 
In  wilful  pride  of  stubborn  war, 
Long  since,  in  the  distant  lands  ! 
May  no  Immortal  wrath  pursue 
Our  dear  King,  the  Light  of  Argos, 
For  the  unhappy  sacrifice 
Of  a  daughter  ;  working  evil 
In  the  dark  heart  of  a  woman  ; 
Or  some  household  treachery, 
And  a  curse  from  kindred  hands  \ 

m.  CLYTEMNESTRA. 

CL  YTEMNESTRA. 

\Re-^nierin(j  from  the  house. 

To-morrow  .  .  .  ay,  what  if  to-day  ? 

.  .  .    Well— then  ? 
Why,  if  those  tongues  of  flame,  with 

which  last  night 
The  land  was  eloquent,  spoke  cer- 
tain truth. 
By    this    perchance  through  green 

Saronic  rocks 
Those   black  ships  glide   .  .  .  per- 
chance .  .  .    well,  what's  to 

fear? 
'Twere  well  to  dare  the  worst — to 

know  the  end — 
Die  soon,  or  live  secure.    Whaf  s 

left  to  add 
To  years  of  nights  like  those  which 

I  have  known  ? 
Shall  I  shrink  now  to  meet  one  little 

hour 
Which  I  have  dared  to  contemplate 

for  years  ? 
By  all  the  Gods,  not  so  !     The  end 

crowns  all. 
Which  if  we  fail  to  seize,  that's  also 

lost 
Which  went  before  :  as  who  would 

lead  a  host 
Through  desolate   dry   places,  yet 

retiun 


In  sight  of  kingdoms,  when  the  Gk>df 
are  roused 

To  mark  the  issue  ?  .  .  .  And  yet, 
yet— 

I  think 

Three  nights  ago  there  must  have 
been  sea-storms. 

The  wind  was  wild  among  the  Pal 
ace  towers  : 

Far  off  upon  the  hideous  Element 

I  know  it  huddled  up  the  petulem 
waves. 

Whose   shapeless   and   bewildering 
precipices 

Led  to  the  belly  of  Orcus  ...  O,  to 
slip 

Into  dark  Lethe  from  a  dizzy  planks 

When  even  the  Gods  are  reeling  on 
the  poop  ! 

To  drown  at  night,  and  have  no  sep- 
ulchre ! — 

That  were  too  horrible  !  .  .  .  yet  it 
maybe 

Some  easy  chance,  that  comes  with 
little  pain. 

Might  rid  me  of  the  haunting  of 
those  eyes, 

And  these  wild  thoughts  ...   To 
know  he  roved  among 

nis  old  companions  in  the  Happy 
Fields, 

And  ranged  with  heroes — I  still  in- 
nocent ! 

Sleep  would  he  natural  then. 

Yet  will  the  old  time 

Never  return  !  never  those  peaceful 
hours  ! 

Never  that  careless  heart  I  and  never 
more, 

Ah,  nevermore  that  laughter  with- 
out pain  ! 

But  I,  that  languish  for  repose,  must 

fly  it, 

Nor,  save  in  daring,  doing,  taste  of 

rest. 
O,  to  have  lost  all  these  I    To  have 

bartered  calm. 
And  all  the  irrevocable  wealth  of 

y<):ith, 
And  gained  .  .  .  what  ?     But  thit 

(thauge  had  surely  come* 
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8?en  were  all  things  other  than  they 
are. 

I  blame  myself  overmuch,  who  should 
blame  time. 

And  lifers  inevitable  loss,  and  fate, 

And  days  grown  lovelier  in  the  retro- 
spect. 

We  change :  wherefore  look  back  ? 
The  path  to  safety 

Lies  forward  .  .  .  forward  ever. 

[/n  passing  toward  the  house  she 
recognizes  the  shield  of  Agamem- 
non, and  pauses  b^ore  it. 

Ha  !  old  shield. 
Hide  up  for  shame  that  honest  face 

of  thine. 
Stare  not  so  bluntly  at  us  ...  O, 

this  man  ! 
Wliy  sticks  the  thought  of  him  so  in 

my  heart  ? 
If  I  had  loved  him  once — if  for  one 

hour — 
Then  wero  there  treason  in  this  fall- 
ing off. 
But  never  did  I  feel  this  wretched 

heart 
Until  it  leaped  beneath  ^gisthus' 

eyes. 
Who  could  have  so  forecounted  all 

from  first  ? 
From  that  flusht  moment  when  his 

hand  in  mine 
Rested  a  thought  too  long,  a  touch 

too  kind, 
To  leave  its  pulse  unwarmed  .  .  . 

but  1  remember 
I  dreamed  sweet  dreams  that  night, 

and  slept  till  dawn, 
And   woke    with    flutterings   of   a 

happy  thought. 
And  felt,  not  worse,  but  better  .  .  . 

And  now  .  .  .  now  ? 
When  first  a  strange  and  novel  ten- 
derness 
Quivered  in  these  salt  eyes,  had  one 

said  then 
**  O  bead  of  dew  may  drag  a  deluge 

down  : " — 
^Ji  that  first  pensive  pause,  through 

which  I  watched 


Unwonted    sadness    on    ^gisthus* 

brows, 
Had  some  one  whispered,  "  Ay,  the 

simimer-cloud 
Comes  first:  the  tempest  follows." — 

Well,  what's  past 
Is  past.     Perchance  the  worst's  to 

follow  yet. 
How  thou  art  hackt,  and  hewn,  and 

bruised,  old  shield  ! 
Was    the    whole  edge  of    the  war 

against  one  man  ? 
But  one  thrust  more  upon  this  dexter 

ridge 
Had  quite  cut  through  the  double 

inmost  hide. 
He  must  have  stood  to  it  well !    O,  he 

was  cast 
I'  the  mould  of  Titans  :  a  magnifi- 
cent man. 
With  head    and    shoulders    like    a 

God's.     He  seemed 
Too  brimful  of  this  merry  vigorous 

life 
To  spill  it  all  out  at  one  stab  o'  the 

sword. 
Yet  that  had  helped  much  ill  ...  O 

Do  F  liny 
Makes  cowards  or  makes  culprits  of 

us  all  ! 
Ah,  had  some  Trojan  weapon  .  .  . 

Fool  !  fool  !  fool  1 
Surely  sometimes  the  unseen  £ume« 

nides 
Do  prompt  our  musing  moods  with 

wicked  hints, 
And  lash  us  for  our  crimes  ere  we 

commit  them. 
Here,  round  this  silver  boss,  he  cut 

my  name, 
Once — long  ago  :  he  cut  it  as  he  lay 
Tired  out  with  brawling  pastimes^* 

prone — his  limbs 
At  length  diffused — his  head  droopt 

in  my  lap — 
His  spear  flung  by  :  Electra  by  the 

hearth 
Sat  with  the  young  Orestes  on  hef 

knee  ; 
While  he,  with  an  old  broken  Bword* 

hacked  out 
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These     crooked     characters,    and 

laughed  to  sec 
(Sprawled  from  the  unused  strength 

of  his  large  hands) 
The  marks  make  Clytemnestra. 

How  he  laughed ! 
JEgisthus'  hands  are  smalhT. 

Yet  I  know 
That  matrons  envied  me  my  hus- 
band's strength. 
And  I   remember   when  he  strode 

among 
The  Arglve  crovvd  he  topped  them 

by  a  head, 
And  tail  men  stood  wide-eyed  to 

look  at  him, 
Where  his  great  plumes  went  toss- 
ing up  and  down 
The  brazen  prores  drawn  out  upon 

tiie  sand. 
War  on  his  front  was  graved,  as  on 

tliy  disk, 
Shield!   which  he  left  to  keep  his 

memory 
Grand  in  men's  mouths :  that  some 

revered  old  man 
Winning  to  tliis  the  eyes  of  our  hot 

youth, 
Might  say,  "  *Twas  liere,  and  here  — 

this  dent,  and  that  — 
And  such,  and  such  a  field  (which 

we  remember)  [time, 

That  Agamemnon,  in  the  great  old  ; 
Held  up  the  Imttle." 

Now  lie  there,  and  rest  I 
Thy  uses  all  have  end.    Thy  master's 

liome 
Should  harbor  none  ])Ut  friends. 


From  one  dcrcnccless  wcviiau's  quiet 
hate. 

What  noise  was  tliat  ?  Where  can 

JEgisthus  be  ? 
^gisthus !  —  my  ^Egisthus !   .  .  .' 

There  again ! 
Louder,    and    longer  —  from    the 

Agora  — 
A  mighty  shout:  and  now  I  sec  i* 

the  air 
A  rolling  dust  the  wind  blows  near 

JEgisthus ! 

0  much  I  fear  .  .  .  this  wild-willed 

race  of  ours 
Doth  ever,  like  a  young  unbroken 

colt, 
Chafe  at  the  straightened  bridle  of 

our  state  — 
If  they  should  lind  him  lone,  irreso- 
lute. 
As  is  his  wont  ...  I  know  he  lacks 

tlie  eye 
And  forehead  wherewith  crowned 

(Capacity 
Awes  rash  Ktbellion  back. 

Again  that  shout ! 
God   keep   ^12gisthus  safe!   myself 

will  front 
This  novt'l  storm.     How  my  heart 

leaps  to  danger ! 

1  have  teen  so  long  a  pilot  on  rough 

seas. 

And  almost  rudderless ! 

O  yet  *tis  much 

To  feel  a  power,  self-centred,  self- 
assured,  [one 

Hridling  a  glorious  danger !  as  wher 


()  triple  brass,  I  That  knows  the  nature  of  the  elo 
Iron,  and  oak  I   the  blows  of  blund- ;  nuMits 

ering  men  \  Guides  some  frail  plank  with  sub- 

Clang   idly   on    you  :     what    fool's  |  lime  skill  that  wins    ^ 

strenixth  is  yours !  ;  Progress  from  all  obstruction ;  and, 


For,    surely,   not    the    adamantine 


erect, 


tunic  [plates.    Looks  bold  and  free  down  all  the 

Of  Arcs,  nor  whole  sliells  of  blazing  |  dripi)ing  stars, 

Nor  ashen  si>ear,  nor  all  the  cum- '  Hearing  the   hungry  storm    boom 

brous  coil  '  ballled  bv. 


Of  seven  bulls'  hides  may  guard  the 
stnmgest  king 


iEgisthds!  .  . .  hark! .  .  .  JEgisthus! 
.  .  .  there  .  .  .  iBsistlms! 


CLYTEMNESTftA. 


I  >vuuld  to  all  the  Gods  I  knew  him 

Who  comes  thin  way,  guiding  his 

rftclng  feet 
Safe  to  us.  like  a  nimble  charioteer? 

IV.  CLVrrCMNESTKA.  HERALD. 


Bow,  gloom-bird !  are  there  prod- 
igies about? 
What  new  iU-thlng  sent  thee  before? 


Speak,  If  thou  hast  a  voice  1      I 


0  Queen  — 

CLYTKMNESTRA. 

Hath  an  ox  trodden  on  th;  tongue? 


OQueen  (for  haste  hath  caught  awaf 

my  breath), 
Th»King  is  coming. 


Say  again  —  the  King 


The  people  know  this? 


Heard  you  not  the  noise? 
For  soon  as  this  winged  news  had 

toucht  the  gate 
Tb«  whole  land  shouted  In  the  guu. 


The     thought's    outsped    by 
And  ha1t«  agape  ...  the  King- 


How  she  Is  moved. 

A  noble  woman ! 

CLYTEMKE8TRA. 

Wherefore  beat  so  ftst. 
Thou  foolish  heart?    'tis  not  thy 


CLYTKMNESTRA. 


The  deed's  half 


She  will  not  speak,  save  by  that 

brooding  eye 
Whose  light  islnnguage.  Somegreat 

thought,  I  see, 
Mounts  up  the  royal  chambers   of 

her  blood, 
As  a  king  mounts  his  palace;   holds 


\\  bosom;  gains  liei 


In  lier  nimi! 

face, 
l'os.'>e».-cs    ull   Iter  noble    glowing 

With  sudden  state;    and   gatliem 

grandly  up 
Its  slow  majestic  meanings  In  her 

eyes! 


So  quick  this  sudden  joy  hath  takeu 

1  scarce  can  realize  the  suni  of  It. 
You  say  the  King  coraea  here, —  the 

King,  my  husband, 
Whom  we  have  waited  for  ten  years, 

-OJoy! 


CL  yTEMNESTRA. 


Hope,  that  will  oft«n   fawn    upon 

despair 
Aiid  flatter  desper&te  chances,  when 

'StXSi  at  our  feet,  soon  takes  a  qiier- 

And  jcaluus  of  that  perfect  joy  she 

guards 
(Lest  the   ambrosial  fruit   by   some 

rude  hand 
Be  stol'n  away  from  ber,  and  never 

taated), 
Barks  like  a  lean  watch-dog  at  all 

But  now  do  you,  with  what  good 
speed  you  may. 

Uake  knowti  this  glad  inielllgence  to 
all. 

Ourselves,  witbin,  as  best  beBts  a 
wife 

And  woman,  will  prepare  my  bus- 
hand's  bouse. 

Also,  1  pray  you,  summon  to  our 

Our  cousin,  ^gislhus.      We  would 

speak  with  him. 
We  would  (hat  our  own  lips  should 

l«!  tlie  first 
To  break  these  tidings  to  him  ;  bo 

obtaining 
New  Joy  by   sharing  his.     And,  for 

Receive     our    gratitude.      For   Ibis 

Henceforth  you  hold  our  royal  love 

in  fee. 
Our  fairest  fortunes  from  this  day  I 

And  to  the  House  of  Tantalus 


She's  gone  !    With  what  a  majesty 

she  filled 
The  whole  of  space  I  The  statues  of 

the  Gods 
Are  not  so  godlike.    She  has  Here' 

And  ItMiln  immortal  I 


V.  CLTTEMiraSTRA,  CHO&US. 


So . . .  while  on  the  Tcigs 
Of  some    wild    purpose    we    hang 
dizzily, 
kli^  iJie  danger    of  the  leap 

Against  the    danger  of  retreating 

Upon  a  sudrieti.  some  forecast  event. 
Issuing  fuD-armed  from  Councils  of 

the  Gods, 
Strides  Lo  us,  plucks  us  by  the  batr, 

and  hiu-ls 
Headlong    pale   conscience    to    the 

abyss  of  crime. 
Well— I  shrink  noL     'Tls  but  a  le^ 

In  lite. 
There's  fate  In  this.     Why  la  he 

The  sight  of  whose   abborrM   eye« 

will  add 
Whatever  lacks  of  strength  to   this 

Away  with   shaine  !    I  have    had 

enough  of  It. 
Wliat's  here  for  shame  ?    ,  .  '  the 

weak  ^ahisl  the  strong? 
And  ifthe wcakbevictor?  ,  .  .  what 

Tush  !  .  .  ,  there, — my  soul  is  set 

to  it.     What  need 
Of  argument  to  Justify  an  act 
Necessity    compels,   and    must   al>> 

I  have  been  at  play  with  scruples- 
tike  a  girl. 
■    -"1 

Too  long  to  play  the  prude.    These 

thoughts  liave  been 
^Vild  gue<>ts  by  night.     Now  I  shall 

dare  to  do 
That    whicli    I    did    not    dare    ir 

think  .  .  .  O,  now 
I  know  myself  !    Crime's  easier  Una 


CL  YTEMNES  TRA. 
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ciionrs. 

Upon  the  everlastinjr  liills 
Throned  .Justice  works,  and  waits. 
Between  the  shootinj;  of  a  star. 
That"  falls  unseen  on  summer  uijjlits 
Out  of  the  bosom  of  the  dark. 
And  the  magnificent  march  of  War, 
Rolled  ft-om  angry  lands  afar 
Round  some  doomed  city-gates, 
Nothing  Is  to  her  unknown ; 

Nothing  unseen. 

I'pon  her  hills  she  sits  alone. 

And  in  the  balance  of  Eternity 

poises  against  the  What-has-lieen 

The  weight  of  What-shall-be. 

She  sums  the  account  of  human  ills. 

'I'he  great  world's  hoarded  wrongs 

and  rights 
Are  in  her  treasures.   She  will  mark, 
With  inward-searching  eyes  sublime. 
The  frauds  of  Time. 
The  empty  future  years  she  fills 
<  )ut  of  the  past.    All  human  wills 
Swavto heron  herreachless  heiijhts. 

Wisdom    she    teaches    men,    with 

tears, 
la  the  toilful  school  of  years  : 
Climbing  from  event  to  event. 
And,  being  patient,  is  content 
To  stretch  her  sightless  arms  about, 
And  find  some  human  instrument, 
From  many  sorrows  to  work  out 
Her  doubtful,  far  accomplishment. 

She  the  two  Atridac  sent 

Upon  Ilion  ;  being  intent 

The  heapt-up  wrath  of  Heaven  to 

move 
AgainstthefaithlessPhrygiancrime. 
Them  the  Thunder-birdof  Jove, 
Swooping  sudden  from  above, 
Summoned  to  fates  sublime. 

She,  being  injured,  for  the  sake 
Of  her,  the  often- wedded  wife, 
(Too  loved,  and  too  adoring  I) 
Many  a  brazen  band  did  break  i 


Many  a  headlong  agony. 
Frenzied  shout,  and  frantic  cry. 
For  Greek  and  Trojan  storing. 
When,  the  spear  in  the  onset  being 

shivered, 
The  reeling   ranks  were  rolled  to- 
gether 
Like  mad  waves  mingling  in  windy 
weather,  [other. 

Dasht  fearfully  over  and  over  each 
And   the   plumes  of  Princes  were 

tossed  and  thrust. 
And  dragged  about  in  the  shameful 

dust; 
And  the  painful,  panting  breath 
Came  and  went  in  the  tug  of  death  : 
And  the  sinews  were  loosened,  und 

the  strong  knees  stricken  *. 
And  the  eyes  began  to  darken  pnd 

thicken : 
And  the  arm  of  the  mighty  and  ter- 
rible (piivered. 

O  Love  I  Love  !  Love !  How  terri- 
ble art  thou ! 

How  terrible  I 

O.  what  hast  thou  to  do 

With  men  of  mortal  years, 

Who  toil  below. 

And  have  enough  of  griefs  for  tears 
to  flow? 

O,  range  in  higher  spheres ! 

Hast  thou,  O  hast  thou,  no  diviner 
hues 

To  paint  thy  wings,  but  must  trans- 
fuse 

An  Iris-light  from  tears? 

For  human  hearts  are  all  too  weak 
to  hold  thee. 

And  how\  O  Love,  shall  human  arms 
infold  thee? 

There  is  a  seal  of  sorrow  on  thy 
brow. 

There  is  a  deadly  fire  in  thy  breath. 

With  life  thou  lurest,yet  thou  givest 
death. 

O  Love, the  Gods  are  weak  by  reason 
of  thee; 


In  many  a  breathless  battle-strife;    And  many  wars  have  been  upon  the 
Many  a  noble  life  did  take;  earth. 
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CL  YTEAfATESTPA. 


Thou   art  the   sweetest  source  of 

saltost  sorrows. 
Thybleat  to-days  bring  such  uublcst 

to-morrows ; 
Tliy   softest  Iiope   makes    saddest 

memory. 
Thou  hadst  destructiou  in  thee  from 

tlie  birth ; 
Incomprehensible ! 

<)  Love»  thy  brightest  bridal  gar- 
ments 

Are  poisoned,  like  that  robe  of  ag- 
onies 

Which  Deianira  wove  for  Hercules, 

And,  being  put  on,  turn  presently 
to  cerements ! 

Tliou  art  unconquercd  in  the  flght. 
Thou  rangcst  over  land  and  sea. 
O  let  the  foolish  nations  be ! 
Keep  thy  divine  desire 
To  uplieave  mountains  or  to  kindle 

tire 
From  the  frore  frt)st,  and  set  the 

world  alight. 
Why   make   tliy   red   couch   in   tlie 

damask  clieek? 
Or  litf.ht  tliy  torch  at  languid  eyes? 
Or  iie  entangled  in  soft  sighs 
On  pensive  lips  that  will  not  ^peak? 
To  sow  the  seeds  of  evil  things 
In  thti  hearts  of  headstrong  kings? 
Preparinir  many  a  kindred  strife 
For  the  fearful  future  hour? 
O  leave  the  wretched  race  of  man, 
Whose  (lavs  are  l)ut  the  dving  sea- 1 

sons'  span : 
Vex  not  his  painful  life  I 
Make  thy  immortal  sport 
In  heaven's  high  court, 
And   cope  with   Oods   that  are  of  | 

e(pial  power.  j 

Vr.    KLECTKA.    (HORrS.    TLY- 
TEMNKSTKA. 

KI.KCTIt.V. 

Now  is  at  hand  the  hour  of  retribu- 
tion. 


For  my  father,  at  last  returning. 
In  great  power,  being  greatly  in* 

jured, 
Will  destroy  the  base  adulterer,       * 
And  efface  thcr  shameful  Past. 


CIIOKl'S. 

O  child  of  the  (iodlike  Agamemnon, 
Leave  vengeance  to  the   power  of 

Heaven;. 
Nor  forestall  with  impious  footsteps 
The  brazen  tread  of  black  Erinnvs. 

KLKCTRA. 

Is  it,  besotted  with  the  adulterous 

sin, 
Or,  as  with  flattery  pleasing  present 

power, 
Or,   being    intimidate,   you   «peak 

these  words? 

CHORUS. 

Nav,  but  desiring  justice,  like  your- 
self. 

KLKCTRA. 

Yet  Justice  ofttimes  uses   mortal 
means. 

CHORUS. 

But  flings  aside  her  tools  wnen  work 
is  done. 

CI.VTKMNKSTRA. 

0  dearest  friends,  inform  me,  went 

this  wa,v 
.lilgisthus? 

CHORUS. 

Even  now,  hurrying  hitherwanl 

1  see  him  walk,  with  irritated  eve**. 

CLV  TKMXKSl  RA. 

A   reed   maj'  show  which  way  tne 

tempest  blows. 
That  face  is  pale, —  those  brow*s  ar-j 

dark  ...  ah ! 


CL  YTEMNESTRA. 
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VU.    ^GISTHUS.   CLYTEMNES- 

TRA. 

iEGISTHrS. 

Agamemnon  — 

OLYTEM  X  KSTR  A . 

Wy  husband  .  .  .  well? 

^GISTHUS. 

( Whom  may  the  great  Gods  curse !) 
Is  scarce  an  hour  hence. 

CLYTKMNE8TRA. 

Then  that  hour*s  yet  saved 
From  sorrow.    Smile,  JEglsthns  — 

^GISTHUS. 

Hear  me  speak. 

CT.iTTEMNESTRA. 

Not  as  your  later  wont  has  been  to 

smile  — 
Quick,  /ierce,  as  though  you  scarce 

could  hurry  out 
The  wild   thing  "^fast  enough;   for 

smiling's  sake, 
Asif  toshowyou  could  smile,  though 

in  fear 
Of  what  might  follow,— but  as  first 

you  smiled 
Years,  years  ago,  when  some  slow 

loving  thought 
Stole  down  your  face,  and  settled 

on  your  lips, 
As  though  a  sunbeam  Imlted  oii  a 

rose, 
And  mixed  with  fragrance,  light. 

Can  you  smile  stili 
Just  so,  JEgisthus? 

^:GI8THr8. 

These  are  idle  words, 
And   like  the  wjuiderings  of  some 
fevered  brain : 

Extravagant  phrases,  void  of  inipo.-t. 
wild. 


CLYTEMNKSTRA. 

Ah,  no !  you  cannot  smile  so,  more. 
Nor  1 ! 

.fIGISTlIlTS.  , 

Hark!  in  an  hour  the  King  — 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Hush!  listen  now, — 
I  hear,  far  down  yon  vale,  a  shepherd 

piping 
Hard  by  his  milk-white  flock.      The 

lazy  things ! 
Howcjuictly they slcepor feed  among 
The    dry   grass   and   the   acanthutv 

thore!  .  .  .  and  he. 
He  hath  flung  his  faun-skin  by,  and 

white-ash  stick. 
You  hear  his  hymn  ?    Something  of 

Dryope. 
Faunus  and  Pan  ...  an  old  wood 

tale,  no  doubt ! 
It  makes  me  think  of  songs  when  I 

was  young 
I  used  to  sing  between  the  valleys 

there, 
Or  liigher  up  among  the  red  ash- 
berries. 
Where  the  goats  climb,  and  gaze. 

Do  you  remember 
That  evening  when  we  lingered  all 

alone, 
Below  the  city,  and  one  yellow  star 
Shook   o'er  yon    temple?  .   .    .  ah, 

and  von  said  then. 
"  Sweet,  .should  this  evening  never 

change  to  night. 
But  pause,  and  pause,  and  stay  just 

so,  —  yon  star 
Still  steadfast,  and  the  moon  behind 

the  hill, 
Still  rising,  never  risen, — would  this- 

seem  st.'ange? 
Or  should  wc  say.    '  wliy  halts  the 

day  so  late?  V' 
Do  you  remember? 

.«GISTHUK. 

Woman!  woman!  this 
Surpasses  fVenly  I     Not  a  breath  of 
time 


30O 


CI  yrKAfXEST/^A. 


Between    us    nnd    tlio    clutch    of 

Destiny,  — 
Alreadysound  there  footsteps  at  our 

heels, 
Atreudy  conies  a  heat  against  our 

cheek, 
Already  fingers  cold  among  our  hair, 
And    you    speak    lightly   thus,    as 

though  the  ilay 
Lingered  toward  nuptial  hours !  . .  . 

awake!  arouse! 

CLYTKMNESTRA. 

I  do  wake  .  .  .  well,  the  King  — 

^GISTHUS. 

Even  while  we  speak 
Draws  near.    And  we  — 

CLYTKMNK8TRA. 

Must  meet  him. 


ilXlISTHUS. 

Meet?  ay 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 


how? 


As  mortals  should  meet  fortune  — 
calmly. 

iEGISTHUS. 

Quick ! 
Consult !  consult !  Yet  there  is  time 

to  choose 
The  path  to  follow. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

I  have  chosen  it 
Long  since. 

.*:gisthi's. 
How?  — 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

O,  have  we  not  had  t<Mi  years 
To  ripeu  counsel,  and   mature  re- 
solve? 
What's  to  add  now? 


.fllGISTHirS. 

I  comprehend  you  not 
The  time  is  plucking  at  our  sleeve. 

CLYTKMNE8TRA. 

JEgisthus. 
There  shall  be  time  for  deeds,  and 

soon  enough, 
Let  that  come  when  it  may.    And  it 

may  be 
Deeds  must  be  done  shall  shut  and 

shrivel  up 
All  quiet  thoughts,  and  quite  pre- 
clude repose 
To   the   end   of  time.     Upon   this 

awful  strait 
And  promontory  of  our  mortal  life 
We  stand  between  wluit  was,  and  i» 

not  yet. 
The  Gods  allot  to  us  a  little  space. 
Before   the    contests  which    must 

soon  begin, 
For  calmer  breathing.     All   before 

lies  dark, 
And    dillicult,    and    perilous,    and 

strange ; 
And  all  behind  .  .  .  What  if  we  take 

one  lock. 
One  last  long  liuirering  look  (before 

Despair, 
The  shadow  of  failure,  or  ron.orse. 

which  often 
Waits  on  success,  can  come  'twiM 

us  and  it. 
And  darken  all)  at  that  which  vet 

must  seem 
Uudimmed  in  the  long  retrospect  of 

years,  — 
The  beautiful  imperishable  Past  I 
Were  this  not  natural,  being  ii.i.*. 

cent  now 
— At  leastof  thatwhich  is  Hie  greate: 

crime  I 
To-night  we  shall  not  be  so. 

.KGISTHTS. 

Ah,  to-night ! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

All  will  be  done  which  now  the  Gods 

foresee 
The  sun  ihines  still. 


CL  YTEMNESTRA. 
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.KGISTIIUS. 

I  oft  have  marked  some  day 
Begin  all  gold  in  its  flusht  orient, 
With  splendid  promise  to  the  wait- 
ing world, 
And  turn  to  blackness  ere  the  sun 

ran  down. 
So  draws  our  love  to  its  dark  close. 
To-night  — 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Shall  bring  our  bridals,  my  Beloved ! 

For,  either 
Upon    the    melancholy    shores    of 

Death 
<One  shadow  near  the  doors  of  Pluto) 

greeted 
By  bale  Proserpina,  our  steps  shall 

be, 
Or  else,  secure,  in  the  great  empty 

,  palace 
We  shall  sleep  crowned —  no  noise 

to  startle  us  — 
And  Argos  silent  round  us  —  all  our 

own! 

JEGISTHU8. 

In  truth  I  do  not  dare  to  think  this 

thing. 
For  all  the  Greeks  will  hate  us. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

What  of  that? 
If  that  they  do  not  harm  us,  —  as 
who  shall? 

iEGISTIIUS. 

Moreover,  though  we  triumph  in  the 

act 
(And  we  may  fail,  and  fall)  we  shall 

go  down 
Covered  with  this  reproach  into  the 

tomb, 
Hunted  by  all  the  red  Eumenides ; 
And,  in  ttie  end,  the  ghost  of  him  we 

slew, 
Being  beforehand  there,  will  come 

between 
Us  and  the  awful  Judges  of  the 

dead ! 


And  no  one  on  this  earth  will  pray 

for  us ; 
And  no  hand  will  hang  garlands  on 

our  urns, 
Either  of  man,  or  maid,  or  little 

child ; 
But  we  shall  be  dishonoi^d. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

O  faint  heart ! 
When  this  poor  life  of  ours  is  done 

with  — all 
I  cs  foolish  days  put  by  —  its  bright 

*and  dark  — 
Its  praise  and  blame  —  rolled  quite 

away  —  gone  o'er 
Like  some  brief  pageant — will  it  stir 

us  more, 
Where  we  are  gone,  how  men  may 

hoot  or  shout 
After  our  footsteps,  then  the  dust 

and  garlands 
A  few  mad  boys  and  girls  fling  in 

the  air 
When  a  great  host  is  passed,  can 

cheer  or  vex 
The  minds  of  men  already  out  of 

sight 
Toward  other  lands,  with  paean  and 

with  pomp 
Arrayed   near  vaster  forces?    For 

the  future, 
We  will  smoke  hecatombs,  and  build 

new  fanes, 
And  be    you   sure   the    gods   deal 

leniently 
With   those  who  grapple  for  their 

life,  and  pluck  it 
From  the  close  grip  of  Fate,  albeit 

perchance 
Some  ugly  smutch,  some  drop  of 

blood  or  so, 
A  spot  here,  there  a  streak,  or  stain 

of  gore, 
Should  in  the  contest  fall  to  th^m, 

and  mar 
That  life's  original  whiteness. 

JCaiSTHUS. 

Tombs  have  tooguesi 
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That    talk    in    Hades.     Think 

Dare  we  hope, 
This  done,  to  be  more  happy? 


it! 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 

My  Beloved, 
We  are  not  happy,  —  we  may  never 

be. 
Perchance,  again.    Yet  it  is  much 

to  think 
We  have  been  so :  and  even  though 

we  must  weep, 
We  have  enjoyed. 

Tlie  roses  and  the  thorns 
We    have    plucked  together.      We 

have  proved  both.     Say, 
Was  it  not  worth  the  bleeding  hands 

they  left  us 
To  have  won  such  flowers?    And  if 

'twere  possible 
To  keep  them  still,  —  keep  even  the 

withered  leaves, 
Even  the  withered  leaves  are  worth 

our  care. 
We  win  not  tamely  give  up  life,  — 

such  life ! 
What  though  the  years  before,  like 

those  behind, 
He  dark  as  clouds  the  thunder  sits 

among, 
Tipt  only  here  and  there  with  a  wan 

gold 
More  bright  for  rains  between?  — 

'tis  much,  —  'tis  more. 
For  we  shall  ever  think  "  the  sun's 

behind. 
The  sun  must  shine  before  the  day 

goes  down  I " 
Anything  better  than  the  long,  long 


night. 


[tomb ! 


And   that  perpetual  silence  of  the 
'Tis  not- for  happier  hours,  but  life 

Itself 
Which  may  bring  happier  hours,  we 

strike  at  Fate. 
Why,  though  from  all  the  treasury 

of  tile  Past 
'Tls  but  one  solitary  gem  we  save  — 
One  kiss  more  such  as  we  have  klst, 

one  smile, 


One  more  embrace,  one  night  more 

such  as  those 
Which  we  have  shared,  how  costly 

were  the  prize, 
How  richly  worth  the  attempt  I     In- 
deed, I  know. 
When    yet  a  child,   in  those  dim 

pleasant  dreams 
A    girl  wlU  dream,   perchance    in 

twllit  hours. 
Or  under  eve's  first  star  (when  we 

are  young  [near! 

Happiness  seems  so  possible,  —  so 
One  says,  'Mt  must  go  hard,  but  I 

shall  find  it  1 ") 
Ofttimes  I  mused,  —  "  My  life  shall 

be  my  own. 
To  make  It  what  I  will."    It  is  their 

fault 
(I  thought)  who  miss  the  true  de- 
lights.   I  thought 
Men  might  have  saved  themselves : 

they  flung  away. 
Too  easily  abasht,  life's   opening 

promise : 
But  all  things  will  be  different  for 

me. 
Foi*  I   felt  life  so  strong  in  me ! 

indeed 
I  was  so  sure  of  my  own  power  to 

love 
And  to  enjoy,  —  I  had  so  much  to 

give, 
I  said,  *'be  sure  it  must  win  some- 
thing back ! " 
Youth  is  so  confldeut !    And  though 

I  saw 
All  women  sad,  —  not  only  those  I 

knew, 
As   Helen    (whom    from    youth    I 

kpew,  nor  ever 
Divined  that  sad  impenetrable  smile 
Which  oft  would   darken   through 

her  lustrous  eyes, 
As  drawing  slowly  down  o'er   her 

cold  cheek 
The  yellow  braids  of  odorous  hair, 

she  turned 
From   Menelaus  praising  her,  and 

sighed,  — 
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That  was  before  he,  flinging  bitterly 
down 

The   trampled    parsley-crown    and 
undrained  goblet, 

Cursed  before  all  the  Gods  his  sud- 
den shame 

And    young    Hermione's    deserted 
youth!) 

Not  only  her, — but  all  whose  lives  I 
learned, 

Medea,  Deianira,  Ariadne, 

And     many    others,  —  ail     weak, 
wronged,  opprest, 

Or  sick  and    sorrowful,   as  I  am 
now, — 

Yet  in  their  fate  I  would  not  see  my 
own,  [law 

Nor  grant  allegiance  to  that  general 

From  which  a  few,  I  know  a  very 
few. 

With  whom  it  seemed  I  also  might 
be  numbered, 

Had  yet  escaped  securely :  —  so  ex- 
empting 

From  this  world's  desolation  every- 
where 

One  fate  —  my  own ! 

Well,  that  was  foolish !    Now 

I  am  not  so  exacting.     As  we  move 

Further  and  ftirther  down  the  path 
of  fate 

To  the  sure  tomb,  we  yield  up,  one 
by  one, 

Our  claims  on  Fortune,  till  with 
each  new  year 

We  seek  less  and  go  further  to  ob- 
tain it. 

'Tis  the  old  tale,  —  aye,  all  of  us 
*  must  learn  it! 

But  yet  I  would  not  empty-handed 
stand 

Before  the  House  of  Hades.    Still 
there's  life, 

And  hope  with  life ;  and  much  that 
may  be  done. 

Look  up,  O  thou  most  dear  and 
cherisht  head ! 

We'll  strive  still,  conquering;  or,  if 
f alii  n jr.  fall 

In  sight  of  grand  results. 


iEGISTHUS. 

May  these  things  be ' 

I  know  not.  All  is  vague.  I  should 
be  strong 

Even  were  you  weak.  'Tis  other- 
wise—  I  see, 

No  path  to  safety  sure.  We  have 
done  ill  things. 

Best  let  the  past  be  past,  lest  new 
griefs  come. 

Best  we  part  now. 

CLYTEMNESTRA . 

Part !  what,  to  part  from  thee ! 
Never  till  death, — not  in  death  even, 
part! 

iGGISTHUS 

But  one  course  now  is  left. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

And  that  is  — 


i^OISTHUS. 
CLYTEMNESTRA. 


Flight. 


Coward ! 


.SGISTHUS. 

I  care  not. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Flight !  I  am  a  Queen. 
A  goddess  once  you  said,  —  and  why 

not  goddess? 
Seeing  the  Gods  are  mightier  than 

we 
By  so  much  more  of  courage.    O, 

not  I, 
But  you,  are  mad. 

iEGISTHUS. 

Nay,  wiser  than  I  waa 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

And  you  will  leave  me? 

JSGISTHUS. 

Not  if  you  will  come 


3^4 


CL  YTEMNESTRA, 


CLTTEMNESTRA. 

This  was  the  Atlas  of  the  world  I 
built ! 

.fiGISTHUS. 

Flight  I  .  .  .   yes,  I  know  not  .  .  . 

somewhere  ...  anywhere. 
Ton  come?   .  .  .  you  come   not? 

well?  ...  no  time  to  pause ! 

• 

CLYTEMNBSTRA. 

And  this  is  he  —  this  he,  the  man  I 

loved ! 
And    this  is  ret^butionl      O    my 

heart ! 
O     Agamemnon,    how    art     thou 

avenged ! 
And  I  have  done  so  much  for  him ! 

.  .  .  would  do 
So   much!    ...    a  universe  lies 

ruined  here. 
Now  by  Apollo,  be  a  man  for  once  I 
Be  for  once  strong,  or  be  forever 

weak ! 
If  shame  be  dead,  and  honor  be  no 

more, 
No  more  true  faith,  nor  that  which 

in  old  time 
Made  us  like  Gods,  sublime  in  our 

high  place, 
Yet   all    surviving    instincts   warn 

ft-om  flight. 
Flight! — O,  impossible!   Even  now 

the  steps 
Of  fate  are  at  the  threshold.  Which 

way  fly? 
For  every  avenue  is  barred  by  death. 
Will  these  not  scout  your  flying 

heels?    If  now 
They  hafe  us   powerful,  will   they 

love  us  weak? 
No  land  is  safe ;  nor  any  neighbor- 
ing king 
Will  harbor  Agamemnon's  enemy. 
Reflect  on  Troy;  her  ashes  smoul- 
der yet. 

iEGISTHUS. 

Her  words   compel  me  with  their 
aw  All  truth. 


For  so  would  vengeance  hound  and 
earth  us  down. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

If  I  am  weak  to  move  yoo  by  that 

love 
You  swore  long  since — and  sealed  it 

with  false  lips !  — 
Yet  lives  there  nothing  of  the  ambi- 
tious will? 
Of  those  proud  plots,  and  dexterous 

policy. 
On  which    you  builded  snch  high 

hopes,  and  swore 
To  rule  this    people    Agamemnon 

rules ; 
Supplant  him  eminent  on  his  own 

throne. 
And  push  our  power  through  Greece? 

iEGISTHUS. 

The  dream  was  great. 
It  was  a  dream.    We  dreamt  it  like 
a  king. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ay,  and  shall  so  fulfil  it  —  like  a 
King! 

Who  talks  of  flight?  For  now.  be- 
think you  well, 

If  to  live  on,  the  byword  of  a  world. 

Be  any  gain,  even  such  flight  offers 
not. 

Will  long-armed  Vengeance  never 
find  you  out 

When  you  have  left  the  weapon  in 
her  hands? 

Be  bold,  and  meet  her !  Who  fore- 
stall the  bolts 

Of  heaven,  the  Gods  deem  worthy 
of  the  Gods. 

Success  is  made  the  measure  of  our 
acts. 

And,  think,  iEgisthus,  there  has 
been  one  thought 

Before  us  In  the  intervals  of  years. 

Between  us  ever  in  the  long  dark 
nights. 

When,  lying  all  awake,  we  heard 
the  wind. 
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Do  you  shriuk  then?  or,  only  closer  [  To  die  like  fallen  Titans,  scorning 


drawing 

Your  lips  to  mine,  your  arms  about 
my  neck, 

Say,**  Who  would  fear  such  chances, 
when  he  saw 

Behind  them  such  a  prize  for  him 
as  thiF?" 

Do  you  shrink  now?    Dare  you  put 
all  this  from  you? 

Revoke  the  promise  of  those  years, 
and  say 

This  prospect  meets  yon  unprepared 
at  last? 

Our  motives  are  so  mixt  in  their  be- 
ginnings 

And  so  confused,  we  recognize  them 
not 

Till  they  are  grown  to  acts;    but 
ne'er  were. ours 

So  blindly  wov'n,  but  what  we  both 
uutan«;led 

Out  of  the  intricacies  of  the  heart 

One  purpose: — being  found,  best 
grapple  to  it. 

For  to  conceive  ill  deeds  yet  dare 
not  do  them, 

This  is  not  virtue,  but  a  twofold 
shame. 

Between  the  culprit  and  the  demi- 
god 

There's  but  one  difference  men  re- 
gard —  success. 

The  weakly-wicked  shall  be  doubly 
damned ! 

iEGISTHUS. 

I  am  not  weak  .  .  .  what  will  you? 

.  .  .  O,  too  weak 
To  bear  this  scorn!  .  .  .  She  is  a 

godlike  (lend. 
And  hell  and  heaven  seem  meeting 

in  hor  eyes. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

These   who  on    perilous    ventures 

once  embark 
Should  bum  their  ships,  nor  ever 

dream  return. 
Better,  though  all  Olympus  marched 

on  us, 


Heaven, 

Than  live  like  slaves  in  scorn  of  our 
own  selves ! 

iEGISTHUS. 

We  wait  then?     Good!    and  dare 

this  desperate  chance. 
And  if  we  fall  (as  we,  I  think,  must 

fall) 
It  is  but  some  few  sunny  hours  we 

lose, 
Some  few  bright  days.    Trne  I  and 

a  little  less 
Of  life,  or  else  of  wrong  a  little  more. 
What's  that?    For  one  shade  more 

or  less  the  night 
Will  scarce  seem  darker  or  lighter, 

—  the  long  night ! 
We'll  fall  together,  if  we  fall ;  and 

if  — 
O,  if  we  live!  — 

CLYTEMNK8TRA. 

Ay,  that  was  noblier  thought. 
Now  you  grow  back  into  yourself, 

your  true  self. 
My  King !  my  chosen !  my  glad  care- 
less helpmate 
In  the   old    time !    we    shared    its 

pleasant  days 
Royally,  did   we  not?    How  brief 

they  were ! 
Nor  will  I  deem  you  less  than  what 

I  know 
Yon  have  it  in  you  to  become,  for 

this 
Strange  freakish  fear, — this  passing 

brief  alarm. 
Do  I  not  know  the  noble  steed  will 

start 
Aside,  scared  lightly  by  a  straw,  or 

shadow, 
A  thorn-bush  in  the  way,  while  the 

dull  mule 
Plods*   stupidly  adown  the  dizziest 

paths? 
And  oft  indeed,  such  trifles  will  dis- 

mav 
The  finest  and  most  eagor  spirita 

which  yet 
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DftUDt  not  a  duller  mind.    0  love, 

Whale'er  betlilo,  whether  for  well 

or  HI, 
Thj  fate  and  mine  are  bouud  up  in 

one  skein  1 
Clotho  must  cut  them  botli   iiisep- 

Yon  dare  not  leave  me  —  liad  yon 

wings  for  tllglit! 
Vou  shall  not  leave  me!     Yon  are 

mine,  indeed, 
(Ab  1  am  yours !)  by  my  strong  riglit 

of  grief. 
Mot  death   together,  but    together 

life! 
Life  —  life  with  safe  and  honorable 

And  power  to  do  with  these  that 

which  we  would ! 
— HislipscoDiprest — his  eye  dilates 

—  he  Is  saved! 
O,  when  strong  natures  into  frailer 

Have  struck  deep  root,  If  one  exalt 

not  both. 
Floth  must  drag  down  and  perish ! 


If  we  should  live 


e  shall  live. 

.EGlSTlll'S. 


Wliat!  shrinkiUMHtlH? 

I'll  do  the  deed.     Do  not  stand  off 

from  me. 


Ti-rrlblc  Spirit! 


Xay.  not  terrible. 
Not  to  ti>ee  terrible  —  Osaynotso! 
To  thee  1  never  have  been  anything 


Bat  A  weak,   passionate,   nuhappy 
(O  woe  Is  me  I)  and  now  you  fear 

^OISTHUS. 

No, 
But  rather  worship. 


What  n  spell  she  ha.i 
To  sway  llic  inmost  courses  of  the 

My  spirit  Is  held  up  to  such  ahelfihl 
I  dare  not  breathe.     How  Unely  sit* 

this  sorrow 
Upon  her.  like   the  garment  of  « 

God  I 
I   cannot   fathom    her.      Does  the 

same  birth 
Bring  forth   the   monster  aiul   the 

demigod? 


I  will  not  doubt !    All's  lost,  if  love 

be  lost, — 
Peace,    honor,    innocence,  —  gone, 

gone  I  all  gone 
And  you.  too  — you,  poor  baflHed 

crown  less  schemer. 
Whose  life   my  love  makes   royal. 

clothes  ill  purple. 
G^itahtishes  In   state,   without  me. 

What  sbould  you  do  but  perish,  as 

i.s  (It? 

O  love,  you  dare  not  cea-ie  to  Iotb 

We  have  Icl   llie  world  go   by  us, 

Wp  liave  trusted 
To  ourselves  only:  If  we  lallour- 

Whflt  shall  ftvali  us  now?    Without 

Wliat   rest   for  yon  bnt    universal 
haU>, 
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And  AgamemDoii*s  sword?    Ah,  no 

—  you  love  mo, 
Must  love  me,  better  than  you  ever 

loved,  — 
Love  me,  I  think,  as  you  love  life 

itself! 
JEgisthus !     Speak,  iEgisthns ! 

iEGISTHUS. 

O  great  heart, 
/  am  all  yours.    Do  with  me  what 
you  will. 

CL  YTEMNESTRA. 

O,  if  you  love  me,  I  have  strength 

for  both. 
And  you  do  love  me  still? 

^GISTHUS. 

O  more,  thrice  more. 
Thrice  more  then  wert  thou  Aphro- 
dite's self 
Stept  zoned  and  sandalled  from  the 

Olympian  Feasts 
Or  first  revealed  among  the  pink 
sea-foam. 

CLYTEMNESTKA. 

Whatever  I  am,  be  sure  that  I  am 
that 

Which  thou  hast  made  me,  —  noth- 
ing of  myself. 

Once,  all  unhecdful,  careless  of  my- 
self, 

And  wholly  ignorant  of  what  I  was, 

1  grew  up  as  a  reed  some  wind  will 
touch, 

And  wake  to  prophecy, — till  then  all 
mute. 

And  void  of  melody,  —  a  foolish 
weed  I 

My  soul  was  blind,  and  all  my  life 
was  dark, 

And  all  my  heart  pined  with  some 
ignorant  want. 

I  moved  about,  a  shadow  iu  the 
house. 

And  felt  unwcdded  though  I  was  a 
wife ; 

And  all  the  men  and  women  which 
I  saw 


Were  but  as  pictures  painted  on  a 

wall: 
To  me  they  had  not  either  heart,  or 

brain. 
Or    lips,  or    language,  —  pictures^ 

nothing  more. 
Then,    suddenly,     athwart     those 

lonely  hours 
Which, day  by  day  dreamed  listlessly 

away, 
Led  to  the  dark  and    melancholy 

tomb, 
Thy  presence  passed  and  touched 

me  with  a  soul. 
My  life  did  but  begin  when  I  found 

thee. 
0  what  a  strength  was  hidden  in 

this  heart ! 
As,  all  unvalued,  in  its  cold  dark 

cave 
Under  snow  hills,  some  rare  and 

priceless  gem 
May  sparkle  and  bum,  so  in  this 

life  of  mine 
Love  lay  shut  up.    You  broke  the 

rock  away, 
You  lit  upon  the  Jewel  that  it  hid. 
You  plucked  it  forth,  — to  wear  it, 

my  Beloved ! 
To  set  in  the  crown  of  thy  dear  life ! 
To  embellish  fortune !    Cast  it  not 

away. 
Now   call  me  by  the  old   familiar 

names : 
Call  me  again  your  Queen,  as  once 

you  used; 
You  large-eyed  Here  I 

JiGISTHlJS. 

O,  you  are  a  Queen 
That  should  have  none  but  Gods  to 

rule  over ! 
Make  me  immortal  with  one  costly 

kiss! 

VIII.    CHORUS.  ELECTRA.  CLY 
TEMNESTRA.   JEGISTHUS. 

CHORUS. 

lo !  lo !    I  hear  the  people  shoat. 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 


Sea    hovF  these  two  do  mutually 

coDfcr, 
Hatching  new  Inf^mf.  Now  will  he 

lu  his   unbounUed    Impudence,  to 

My  father's  eyes?  The  hour  is  nigh 

ClVTEMNESTEi. 

O  love,  be  bold !  the  hour  Is  nigb 

at  band. 

BLSCTRA. 

Laden  with  retribution,  lingering 

.£GISTIJUS. 

A  time  In  travail  with 


Nay,  rather  saTcty  for  the  reat  of 
O  love  \  O  hate ! 


O  vengeADCC ! 

O  wild  chance 


)o;   lo!   The  King  is  < 
Did  jou  hear  that? 


The  hour  Is  nigh  at  hand  1 


Thi'ongh  inany  windings  to  Ike  ap- 
pointed goal. 
I'U  draw  iheiD  on  to  such  a  fraint 

of  mind 
As  best  beflta  our  purpose.      Yon. 

meanwhile. 
Scatter   vague   words    among    the 

other  crowd, 
Lest  the  event,  when  It  fs  due,  fall 

foul 
Of  unpropltions  natures. 

A»ISTHUS. 

Do  you  fear 
The  helpless,  blind  lU-will  of  such 

a  crowd? 

CLYTBMNESTIIA. 

lie  only  fears  manlitnd  who  knows 
But  lilm  I  pruisc  not  who  despises 
Whence  come.  Electra? 


From  my  father's  hearth 
To  meet  him;  for  the  hour  Is  nigh 


wlli  follow. 

ELKCTRA, 

Justice,  O  be  .swift! 


Her  father's,  too,  looks  out  ol  that 

proud  face. 
She  Is  too  bold  . .  .  ha,weU— .Xgls- 

thus? .  ,  -gone! 
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O  fate  !  to  be  a  woman  !    You  great 

Gods, 
Why  did  you  fashion  me  iu  this  soft 

mould  ? 
Give  me  these  lengths  of  silky  hair  ? 

These  hands 
Too  delicately  dimpled  !  and  these 

arms 
Too  white,  too  weak  !  yet  leave  the 

man*s  heart  in  me, 
To  mar  your  masterpiece,  —  that  I 

should  perish, 
Who  else  had  won  renown  among  my 

peers, 
A  man,  with  men, — perchance  a  god 

with  you, 
Had  you  but  better  sexed  me,  you 

blind  Gods  I 
But,  as  for  man,  all  things  are  fitting 

to  him.  < 

He  strikes  his  fellow  'mid  the  clang- 
ing shields, 
And  leaps  among  the  smoking  walls, 

and  takes 
Some  long-haired  virgin  wailing  at 

the  shrines. 
Her  brethren    having  fallen ;    and 

you  Gods 
Commend  him,  crown  him,  grant 

him  ample  days, 
And  dying  honor,   and  an  endless 

peace 
Among  the  deep  £lysian  asphodels. 
O  fate,  to  be  a  woman  !    To  be  led 
Dumb,  like  a  poor  mule,  at  a  mas- 
ter's will. 
And  be  a  slave,  though  bred  in  pal- 
aces, 
And  be  a  fool,  though  seated  with 

the  wise, — 
A  poor  and  pitiful  fool,   as  I  am 

now. 
Loving   and    hating  my    vain    life 

away  I 

CHOKUS. 

These  flowers — we  plucked  them 
At  morning,  and  took  them 
From    bright    bees    that    sucked 
them 


And  warm  winds  that  shook  them 
'Neath    blue   hills    that  overlook 
them. 

SEMI-CUOHL'S. 

With  the  dews  of  the  meado\» 
Oiu*  rosy  warm  lingers 
Sparkle  yet,  and  the  shadow 
Of  the  summer-cloud  lingers 
In  the  hair  of  us  singers. 

FIRST  SEMI-CHORUS. 

Ere  these  buds  on  our  altars 
Fade  ;  ere  the  forkt  fire, 
Fed  with  pure  honey,  falters 
And  fails  :  louder,  higher 
Kaise  the  Paean. 

SECOND  SEMI-CHORUS. 

Draw  nigher, 
Stand  closer  !    First  praise  we 
The  Fall  HF  of  all. 
To  him  I  he  song  raise  we. 
Over  IltJiven's  golden  wall 
Let  it  fail  !    Let  it  fall  ! 

FIRST  SEMI-CUORUS. 

Then  Apollo,  the  king  of 
The  lyre  and  the  bow  ; 
Who  taught  us  to  sing  of 
The  deeds  that  we  know, — 
Deeds  well  done  long  ago. 

SECOND  SEMI-CHORUS. 

Next,  of  all  the  Immortals, 
Athene's  gray  eyes  ; 
Who  sits  throned  in  our  portals. 
Ever  fair,  ever  wise. 

FIRST  SEMI-CHORUS. 

Neither  dare  we  despise 
To  extol  the  great  Here, 

SECOND  SEMI-CHORUS. 

And  then, 
As  is  due,  shall  our  song 
Be  of  those  among  men 
Who  were  brave,  who  were  strongs 
Who  endured. 


CLYTESfffESmA. 


Of  the  Phrygian :  &t)d  IJ 


BBCOND  BRUI-CHORUS. 

Then,  the  death  of  the  brave. 

FIBST  SElU-CBOBL'e. 


So  good  or  80  great 

Ah  our  chief  Agamemnon 

The  crown  of  our  State. 

CLTTEHNGSTBA. 

0  friends,  true  hearts,  rejoice  with 

me  I    Tills  day 
Sh&U  crown  the  hope  of  ten  uacer- 
taill  years  I 

CHOBUS. 

For  Aeamemnon  cannot  be  far  oS — 


He  comes — and  yet — O  Heaven  pro- 
serve  Its  all  ! 

My  heart  is  weak — there's  One  he 
brings  not  back  ; 

Who  went  wlih  him  ;  who  will  not 

Whom  we  shall  never  see  1— 


O  Queen,  for  whom, 
lamenting  thus,  is  your  great  heart 
cast  down  7 

CLTTEMNE8TBA. 


LTTKMKBBTBA. 

She— my  chUd- 

CHOBtTS. 

terrible  necc 

C  LTTEMKBETBA. 

Was  it  necessity  ?  O  pardon,  friendi, 
But  in  the  dark,  unsolaeed  solitude, 
Wild  thoughts  come  to  me,  and  pef 

plei  my  heart. 
This,  which  you  call  a  dread  necea- 

sity. 
Was  it  a  murder  or  a  Mtcriflca  F 


igh  the  he 
Instincts    are    the  oracles  of 
ver  heart, — did  ever  God,  l>e> 
Suggest  nuch  foul  infauUcidal  Ue  t 


CL\TBHNESTBA. 

Can  all  men's  good  bo  helped  by  one 


O  casual  ar^ment !    Who  gave  the 
Such  bloody  claim  upon  a  Tltgin's 
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A  hundred  Heleiw  were  not  worth 
that  death ! 

What!  had  the  manhood  of  com- 
bin6d  Greece, 

Whose  boast  was  in  its  untamed 
strength,  no  lielp 

Better  than  the  spilt  blood  of  one 
poor  jjirl  ? 

Or,  if  it  were  of  need  tliat  blood 
should  flow, 

What  God  ordained  him  execution- 
er? 

Wa«  it  for  him  the  armament  was 
planned? 

For  him  that  angry  Greece  was 
leagued  in  war? 

For  him,  or  Menelaus,  was  this 
done  ? 

Was  tlie  cause  his,  or  Menelaus* 
cause? 

Was  he  less  sire  than  Menelaus  was? 

He,  too,  had  children ;  did  he  mur- 
der them  ? 

O,  was  it  manlike?  was  it  human, 
even? 

CHORUS. 

Alas !  alas !  it  was  an  evil  thing. 

CL  YTEMNESTRA. 

O  friends,  if  any  one  among  you  all, 
If  any  be  a  mother,  bear  with  me ! 
She  was  my  earliest  born,  my  best 

beloved. 
The  painful  labor  of  that  perilous 

birth 
That  gave  her  life  did  almost  take 

my  own. 
He  had  no  pain.     He  did  not  bring 

her  forth. 
How  should  he,  therefore,  love  her 

as  I  loved? 

CHORUS. 

Ai !  ai !  alas  I  Our  tears  run  down 
with  yours. 

Cr.YTEMNESTRA. 

O,  who  shall  say  with  what  delic- 
ious tears, 

With  what  ineffable  tenderness, 
while  he 


Took   his    blithe    pastime    on  the 

windy  plain. 
Among    the    ringing    camps,    and 

neighing  steeds, 
Flrst^of  his  glad   compeers,  I   sat 

*  apart. 
Silent,  within  the  solitary  house : 
Rocking  the  little  child  upon  my 

breast ; 
And  soothed  its  soft  eyes  into  sleep 

with  song ! 

CHORUS. 

Ai!  ai!  unhappy,  sad,  unchlldcd 
one! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Or,  when  I  taught,  from  inarticu- 
late sounds, 

The  little,  lisping  lips,  to  breathe 
his  name. 

Now  they  will  never  breathe  that 
name  again  \ 

CHORUS. 

Alas !  for  Hades  has  not  any  hope. 
Since  Thraclan  women  lopped  the 

tuneful  head 
Of  Orpheus,  and  Heracleus  is  no 

more. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Or,  spread  in  prayer,  the  helpless, 

infant  hands, 
That   they,  too,  mi.nht  invoke  the 

Gods  for  him. 
Alas,  who  now  Invokes  the  Gods 

for  her? 
Unwedded,  hapless,  gone  to  glut  the 

w^omb 
Of  dark,  untimely  Orcus  ! 


CHORUS. 


Ai!  alas! 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 


I  would  have  died,  if  that  could  be, 

for  her ! 
When  life  is  half-way  set  to  feeble 

eld, 
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Aim!  memory  more  than  hope,  and 

to  dim  eyes 
The  gorgeous  tapestry  of  existence 

shows 
Mothed.  flngercd,  frayed,  and  bare. 

To  fling  away  this  ravelled  skela  of 

life, 
Which  else,  a  little  later,  Fate  had 

iud  who  would  sorrow  fortlie  o'er- 

blowu  I'ose 
Sharp  wluter  strews  about  its  own 

bleak  thorns? 
But,  cropped  before  the  time,  to  fall 

so  young ! 
And  wither  In  the  gloomy  crown  of 

Dis! 
Never  to  look  upon  the  blessed  enn — 


AM  ail  alinon!  woe    is    me,    this 

grief 
Strikes  pity  paralyzed.    All  words 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

And  I  had  dreamed  such  splendid 

dreams  for  her  I 
Whowould  not  so  for  Agamemnon's 

child? 
For  we  had  hoped  that  she,  too,  in 

her  time 
Would   be    tic  mother  of    heroic 


CIIORUS- 

Therc  rtseij  in  my  heart  an  awful 
Lest  from  these  eviln  durker  evils 
For  lieaveti  exacts,  for  wrong,  the 


O  Honor  of  the  House  of  TantalDs ' 
The  king's   wheels    echo    In    the 
brazen  gates. 

CLTTBMNESTRA. 

Our  heart  la  half-way  there,  to  wel- 
come him. 

Howlookshe?  Well?  And  aU  our 
long-lost  (tiends  — 

Their  faces  grow  before  me.    Lead 


child  back  with  o 


The  mlschler 


X.  CH0KU8. 

CBonus. 

The  winds  were  lulled  in  Anlia;  and 

the  day, 
Down-sloped,  was  loitering  to  the 

There  was  uo  motion  of  the  glassy 

But  all  things  by  a  heavy  light  op- 

Wludless,  cut  off  from  the  destined 

Dark  shniuilH.  distinct  against  the 

lurid  lull,  — 
Dark  ro|>es    hun^   useless,    loose, 

from  mast  to  hull. — 
The  black  ships  lay  abreast. 
Kot    any    cloud    would    cross  the 

brooding  skies. 
The    disiaiit  se.i   boomed    fUatly. 

Nothing  more. 
They  walked  about  upon  the  yellow 
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Or,   lying  listless,  haddled   groups 

supine, 
With  (^es  turned  toward  the  lint 

sea-spiue, 
Thej  planned  the  Phrygian  battle 

Tin  each  grew  sullen,  an<l  wonlil 

talk  no  more, 
lint    sat,    dumb-dreaming.       Then 

would  some  one  rise, 
And  look  toward  the  hollow  hulls, 

with  haggard,  hopeles ft  eyes  — 
AVUd  eyes  — and,  crowding  ronnil. 

And  gaplcg,  languid  lips; 

And  everywhere  that  raeu  could  see. 

About  the  bluck,  black  ships. 

Was  nothing  but  the  deep-red  sea; 

The  deep-red  shore; 

The  deep-rod  skies; 

The  deep-red  sIlcDCC.  thick  with 
thirsty  sighs ; 

And  daylight,  dying  slowly.  Noth- 
ing raore. 

The  tall  masts  stood  upright; 

And  not  ft  sail  above  the  burnished 

The  languid  sea,  like  one  outwear- 

led  quite,  [shores, 

Shrank,  dying  inward  into  hollow 
And     breathless     harbors  <     under 

sandy  bars; 
And,  one   by  one,  down   tracts   of 

quivering  blue, 
The  singed  and  sultry  stars 
Looked   Itoin  the   inmost   heaven, 

far,  faint,  and  few, 
While,    all    below,    the    sick    and 

steaming  brine 
Tbt  spilled-out  sunset  did  incarna- 

At  last  one  broke  the  silence;  and 

Was  lisped  and  buzzed  about,  tVom 

mouth  to  mouth ; 
Pale  faces  grow  more  pale;    wild 

whispers  stliTed; 
And  men,  with  nioo<ly, 

lips,  conferred 


in  ominous    toucs,    from    shaggj 

beards  uncouth ; 
As  though  some  wind  had  broken 

from  the  blurred 
And  blazing  prison  of  the  stagnant 

And  stirred  the  salt  sen  In  the  stifled 

The  long-rol>cd  priests  stood  round ; 

and,  in  the  gloom. 
Under  black  brows,  their  bright  and 

greedy  eyes. 
Shone  deathnilly;  there  was  asonnd 

of  sighs. 
Thick-sobbed  from  choking  throats 

among  the  crowd, 
That,  whispering,  gatlicred  close, 

with  dark  heads  bowed; 
But   no  nun  llftrKl  up  bis  voice 

For  heavy  hung  o'er  all  the  hclpleaa 

sense  of  doom. 

Then,  after  solemn  prayer, 
Ttie  father  Imde  the  attendants,  ten- 
Lift  her  upon  the  lurid  altar-stone. 
There  was   no  hope  In    any   face; 

Swam  tearful,  I h.it  her  owndidgaze 
They  hound  her  hi'lplessiiands  ivltb 
mournful  care; 


Mixed  with  the  soBVou  robe,   and 

falling  loiver, 
Down  from  her  bare  aud  cold  white 

sliouUler  Hung. 
Upon   the  heaving  breast  the  pale 

tliei-k  hunir, 
SufTused  with  that  wild   light  that 

rolled  among 
The  pausing  crowd,  out  of  the  crlm- 

Tliey  held  hot  bands  upon  her  plead- 
ing nnnith  I  [ery. 
And  stilled  on  faint  lips  the  uuturul 
Back  from  the  altnr-stone, 
Slow-movlug  In  his  ttx£d  place 
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A  little  space, 

I'liH  Npeecliless  father  turned.    No 

word  WHS  Haiti, 
He  wrapped  hU  maDtle  close  nboiit 

bis  fuce, 
In  his  dumb  (;rler,  wiihout  a  moan. 
The  loppiii){8xe«as  lifted  overheml. 
Tlien,  suddenly, 
There  souudcd  a,  strange  motion  or 

the  Hea, 
Boomiug  Tar  inland ;  and  a1)ove  the 

A  ragged  cloud  rose  »lowly,  and  in- 
creased. 

Not  one  line  in  the  horoscope  of 
Time  [this. 

Is  perfect.    0,  what  ralllug  off  Ik 

When  Home  grand  soul,  that  else 
li]id  been  sublime, 

Falls  iinuwuns  tixalss, 

An<!  Htoops  its  crested  strength  to 
Nuddcn  crime '. 


That  htilds  stiroug  nature  in  n  wIni 

control: 
Tlirubliing  out,  all  round,  the  hent 
Of  a  largo  and  liberal  noul. 
No  shadow,  simulating  life, 
Ilutpulse!)  warn)  uitti  human  nature 
In  a  soul  of  godlike  stature : 
lleurt  and  bniin,  all  rich  and  rife 
VVlUinoblc  Instincts  ;Ktronii!  to  mcei 
Time  calmly,  In  his  purpoHed  plaee 
Sound  through  and  through,  atid  all  j 

Kxalting  what  is  loiv  and  luise : 
Kiilarglni;  what  Is  iiarrowand  small ; 
lie  stamps  his  character  on  all, 
:V!id  nllh  his  grind  Ideutity 

Kills  lip  Creation's  eye. 

lie  nUl  not  dri-um  the  aimless  years 

1 1,  bkink  dl-lay. 


To  strew  with  fruU  and  flowers  iil:< 

way  — 
Fruits  ripe  and  flowers  gay. 
The  clear  soul  In  his  earnest  eyes 
Loohs    through    and    through    all 

plaited  lies, 
Time  shall  uot  rob  him  of  his  youth, 
Kor  narrow  his  large  sympathies. 
He  Is  not  true,  he  Is  o  truth. 
And  such  a  truth  as  never  dies. 
Who  knows   his   nature,   feels   his 

right, 
And,  tolling,  tolls  for  his  delight ; 
Not  OS  Biftvea  toll :  where'er  he  goes, 
The  desert  blossoms  with  the  ro.te. 
He  trUHts  himself  In  scorn  of  doubt. 
And  lets  or>ied  purpose  widen  out. 
Theworld  works  with  bini;  all  men 

Some  part  of  them  fulflDed  In  hlra; 
Ills  memory  never  shall  grow  dim ; 
He   holds  the  heaven  and  earth  in 


0  weep!  weep  I  weep! 

Weep  Tor  the  young  that  die; 

As  It  were  pale  HoHcrs  tliat  wither 

The  smiting  sun,  and  fall  asunder, 
Before  the  ilewson  the  grass  are  drv. 
Or  the  tender  twilight  Is  out  of  tlie 

sky. 
Ur  the  lilies  have  fallen  asleep; 
Or  shl|)s  liy  a  wanton  wind  cut  short 
Xta  wrecked  in  sight  of  the  placid 

Sinking  strangely,  and  suddenly — 

Sadly, and  strangely, and  suddenly — 

Into  the  black  I'luionian  deep. 

( )  weep '.  weep !  weep  I 

Weep,  and  l>ow  the  head. 

For  those  whose  sun  is  set  at  noon ; 

Wh<>scnightl«daTk,witlioutamoon; 

niiose  aim  of  life  ts  sped 

llcvond  pumulng  woes. 

And  the  arrow  of  angry  foes, 

Totliedarkiiessthatnomanknows  — 

The  darkness  among  the  dead. 
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Let  us  mourn,  and  bow  the  head, 

And  lift  up  the  voice,  and  weep 

For  the  early  dead  ! 

For  the  early  dead  we  may  bow  the 
head, 

Aiui  strike  the  breast,  and  weep  ; 

But,  O,  what  shall  be  said 

For  the  living  sorrow  ? 

For  the  living  sorrow  our  gi'ief — 

Dumb  grief — draws  no  relief 

From  tears,  nor  yet  may  borrow 

Solace  from  sound  cr  speech  ; — 

For  the  living  sorrow 

That  heaps  to-moirow  upon  to-mor- 
row 

In  piled-up  pahi,  beyond  Hope's 
reach  ! 

It  is  well  that  we  mourn  for  the  early 
dead. 

Strike  the  breast,  and  bow  the  head; 

For  the  sorrow  for  these  may  be  sung, 
or  said. 

And  the  chaplets  be  woven  for  the 
fallen  head. 

And  the  urns  to  the  stately  tombs  be 
led. 

And  Love  from  their  memory  may 
be  fed. 

And  song  may  ennoble  the  anguish  ; 

But,  O,  for  the  living  sorrow, — 

For  the  living  sorrow  what  hopes  re- 
main ? 

For  the  prisoned,  pining,  passionate 
pain. 

That  is  doomed  forever  tc  languish, 

And  to  languish  forever  in  vain. 

For  the  want  of  the  words  that  may 
bestead 

The  hunger  that  out  of  loss  is  bred. 

O  friends,  for  the  living  sorrow — 

For  the  living  sorrow — 

For  the  living  sorrow  what  shall  be 
said? 

XL    A    PHOCIAN.     CHORUS. 
SEMI-CHORUS. 

PHOCIAN. 

O  noble  strangers,  if  indeed  you  be 
Such  as  you  seem,  of  Argos,  and  the 
land 


That  the  unconquer'd  Agamemnon 

rules, 
Tell  me  is  this  the  ])alace,  these  the 

roofs 
Of  the    Atridfe,    famed    in    ancient 

song? 

CHORirs. 

Not   without   truth    you   name   the 

neighborhood. 
Standing  before  the  threshold,  and 

the  doors 
Of  Pelops,  and  upon  the  Argive  soil. 
!  That  which  you  see  above  the  Agora 
Is  the  old  fane  of  the  Lycsean  God, 
And  this  the  house  of  Agamemnon's 

queen. 
I  But  whence  art  thou?     For  if  thy 

dusty  locks. 
And  those  soiled  sandals  show  with 

auirht  of  truth, 
Thou  shouldst  be  come  from  far. 

PHOCIAN. 

And  am  so,  friends. 
But,   by   Heaven's  favor,    here  my 
journey  ends. 

CHORUS. 

Whence,  then,  thy  way  ? 

PHOriAN. 

From  Phocis  ;  charged  with  gifts 
For  Agamemnon,  and  with  messages 
From  Strophiua,  and   the   sister  of 

your  king. 
Our  watchmen   saw  the  beacon  on 

the  hills. 
And  leaped  for  joy.     Say,  is  the  king 

yet  come  ? 

CHORUS. 

He  comes  this  way  ;  st^nd  by,  I  hear 

them  shout ; 
Here   shall    you    meet   him,    as   he 

mounts  the  hill. 

PHOCIAN. 

Now  blest   be   all    the  Gods,    from 
Father  Zeus, 
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Who   reigns   o'er  windy  (Eta,  far 

away, 
To  King  Apollo,  with  the  golden 

horns. 

CHORUS. 

Look  how  they  cling  about  him  ! 
Far  and  near 

The  town  breaks  loose,  and  follows 
after, 

Crowding  up  the  ringing  wajrs. 

The  boy  forgets  to  watch  the  steer  ; 

Tiie  grazing  steer  forgets  to  graze  ; 

The  shepherd  leaves  the  herd  ; 

The  priest  will  leave  the  fane  ; 

The  deep  heart  of  the  land  is  stirred 

To  sunny  tears,  and  tearful  laughter, 

To  look  into  his  face  again. 

Burst,  burst  the  brazen  ^tes  ! 

Throw  open  the  hearths,  and  follow ! 

Let  the  shouts  of  the  youths  go  up 
to  Apollo, 

Lord  of  the  graceful  quiver  : 

Till  the  tingling  sivy  dilates — 

Dilates,  and  palpitates  ; 

And,  Paean  Pajan  !  the  virgins 
sing  ; 

Pasan  !  Pajan  !  the  king  !  the  king  ! 

Laden  with  spoils  from  Phrygia  ! 

lo  !  lo  !  lo  !  they  sing 

Till  the  pillars  of  Olympus  ring  : 

lo  !  to  Queen  Ortygia, 

Whose  double  torch  shall  burn  for- 
ever? 

But  thou,  ()  Lord  of  the  graceful 
quiver. 

Bid,  bid  thy  Pythian  splendor  halt. 

Where'er  he  beams,  surpassing  sight; 

Or  on  some  ocean  isthmus  bent. 

Or  wheeled  from  the  dark  continent, 

JIalf-way  down  Heaven's  rosy  vault. 

Toward  the  dewy  cone  of  night. 

Let  not  the  breathless  air  grow  dim. 

Until  the  whole  land  look  at  him  I 

SEMI-CUORUS. 

Btaiid  back  I 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Will  he  come  this  vi  ay  ? 


SKMI-CHORUS. 

No ;  by  a^ 

SBMI-CHOBUS. 

Gods,  what  a  crowd  I 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

How  firm  the  old  men  walk 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

There  goes  the  king.    I  know  him 
by  his  l>eard. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

And  I,  too,  by  the  manner  of  his 

gait. 
That  Godlike  spirit  lifts  him  from 

the  earth. 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

How  gray  he  looks  I 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

His  cheek  is  seamed  with  scars. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

What  a  bull's  front  I 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

He  stands  up  like  a  tower. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Ay,   like    some    moving  tower    of 

armdd  men, 
That  carries  conquest    under  city* 

walls. 

SEMI-CUORUS. 

He  lifts  his  sublime  head,  and  in  hii 

port 
Bears  eminent  authority. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Behold, 
His  spear  shows  like  the  spindle  of  a 
Fate  \ 
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8EHI-CHOBU8. 

O9  what  an  ann  I 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

Host  fit  for  such  a  sword  ; 
Look  at  that  sword. 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

What  shoulders  I 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

What  a  throat  I 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

What  are  these  bearing  ? 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

Urns. 

8EMI-CHOBUS. 

Alas  !  alas  ! 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

O  frlendSf  look  here  I   how  are  the 

mighty  men 
Shrunk  up  into  a  little  vase  of  earth, 
A  child  might  lift.      Sheathed  each 

in  brazen  plates. 
They  went   so   heavy,  they    come 

back  so  light, 
Sheathed,  each  one,  In  the  brazen 

urn  of  death  I 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

With  what  a  stateliness  he  moves 
along  I 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

6ee,  how  they  touch  his  skirt,  and 
grasp  his  hand  I 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

Is  that  the  queen  ? 


SEMI-CHOBUS. 

Ay,  how  she  matches  him! 
With  what  grand  eyes  she  looks  up, 
full  in  his  I 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

Say,  what  are  these  ! 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

O  Phrygians  !  how  they  walk! 
The  onl^  sad  man  in  the  crowd,  I 
thmk. 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

But  who   is  this,  that  with    such 

scornful  brows. 
And  looks  averted,  walks  among  the 

rest? 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

I  know  not,  but  some  Phrygian  wo- 
man, sure. 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

Her  heavy-fallen    hair    down    her 

white  neck 
(A  dying  sunbeam  tangled  in  each 

tress) 
All  its  neglected  beauty  pours  one 

way. 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

Her  looks  bend  ever  on  the  alien 

ground, 
As  though  the  stones  of  Troy  were 

in  ner  path. 
And  in  the  pain^  paleness  of  her 

brow 
Sorrow  hath  made  a  regal  tenement. 

SEMI-CHOBUS. 

Here  comes  Electra  ;  young  Orestes, 

too; 
See    how  he  emulates  his   father's 

stride  I 
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BKMI-CHOBUB. 

Look  at  .£glathiu,  where  \ 

■part, 
And  bitea  his  lip. 


I  oft  have  seen  him  so 
When  something  chafes  him  is  his 
bitter  moods. 

BEMI-CUOBUS. 


lo  I  lo  I    The  King  I 


XII.  AGAMEMNON,  CLTTEM- 
NE8TRA,  ^GISTHIIS,  ELEC- 
TRA.  ORESTEH,  CASSANDRA, 
u  Pliocian,  ChoruK,  Seml-Ckorus. 
and  othem  in  the  proceaalon. 

CI.YTEMNESTBA. 

O  blazing  sun,   that  In   tliy    skye; 
Paiisest  to  see  one    kinglj 


Are  M  e,  field,  which  be,  the  hus- 
bandman. 
Owning  far  off  does  only  look  upon 
At    seedtime    once,  nor    then  tU) 

And   bis   sad   wife  must  wet    with 

nightly  tears 
TJnsolaced   pillows,  fearing  for  his 

fate. 
To  these  how  welcome,  then,  his  glad 

When  he,  as  thou,  comes  heavy  with 

the  weight 
Of  great  achievements,  uid  the  spoil* 

of  time. 


And  guide  our  gladness  I    Friends, 

behold  the  King  ! 
Kor  hath  ^tolian  Jove,  tbe  arbiter 
Ot  conquests,  well  disposed  the  issues 


fit  II  worth. 
And  bold  you  dear,  whose  gladness 

eqiiij^e  yours  ; 
But  women  ever  err  by  over-talk. 
Silence  to  women,  as  the  beard  to 

Brings  honor  :   and  plain  truth  is 

hurt,  not  helped 
By    many    words.      To     each    bis 

separate  sphere 
The  Gods  allot.    To  me  the  sound- 
\  ing  camp. 

Steeds,  and  ihe  oaken  spear  ;  to  you 

ibc  hforth. 
Children,  and   household  duties    of 

the  loom. 
'Tis  man's    to  win  an    honorable 


Woman 


9  to  keep  it  honorable  still. 

CLYTEMNESTBA. 


:   (O  beast !    O  weakness  of  this  wo- 
manhood I 
-   To   let  these   pompous  male  thing 


For   every   niglit   tliat  brought 

news  fioin  Tf-y 
Heapeil  fe:ir  on   fear,  as  waves 

ceed  lo  waves,  Birui  in  uur  e^es. 

When  Northern   blasts  blow    wblte   And  in  their  lordship  lap  themselves 

the  Cretan  main, —  secure, 

Knowinf!   that  thou,   far   off,   from 

toil  to  toil 
CUmliedst,  uncertain.    Unto  such  an 


His  children,  and    young  offspring 
of  the  bouse 


Because  the  lots  in  life  are  fallen  to 

Am  I  less  heart  and  head,  less  blood 

and  brain. 
Ijpfts  fnrrc  and  feeling,  pniM  and 

passion— I — 
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Than  this  self-worshipper — a  lie  all 

through  ?) 
Forgive  if  joy  too  long  unloose  our 

lips. 
Silent  so  long  :  your  words  fall  on 

my  soul 
As  rain  on  thirsty  lands,  that  feeds 

the  dearth 
With    bless<^d     nourishment.     My 

whole  heart  hears. 
You    speaking    thus,  I    would  be 

silent  ever. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Wlio  is  this  man  ? 

CL  YTEMNESTRA. 

A  Phocian,  by  his  look. 

PHOCIAN. 

O  King,  from  Strophius,  and  your 

sister's  court. 
Despatched  with  this  sealed  tablet, 

and  with  gifts, 
Though  both  express,  so  says  my 

royal  Head, 
But  poorly  the  rich  welcome  they 

Intend. 
Will  you  see  this  ? — and  these  ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Anon  !  anon  ! 
We'll  look  at  them  within.    O  child, 

thine  eyes 
Look  wanner  welcome  than  all  words 

express. 
Thou  art  mine  own  child  by  that 

royal  brow. 
Nfttore  hath  marked  thee  mine. 


ELECTRA. 


O  Father  ! 


AGAMEMNON. 

Come  ! 
And   our   Orestes !      He   is   nobly 

grown  ; 
He  shall  do  great  deeds  when  our 

own  are  dim. 
Bo   shall  men  come    to  say  ''  the 

father's  sword 


In  the  son's  hands  hath  hewn  oat 

nobler  fame." 
Think  of  it,  little  one  !  where  is  our 

cousin  ? 

JCGISTHUS. 

Here !  And  the  keys  of  the 
Acropolis  ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

0  well  !  this  dust  and  heat  are  over* 

much. 
And,  cousin,  you  look  pale.     Anon  I 

anon  ! 
Speak  to  us  by  and  by.    Let  business 

wait. 
Is  our  house  ordered  ^  we  will  take 

the  batli. 

CLYTEMNESTBA. 

Will  you  within  ?  where  all  is  ordered 
fair 

Befitting  state :  cool  chambers, 
marble-floored 

Or  piled  with  blazing  carpets,  scented 
rare 

With  the  sweet  spirit  of  each  odor- 
ous gum 

In  dim,  delicious,  amorous  mists 
about 

Tlie  purple-paven,  silver-sided  bath. 

Deep,  flashing,  pure. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Look  to  our  captives  then. 

1  charge  you  chiefly  with  this  woman 

here, 
Cassandra,  the  mad  prophetess  of 

Troy. 
See  that  you  chafe  her  not  in  hei 

wild  moods. 


XUL  CLYTEMNESTBA.    ^GIS 
THUS. 

CLYTEMNESTBA. 

Linger  not ! 

2BGISTHUS. 

What  ?  you  will  to-day— 


5Bo 


CL  YTEMNESTRA. 


CLTTBMNBSTBA. 

— This  hour. 
0.  If  ume  chance  mar  all ! 

CLTTEHNESTBA. 

We'll  make  chance  sure. 
Doubt  iBttie  doomsmanof  self-judged 

disgrace : 
But  every  chance  brings  Bsfetv  to 

self-help. 

>£OI3THUB. 

Ay,  but  the  means — the  time— 

CLTTEHNE3TRA. 

—Fulfil  themselves. 
O  most  Irresolute  heart !  is  this  a 

When  llirough  the  awful  pause  of 
life,  distinct. 

The  sounding  shears  of  Fat«  slope 
near,  to  stanil 

Heek,  iike  tame  wethers,  and  be 
shorn  ?     How  say  you. 

The  blithe  wind  up.  and  the  broad 
sea  before  him, 

Who  would  crouch  all  day  long  be- 
side the  mast 

Counting  the  suites  beat  his  idit 


The  shadow  of  a  passing  storm  might 

hang? 
Danger,  being  pregnant,  doth  beget 


CLTTKHNxaTB^ 

Tak«it. 

It  does  not  tremble. 


CLTTEMNBSTBA. 


Fortune  plays  high  for  ui 


caoRtrs. 
O  thou  that  dost  with  glob^  ^ory 
Sweep   the  dark  world   at  noon  of 

niKht. 
Or  amuiig  snciW)-  summits,  wild  and 

Or  through  the  mighty  silences 

Of  Immemorial  seas. 

With  all  the  stars  behind  thee  flying 

white, 
O  take  with  thee,  where'er 
Tlion  wanderest,  ancient  Care, 
And   hide    her  in   some  Interlunar 

haunt ; 
Wliere  but  ihc  wild  bird's  chaunt 
At  night,  tliroush  rocky  ridges  gaunt. 
Or  inoaniiigs  of  some  homeless  sea 

may  find  her 
There.  (li'Kldess,  bar.  and  bind  her  ; 
Wliereshemaypiiie.  but  wander  not; 
Loathe  licr  haunts,  but  leave  them 

Wail  and  rave  to  the  wind  and  wave 
That  hear,  yrt  understand  ber  not ; 
And  curse  her    chains,   yet  cleave 

And  hate  ber  lot,  yet  help  it  not. 
Or  let  ber  rove  with  Gods  undona 
Who  dwell  below  the  setting  sun, 
And  the  sod  western  hours 
Titat  bum  In  fiery  bowers  ; 
Or  in  Amphllrite's  grot 
Where  the  vexed  tides  unite, 
And  tlie  spent  wind,  howling,  breaks 
O'er  sullen  oceans  out  of  aiffht 
Among  sea-snakes,  that  tlia   whlW 


CL  YTEMNESTRA. 


381 


Till  Vhey   shake   themselves   into 

diamoDd  flakes, 
Coil  and  twine  in  the  glittering  brine 
And  swing  themselves  in  the  long 

moonshine ; 
Or  by  wild  shores  hoarsely  rage, 
And  moan,  and  vent  her  spite, 
In  some  inhospitable  harborage 
Of  Thracian  waters,  white. 
There  let  her  grieve,  and  grieve,  and 

hold  her  breath 
Until  she  hate  herself  to  death. 
I  seem  with  rapture  llft;ed  higher, 
Like  one  in  mystic  trance. 
O  Pan !  Pan !  Pan ! 
First  friend  of  man. 
And  founder  of  Heaven's  choir. 
Come  thou  from  old  CyllenS,  and 

inspire 
The  Gnossian,  and  Nyssean  dance ! 
Come  thou,  too,  Delian  king, 
From  the  blue  ^gean  sea. 
And  Mycone*s  yeUow  coast : 
Give  my  spirit  such  a  wing 
As  there  the  foolish  Icarus  lost, 
That  she  may  soar  above  the  cope 
Of  this  high  pinnacle  of  gladness. 
And  dizzy  height  of  hope; 
And  there,  beyond  all  reach  of  sad- 
ness. 
May  tune  my  lips  to  sing 
Oreat  Pagans,  full  and  free. 
Till  the  whole  world  ring 
With  such  hoart-nu'ltin;i;  madness 
As  bards  are  taught  by  thee! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Look  to  the  sad  Cassandra,  how  she 
stands ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

She  turns  not  from  the  wringing  of 
her  hands. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

What  is  she  doing? 

8EMI-CHORU8. 
Look,  her  lips  are  moved. 


SEMI-CHORUS. 

And  yet  their  motion  shapes  not 
any  sound. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Speak  to  her. ' 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

She  will*  heed  not. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

But  yet  speak. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Unhappy  woman,  cease  a  little  while 
From    mourning.      Recognize    the 

work  of  Heaven, 
liroy  smoulders.    Think  not  of  it. 

Let  the  past 
Be  buried  in  the  past.    Tears  mend 

it  not. 
Fate  may  be  kindlier  yet  than  she 

appears. 

8KMI-CnORU8, 

She  does  not  answer. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Call  to  her  again. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

O  break  this  scornful  silence !  Hear 

us  speak. 
We  would  console  you. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Look,  how  she  is  moved ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

O  speak!    the  heart's  hurt  oft  is 
helped  by  words. 

CASSANDRA. 

O  Itys !  Itys !  Itys ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

What  a  shriek! 
She  takes  the  language  of  the  night 
ingale, 


CL  YTEMNESTRA. 


rnhappy    bird !    that    inourDs    ber 

perished  fonn, 
And  leans  her  breast  agaiiiHt  a  thoni, 

alt  nl^ht. 


She  ualts  upon  the  GmI. 
sKMi-ciioiirB, 

Unhappy  on 
What  sorrow  strikes  thee  with  b 
wllderment? 


A  Styftian  cold 
Creeps     through    my    limbs,    iinit 

loosens  every  Joint. 
The  hot  blood  freezes  In  Its  arteries, 
And  stagnates  round  thu  r^Kloii  of 

the  heart. 
A  i-loiid  comes  np  from  sooty  AeliC' 

And  rlothes  luiuc  eyelids 

Willi  infernal  iiljtht. 

MylinirstaiiilN  up. 

What  KU)K;rii&tura1  awe 

RhiHitM,  shi'i  veil  ill);  through  iiii'. 

To  the  marrow  and  bone? 

1 1  dn-ad  ami  wl?«  f  rophetic  Powers, 

Whosi:  stroiis-eonipt'llliis  Ii'w 

lloili  hold  ill  iine 

'I'lie  liilM>riiij;  hours, 

Voiir  [iitcrveutiuu  1  luvokc, 


My  soul  from  thU  nUd  doubt  t 


larc 


il 


Or  solemu,  sacred  oalc; 

Or  In  Dodoua's  ancient,  honored 

beech, 
Whose  mystic  boughs  above 
Sat  the  wise  dove; 
Or  if  tlic  tuneful  voice  of  old 
Awake  in  Deloa,  to  unfold 
Dark  wiRdom  in  ambiguous  speech. 
ITpou  tlie  verge  of  strange  desp^r 
My  heart  grows  dizzy.   N"ow  I  soein 
Like  iiue  tliat  dreams  some  ghastly 

dreaiu, 
And  canuot  cast  away  his  care. 
But  harrows  all  the  tutggard  air 
With  his  hard  breath.     Above,  be- 

Thc  <'iii|>ty  silence  seems  to  teem 
With  a |) prehension.     O  declare 
What  hidilcu  thing  doth  Fate  pre- 

Whnt   hidden,  horrible   thing  doth 

Fate  prepare? 
For  of  some  hidden  grief  my  heart 

seems  half  aware. 


CI.YTKMNESTKA. 

One  blow  makes  all  supe.     Ay,  bu'. 
tln'U.  —  beyond? 
not    Ininimel   up  the    future 

lo  forecast  the  time,  as  witli 

I'ftk  tlic;  hundred  Uydra-Ucads 
of  Chaiiee, 

lieyond  1  dare  not  look. 


for 
If  rii'st  lie  scanned  tlie  space,  would 

leap  the  gulf? 
Oue  blow  secu 

but  he  . 
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Ay,  there  it  lies!    I  dread  lest  my 

love,  being 
So  much  tlie   stronger,  scare    his 

own  to  death; 
As   what  they  conipreliended   not, 

men  abhor, 
lie  has  a  wavering  nature,  easily 
Unpoised;    and  trembling  ever  on 

extremes. 
O,  what  if  terror  outweigh  love, 

and  love, 
Having  defiled  his  countenance,  take 

part 
Against    himself,    self -loathed,    a 

fallen  God? 
Ah,  his  was  never  yet  the  loving 

soul, 
But  rather  that  which  lets  itself  be 

loved ; 
As  some  loose  lily  leans  upon  a 

lake,  [will, 

Letting  the  lymph  reflect  it,  as  it 
Still  idly  swayed,  whichever  way 

the  stream 
Stirs  the  green  tangles  of  the  water 

moss. 
The  flower  of  his  love  never  bloomed 

upright. 
But  a  sweet  parasite,  that  loved  to 

lean 
On     stronger     natures,     winning 

strength  from  them, — 
Not  such  a  flower  as  whose  delirious 

cup 
Maddens  the  bee,  and   never  can 

give  forth 
Enougli  of  flragrance,  yet  is  ever 

sweet. 
Yet  wliich  is  sweetest,  — to  receive 

or  jjive? 
Sweet  to  receive,  and  sweet  to  give, 

in  love! 
Wlien  one  is  never  sated  that  re- 
ceives, 
Nor  ever  all   exhausted    one   that 

gives. 
I  think  I  love  him  more,  that  1  re- 
semble 
So  little  aught  that  pleases  me  in 

him. 


Perchance,  if  I  dared  question  this 

dark  heart, 
Tis  not  for  him,  but  for  myself  iu 

him. 
For  that  which  is  my  softer  self  In 

him, — 
I  have  done  this,  and  this,  —  and 

shall  do  more : 
Hoped,  wept,  dared  wildly,  and  will 

overcome ! 
Docs  he  not  need  me?    It  is  sweet 

to  think 
That  I  am  all  to  him,  whatever  I  be 
To  others;    and  to  one,  —  little,  I 

know ! 
But  to   him,  all  things,  —  sceptre, 

sw^ord,  and  crown. 
For  who  w^ould  live,  but  to  be  loved 

by  some  one? 
Be  fair,  but  to  give  beauty  to  an- 
other? 
Or  wise,  but  to  instruct  some  sweet 

desire? 
Or  strong,  but  that  thereby,  love 

may  rejoice ! 
Or  who  for  crime's  sake  would  be 

criminal? 
And  yet  Ibr  love's  sake  would  not 

dare  wild  deeds? 
A  mutual  necessity,  one  fear. 
One  hope,  and  the  strange  posture 

of  the  time 
Unite  us  now ;  —  but  this  need  over- 
past, 
O,  if,  'twixt  his  embrace  and  mine, 

there  rise 
The  reflex  of  a  murdered  head  I  and 

he,  [not 

Remembering  the  crime,  remember 
It  was  for  him  that  I  am  criminal, 
But  rather  hate  me  for  the  part  he 

took  — 
Against  his  soul,  as  he  will  say  — 

In  this?  — 
I  will  not  think  It.     Upon  this  wUd 

venture, 
Freighted  with  love's  last  wealthiest 

merchandise, 
Mv  heart  sets  forth.    To-morrow  I 

shall  wake 
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A  beggar,  as  It  may  be,  or  thrice 

rich. 
As  one  trho   plucks  fala  last  gem 

from  his  crown 
(Some  pearl  for  which.  In  yonth, 

he  bartered  states) 
And,  sacrificing  nitli  an  anxlcns 

Toward  night  puts  seaward  <u  a 
little  bark  [son, 

Kor  lands  reported  far  beyond  the 

Trusting  to  win  buck  kingdoms,  or 
there  drown  — 

Ro  I  —  and  with  like  perilous  cu- 

<>.  but  1  think  I  could  implore  the 

Gods 
More  fervently  than  ever,  in  my 

1   prayed    that   help   of  Hcaveu    I 

needed  not. 
And  lifted  inDOcent  hands  to  their 

great  sky. 
So  much  to  lose  ...  so  much  to 

gain  ...  so  mucli  .  .  . 
I  dare  not  think  how  .  .  . 

Hii,  the  Phrygian  slave! 
He  dares  to  bring  his  inistre»,s  to 

the  hearth  1 
She  looks  unhappy.     I  will   speak 

Perchance  her  hatred  may  approve 

And   help   me   in   the   work   1   am 

about. 
'Twcre  well  to  sound  her. 

Be  not  so  cast  dovvn, 
Unhappy  stranger!    Fear       '     ' 

In  sorrow  I,  too,  am  not  all  untried. 
Our  fortimes  arc  not  so  ilissliiiliar, 
Klaves  both  —  and  of  one  master. 

Say,  approacli. 
Is  my  voice  liarsh  In  its  appea!  to 

If  so,  bt'lievo  nie,  it  ttelies  my  heart. 
.A  woman  sp«aks  to  thee. 

What,  silent  still? 
O,  look  not  on  me  with  such  sullen 


There  is  no  accnsatlon  in  my  own. 
Rather  on  him  that  brought  thee. 

than  on  thee. 
Our  scorn  is  settled.    I  would  help 

thee.     Come! 
Mute  still? 

I  know  that  shame  is  ever  dumb. 
And  ever  weak ;  but  here  Is  no  re- 
proach. 
Listen!     Thy  fate  is  given  to  tliy 

hands. 
Art  thou  a  woman,  and  dost  scorn 

contempt? 
Art  thou  a  captive,  and  dost  loathe 

these  bonds? 
Art  thou  courageous,  as  men  call 

thy  race? 
Or,  helpless  art  thou,  and  wonldst 

overcome? 
If  so,  — look  up)    For  there  Is  hope 

for  thee. 
Give  me  thy  hand — 


Pall  1  there  Is  blood  on  Itt 

CL^-TEMNESTRA. 

What  Is  she  raving  of? 

CASSA^'PRA. 

The  place,  from  old, 

CtYTKMNESTRA. 

Ay,  tlierc  Is  a  .slekncsa,  here, 
Tliat  needs  tlie  knife 


CLYTKMN-KSTRA. 

I  see  you  arc  a  lliryglan  to  the 
Coward  and  slave!   be  so  forever 

CASSANDRA. 

Apoilol  U  Apollo!  O  blood!  btoodi 
The  whole  place  swiina  with  ttl 
The  slippery  steps 
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Steam  with  the  fumes !  The  rank 
air  smells  of  blood! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Heed  her  not!   for  she  knows  not 

what  she  says. 
This  is  some  falling  sickness  of  the 

soul. 
Her  fever  frights  itself. 

CASSANDRA. 

It  reeks !  it  reeks  I 
It  smokes !  it  stifles !  blood !  blood, 
everywhere  I 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

See,    he    hath    brought    this    mad 

woman  from  Troy, 
To  shame  our  honor,  and  insult  our 

care. 
Look  to  her,  friends,  my  hands  have 

other  work ! 

CHORUS. 

Alas!  the  House  of  Tantalus  is 
doomed ! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

The  King  sleeps  —  like  an  infant. 
His  huge  strength 

Holds  slumber  thrice  as  close  as 
other  men. 

How  well  he  sleeps!  Make  gar- 
lauds  for  the  Gods. 

I  go  to  watch  the  couch.  Cull  every 
flower, 

And  honor  all  the  tutelary  fanes 

With  sacrifice  as  ample  as  our  joy, 

Lest  some  one  say  we  reverence  not 
the  Gods  I 

CHORUS. 

O  doomed  House  and  race! 

O  toilsome,  toilsome  horsemanship 

Of  Pelops;    that  ill  omen  brought 

to  us ! 
For  since  the  drowned  Myrtilus 
Did  flrom  his  golden  chariot  slip 


To  his  last  sleep,  below  the  deep, 
Nothing  of  sad  calamitous  disgrace 
Hath  angry  Heaven  ceased  to  heap 
On    this   unhappy   House   of   Tan- 
talus. 
Not  only  upon  sacred  leaves  of  old. 
Preserved  in  many  a  guarded,  mys- 
tic fold, 
But  sometimes,  too,  enrolled 
On  tablets  fair 
Of  stone  or  brass,  with  quaint  and 

curious  care, 
In  characters  of  gold, 
And  many  an   iron-bound,  melan- 
choly book. 
The  wisdom  of  the  wise  is  writ ; 
And  hardly  shall  a  man. 
For  all  he  can, 
By  painful,  slow  degrees. 
And  nightly  reveries. 
Of  long,  laborious  thought,  grow 

learned  in  these. 
But  who,  that  reads  a  woman's  wily 
look,  [in  it? 

Shall  say  what  evil  hides,  and  lurks 
Or  fathom  her  false  wit? 
For  by  a  woman  fell  the  man 
Who  did  Nemiea's  pest  destroy. 
And  the  briuded  Hydra  slew. 
And  many  other  wonders  wrought. 
By  a  woman,  fated  Troy 
Was  overset,  and  fell  to  naught. 
Royal  Amphiaraus,  too, 
All  his  wisdom  could  not  free 
From  his  false  Eriphyle, 
Whom  a  golden  necklace  bought,  — 
So  has  it  been,  and  so  shall  it  be, 
Ever  since  the  world  began ! 

O  woman,  woman,  of  what  other 

earth 
Hath  dffidal  Nature  moulded  thee? 
Thou  art  not  of  our  clay  compact. 
Not  of  our  common  clay ;  — 
But   when    the    painful    world    in 

labor  lay  — 
Labor  long  —  and  agony, 
In  her  heaving  throes  distract. 
And  vext  with  angry  Heaven's  red 

ire, 
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Naturo,  kncoiUn;;  sdow  and  Are, 
In  thy  mystic  bclug  pent 
Kocli  coutrary  eleincut. 
Ufu  and  death  wltliin  thee  blent: 
All  despair  and  all  desire : 
TLcre  to  mingle  &nd  ferment. 
WJiltc,  mad  itildwivca,  at  thy  birth. 
Furies  mist  with  Sirens  bent, 
Intcr-wrcatlilngtiiiHkes  and  t<m  Ilex, — 
Fairest  dreamx  and  falsest  guiles. 
Such*  a  splendid  mischief  thou! 
WItli  thy  light  of  lauguid  eyes ; 
And  tiiy  bosuin  of  pure  snow : 
And  tbiue  heart  iif  Ore  below, 
WUoKo  red  light  doth  eoiiie  and  go 
Ever  o'er  thy  changchil  cheek 
When  love-whispers  tremble  weak: 
The  warm  lips  and  pensive  sighs, 
Tliat  the  breathless  s[>lrit  bow : 
And  the  heaven  wiinl  life  tliat  lies 
In  till)  still  serenities 
Of  thy  snowy,  airy  !>row,— 
Thine  etiiereiil  iiiry  br<)w. 
Such  a  sjilendid  nilscliief,  thou ! 
What  are  all  thy  wlichuries  ? 
AU  thine  evil  beauty  ?    AU 
Tliy  soft  looks,  and  subtle  smiles  ? 
Tiuigtud  Irewtes  ?    Moil  earcases  ? 
Tenderness  t    Tenrs  iiud  kls>es  ? 
And  tlie  long  look,  between  whiles, 
I'hnt  the  helpless  heart  bcgntles. 
Tranced  in  sucb  a  subtle  tlirall  7 
Wbat  arc  all  tliy  slglis  and  smiles  ? 
Fnlrtist  dreams  and  falsest  guiles! 
Iliiofs  to  homes,  tutth  to  lions, 
Horns  to  buiU,  and  spired  to  bares. 
To  the  HhIi  to  glide  lliroiigb  waters. 
To  the  bin!  to  glide  through  airs. 
Nature  gave :  tu  men  giive  coumgc, 
And  the  use  of  brazen  siieiirs. 
Wb.it  was   lirft  to  give  to  woHmii. 
All    her   gifts    thus    given!       Ab, 

Smiles,     and     kisses,     whispers, 

ghinces, 
Oniv  these:  and  nierelv  lieiiutv 
On  her  iirehCd  br()ws  unfurled. 
And  with  Ihe.sc  she  shntti-rs  Innces, 
All  uunnni'd  1)i]id>  arnifd  Duty. 
Aud  in  Lriiimph  drags  tlic  world! 


XVI.  SEMI-CHORUS.  CHORUS. 
CASSANDRA.  AGAMEMNON 
CLYTEMNE8TBA.  iEGIS- 

THUS. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Break  off,  break  off!    It  aeems  I 
heard  a  cry. 


SBMI-CHOKUS. 

Stand  by. 
CHORUS. 
The  Prophetess  is  troubled.     Look, 
Boils  fearfully. 


Now  all  is  husht  once  more. 


AOAMKMKON   (loitAfn). 

Murderess !  oh,  oh ! 


The  house  is  fllled  with  shrieks. 


I  The  voice  of  Agamcninon  I 


I  The  bull  is  in  the  toils. 

1  I  wIU  not  die' 
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-*:gisthus  {yoithin). 
O  Zeus  I  he  will  esci^M. 

CLTTSMNKSTBA  (tOifAill). 

He  has  it. 


AGAMEMNON  {wUhiu), 


Ai!   ail 


CHORUS. 


Some  hideous  deed  is  being  done 

witliin. 
Burst  in  the  doors ! 

8EMI-CHORU8. 

I  cannot  open  them, 
fiarred,  barred  within ! 

CASSANDRA. 

The  axe  is  at  the  bull. 

CHORUS. 

Call  the  elders. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

And  the  People.    O  Argives!  Ar- 

gives I 
Alinon!  Alinon! 

CHORUS. 

You  to  the  Agora. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

To  the  temples  we. 

CHORUS. 

Hearken,  O  maidens ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

This  way. 

^CHORUS. 

That  way. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Quiclc!   quick! 

CASSANDRA. 

Seal  my  sight,  O  Apollo !  O  Apollo  I 


CHORUS. 

To  the  Agora  I 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

To  the  temples  I 

CHORUS. 

Haste!  haste! 

AGAMEMNON  (ysUhin), 

Stabbed,  oh! 

CHORUS. 

Too  late ! 

CASSANDRA. 

The  bull  is  bellowing 

^GiSTHUS  {within). 
Thrust  there  again. 

CLTTEMNESTRA  {voUhin), 

One  blow  has  done  it  all 

^oiSTHUs  (within). 
Is  it  quite  through  ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA  (vjithiu), 

lie  will  not  move  again. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

O  Heaven  and  Earth!     My  heart 

stands  still  with  awe ! 
Where  will  this  murder  end  ? 

CHORUS. 

Hold !    some  one  comes ! 


XVn.       ELECTRA.       ORESTES 
CHORUS.    A  PHOCIAN. 

ELECTRA  (leading  orestbs). 
Save  us  I   Save  him  —  Orestes ! 

CHOBUS. 

What  has  fallen; 


1 
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Anarfltblng.    O,  we  un  f atberles*  1 

CHOBUa. 

Ul-atarred  Blectra  1     But  how  fell 
tbis  chaDce  ? 


Here  Is  do  time  for  words, — scarce 

time  for  flight. 
When  from  his  royal  bath  the  King 

would  rise, — 
That  devilish  woman,  Ijlng  long  In 

lurlc, 
Behind  hira  crept,  with  stealthy  feet 

unheard. 
And  flung  o'er  all  bis  limbs  &  subtle 

Caught  In  the  craft  of  whose  con- 
trived folds. 
Stumbling,  be  fell,  .^^sthus  seized 

But  halted,  half  iiretolnte  in  strike. 
Uy  father,  like  a  lion  in  the  milx, 
Upheaved    his  head,  and,  n-ritbing, 

roared  with  wrath. 
And  angry  shame  at  this   infernal 


I  the   blinding  r 


Almost  he   r 

at  wain. 

But  Clyteninestra  on  bim  flung  her- 
self. 

And  caught  the  steel,  and  smit  him 
through  the  ribs. 

He  slipped,  "and  reeled.  She  drove 
the  weapon  through. 

Piercing  the  heart  1 


And  that  high  vengeance  which  Is 
yet  to  be. 

CHOBDS. 

Alas  1  then  Agamemnon  Is  no  more. 
Who  stood,  but  DOW,  amongst  us, 
full  of  life, 


Crowned  with  achieving  yean  1  "nif 

roof  and  cope 
Of  honor,  fallen  1    Where  shall  wt 

lift  our  eyes  ? 
Where  set  renown  7    Where  ganiei 

up  our  hopes  P 
All  worth  Is  dying  out.     Tne  land  is 

dark. 
And  Treason  looks   abroad  in   the 

He  did  not  die  the  death  of  men  thai 

live 
Such  life  as  he  lived,  fall'n  among 

his  peers. 
Whom  the  red  battle  rolled  away, 

while  yet 
The    about    of    Gods  waa   ringing 

Ihrough  and  through  them  ; 
But  Death  that  feared  to  front   hiic 

In  full  field. 
Lurked  by  the  hearth  and  amota  hiin 

from  behind. 
A  mighty  man  is  gone.    A  mlghiy 

Eemuns.    And  rumor  of   imdylnji 

For  song  and  legend,  to  the  end  of 

What  tower  is  strong? 


Those   being    falsest,    who    should 

moat  be  true  ? 
Where   is   that  I'hoclaii  ?    Let   htm 

tako  [he  boy. 
And  bear  him    with    him    to    hii 

Else  will  ^gisthus  slay  bim. 

i;iioKL-s. 

Orphaned  ons 
Fear  you  not  7 

ORESTES. 

I  am  Agamemnon'a  aea 
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ORESTES. 

And  therefore  cannot  fear. 

PHOCIAX. 

7  heard  a  cry.    Did  any  call? 

CHORUS. 

O,  well ! 
You  happen  this  way  in  the  need  of 
time. 

ELJX^TRA. 

0    loyal    stranger,     Agamemnon*s 

child 
Is  fatherless.    This  boy  appeals  to 

you. 
O  save   him,  save    him    from    his 

father's  foes ! 

PHOCIAX. 

Unhappy  lady,  what  wild  words  are 
these? 

el1'X:tra. 

The  house  runs  blood.     -.Egisthus, 

like  a  fiend, 
Is  raging  loose,  his  weapon  dripping 

gore. 

CHORUS. 
The  king  is  dead. 

PHOCIAX. 

Is  dead! 

ELECTRA. 

Dead. 

PHOCIAX. 

Do  I  dream? 

ELECTRA. 

Such  dreams  are  dreamed  in  hell  — 

such  dreams  —  O  no  ! 
Is  not  the  earth  as  solid  —  heaven 

above  — 
The  sun  in  heaven  —  and  Nature  at 

her  worlc  — 
And  men  at  theirs  —  the  same?    O, 

no  !  no  dream ! 
We  shall  not  wake  —  nor  he ;  though 

the  Gods  sleep ! 
Unnaturally  murdered  — 


PHOCIAX. 

Murdered ! 

ELECTRA. 

Ay. 
And    the    sun    blackens    not;   the 

world  is  green ; 
The  fires  of  the  red  west  are  not  put 

out. 
Is  not  the  cricket  singing  in  the 

grass? 
And  the  shy  lizard  shooting  through 

the  leaves? 
I  hear  the  ox  low   in  the  labored 

field. 
Those  swallows  build,  and  are  as 

garrulous 
High  up  i*  the  towers.    Yet  I  speak 

the  truth, 
By  Heaven,  I  speak  the  truth  — 

PHOCIAX. 

Yet  more,  vouchsafe 
How  died  the  king? 

ELECTRA. 

O,  there  shall  be  a  time 
For    words    hereafter.     While   we 

dallv  here. 
Fate  haunts,  and  hounds  us.  Friend, 

receive  this  boy. 
Bear  him   to    Strophius.     All  this 

tragedy 
Relate  as  best  you  may ;  it  beggars 

speech. 
Tell  him  a  tower  of  hope  is  fallea 

this  day  — 
A  name  in  Greece  — 

PHOCIAX. 

—  But  you  — 

ELECTRA. 

Away!  away. 
Destruction  posts  apace,  while  we 
delay. 

PHOCIAX. 

Come  then ! 

ELECTRA. 

}   I  dare  not  leave  my  father's  hearth. 


CLYTEMPTESTIiA. 


F»r  who  ifould  then  do  honor  to 

m«  iim? 
It  may  be  that  my  womanhood  and 

May  help  me  here.    It  may  be  I 

shall  fall, 
Andralxinyuwii  with  Agamemnon'.s 

No  matter.     On  Orestes  hangs  tile 

Of  all  this  House,     inra  save  for 

better  days, 
And  ripened  veugeouce. 


Sister)  Slater  1 
Gol 


0  iny  brother  !  .  .  .  One  last  kiss,  — 
One   lost  lone  kiss, — how  I  have 

loved  tlHi',  lH)y! 
Was  It  for  tills  1  iioiirishci)   thy 


yoi; 


;'  yea 


With  stately  tales,  and  legends  of 

the  gods? 
For  this?  .  .  .  How  the  i>ast  crowds 

upon  nic  !  Ah  — 
Wilt   th<ni  recall.  In  lonely,  lonely 

Hnivoucc  we  sat  lojielher  on   silil 

(Ah  me!)andliToudedoii  allscrions 

or  sweet,  inid  hi<!li.  :iiid  beaiitinil, 

and  Kood, 
That    llironi;     I  he    anclcut    years. 

Akmemi'sHoii, 
And  how  his  life  went  out  In  Hre  on 

(Eta; 
Or  of   that  brittht-hiilred  wanderer 

after  fame. 


That  brought  the  icreat  gohl-lleecc 

aerusH  the  sea. 
And  left  a  name  In  Colchis  j  or  we 

Of  the  wise  Theseus,  conndls,  king- 
doms, thrones. 
And  taws  In  distant  lands;  or,  later 

still, 
Of  thegreat  leaguer Mt  round Illon, 
And  what  heart-stlrriug  tidings  of 

the  war 
Bards  brought  to  Uellaa.    But  when 

I  would  breathe 
Thy  father's  name,  didst  thou  not 

grasp  my  hand. 
And  glorious  deeds  shoue  round  us 

like  the  stars 
That  lit  the  dark  world  ft'om  a  great 

way  off. 
And  died  up  Into  heaven,  unoug  the 

Gods? 

ORESTBS. 

Sister,  O  Sister! 

B[.BCTttA. 

Ah,  too  long  we  l>jager. 
Awoy  1  away  1 


To  Crissa  points  the  hand  of  Des- 
tiny. 

F.LBCTRA. 

O  boy,  on  thee  Fate  hangs  an  awful 

wc-lght 
Of   retribution:    Let   thy   father's 

Forever  whisper  In  thine  ear.     Be 


.\lKiut  thee, 


et  uubom,  thy  mother 
'eb  of  life  in  such-liko 
nnon's  spirit  in  thine 


The  mystic  <\ 

That  Agamci 

Seems  living  yet.     Hla  seal  la  set 
theej 
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And  Pelops*  ivory  shoulder  marks 
thee  his. 

Thee,  child,  nor  contests  on  the 
Isthmian  plain, 

Nor  sacred  apple,  nor  green  laurel- 
leaf. 

But  graver  deeds  await.  Forget  not, 
son, 

Wliose  blood,  unwashed,  defiles  thy 
mother's  doors ! 

CHORUS. 

O  haste !  I  hear  a  sound  within  the 
house. 

ELECTRA. 

Farewell,  then,  son  of  Agamemnon ! 


PHOCIAN. 


Come ! 


XVIII.    ELECTRA.    CHORUS. 
iEGISTHUS. 

ELECTRA. 

Gone !   gone  I    Ah  saved !  .   .  .   O 
fool,  thou  missest,  here ! 

CHORUS. 

Alas,  Electro,  whither  wilt  thou  go? 

ELECTRA. 

Touch  me  noi; !    Come  not  near  me ! 

Let  me  be ! 
For  this  day,  which  I  hoped  for,  is 

not  mine. 

CHORUS. 

See  how  she  gathers  round  her  all 

her  robe,  [it  be 

And  sits  apart  with  grief.    O,  can 

Great  Agamemnon  is  among   the 

shades? 

ELECTRA. 

Would  I  ha<l  grasped  his  skirt,  and 
followed  him! 

CHORUS. 

Alas!  tliere  is  an  eminence  of  joy, 
Where    Fate    grows    dizzy,   being 

mounted  there. 
And  so  tilts  over  on  the  other  side ! 
O  fallen,  O  fallen 
The  tower,  which  stood  so  high ! 


Whose  base  and  girth  were  strong 

i'  the  earth. 
Whose  head  was  in  the  sky ! 
O  fairn  that  tower  of  noble  poweF, 
That  filled  up  every  eye ! 

He  stood  so  sure,  that  noble  tower! 
To  make  secure,  and  fill  with  power, 
From  length  to  length,  the  land  of 

Greece ! 
In  whose  strong  bulwarks  all  men 

saw, 
Garnered  on  the  lap  of  law, 
For  dearth  or  danger,  spears  of  war, 
And  harvest  sheaves  of  peace  I 
O  fall'n.  O  fali'n  that  lofty  tower,— 
The  loftiest  tower  in  Greece ! 

His  brows  he  lift  above  the  noon, 
Filled  with  the  day,  a  noble  tower! 
Who  took  the  sunshine   and    ti^e 

shower. 
And  flung  them  back  in  merr>'  scorn. 
Who  now  shall  stand  when  tempestv 

lower? 
He  was  the  first  to  catch  the  mom, 
The  last  to  see  the  moon. 
C)  friends,  he  was  a  noble  tower ! 
O  friends,  and  fall'n  so  soon ! 

Ah,  well!  lament!  lament! 

His  walls   are  rent,  his   bulwarks 

bent, 
And  stooped  that  crested  eminence. 
Which  stood  so  high   for  our  de- 
fence ! 
For  our  defence,  —  to  guard,  and 

fence 
From  all  alarm  of  hurt  and  harm. 
The  fulness  of  a  land's  content ! 
O  fall'n  away,  fall'n  at  midday, 
And  set  before  the  sun  is  down. 
The  highest  height  of  our  renown: 
0  overthrown,  the  ivory  throne! 
The  spoils  of  war,  the  golden  crown, 
And  chief  est  honor  of  the  state ! 
O  mourn  with  me!  what  tower  ifl 

free 
From  over-topping  destiny? 
What  streugtJi  is  strong  to  fkte? 
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O  mourn  with  me!  when  shall  we 

see 
Another  such,  so  good,  so  great? 
Another  such,  to  guard  the  state? 

iEGISTHUS. 

He  should  have  stayed  to    shout 

through  Troy,  or  bellow 
With  bulls  iu  Ida  — 

cnouus. 

Look !     ^Egisthus  comes ! 

Like  some  lean  tiger,  having  dipt  in 
blood 

His  dripping  fangs,  and  hot  athlrst 
for  more. 

Mis  lurid  eyeball  rolls,  as  though  It 
swam 

Through  sanguine  dims.  He  stag- 
gers, drunk  with  rage 

And  crazy  mischief. 

.ECHSTHUS. 

Hold !  lot  no  one  stir ! 

I  charge  you,  all  of  you,  who  hear 
me  speak. 

Where  may  tlie  boy  Orestes  lie  con- 
cealed? 

I  hold  the  life  of  each  in  gage  for 
his. 

If  any  know  where  now  he  hides 
from  us, 

I/Ct  him  beware,  not  rendering  true 
reply! 

CHORUS. 

The  boy  is  fled  — 

ELKCTRA. 

—  is  saved  I 

.*:OISTHT'S. 

Electra  here ! 
llow  mean  you?    What  is  this? 

KLKCTRA. 

Enonsrh  is  left. 
Of  Agamemnon's  blood  to  drown 
you  in. 


iEOISTHUS. 

You  shall  not  trifle  with  me,  by  my 

beard! 
There's  peril  In  this  pastime. 

Where's  the  boy? 

FXECTRA. 

Half-way  to  Phocis,  Heaves  help- 
ing him. 

.GGISTHUS. 

By  the  black  Styx  I 

RLRCTRA. 

Take  not  the  oath  of  Gods, 
Who  art  but  half  a  man,  blasphem- 
ing coward  I 

iBOISTHITS. 

But  you,  by  Heaven,  if  this  be  a 

sword, 
Shall  not  be  any  more  — 

RLECTRA. 

A  slave  to  thee» 
Blundering   bloodshedder,    though 

thou  boast  thyself 
As  huge  as  Ossa  piled  on  Pelion, 
Or  anything  but  that  weak  wretch 

thou  art ! 
O,  thou  hnst  only  half  done  thy 

bhick  work! 
Thou  shouldst  have  slain  the  young 

lion  with  the  old. 
Look   that  he  come  not  back,  and 

And  himself 
Ungiven  food,  and  still  the  lion's 

share ! 

.KGISTHUS. 

Insolent!  but  I  know  to  seal   thy 
lips  — 

ELKCTRA. 

—  For  thou  art  only  strong  among 

the  weak. 
We  kuow  tlu)U  hast  an  aptitude  for 

blood. 
To  take  a  woman's  is  an  easy  task, 
■  And  one  well  worthy  thee. 


I 


"  Arrive!  \  li'hold  (lia  inmi  whu  nas  ytmt  kiiiu." 
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iEGISTHUS. 

O,  but  for  words  I 

BLECTRA. 

Tet,  couldst  thou  feed  on  all  the  no- 
ble blood 
Of  godlike  generations  on  this  carthi 
It  should  not  help  thee  to  a  hero's 
heart. 

CHORUS. 

0  peace,  Electra,  but  for  pity's  sake ! 
Heap  not  his  madness  to  such  dan- 
gerous heights. 

RLECTRA. 

1  will  speak  out  my  heart's  scorn, 

though  I  die. 

^GISTHUS. 

And  thou  shalt  die,  but  not  till  I 

have  tamed 
That  stubborn  spirit  to  a  wish  for 

life. 

CHORUS. 

O    cease,    infatuate!    I    hear   the 
Queen. 

\^By  a  movement  of  the  Eccyclema 
the  palac^  is  thrown  open,  atid 
discovers  Clytemnestra  stand- 
ing over  the  body  of  Agamem- 
non. 

XIX.     CLYTEMNESTRA.     CHO- 
RUS.   iEGISTHUS.    ELECTRA. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Argives !  behold  the  man  who  was 
your  King ! 


Dead!  dead! 


CHORUS. 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Not  I,  but  Fate  hath  dealt  this  blow. 

CHORUS. 

Dead!   dead,  alas!  look  where  he 

lies,  O  friends ! 
That  noble  head,  aud  to  be  brought 

so  low ! 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 

He  who  set  light  by  woman,  with 
blind  scorn, 

And  held  her  with  the  beasts  we  sac- 
rifice. 

Lies,  by  a  woman  sacrificed  himself. 

This  is  high  justice  which  appeals  to 
you. 

CHORUS. 

Alas  I  alas  I  I  know  not  words  for 
this. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

We  are  but  as  the  instrument  of 
heaven. 

Our  work  is  not  design,  but  destiny. 

A  God  directs  the  lightning  to  its 
faU; 

It  smites  and  slays,  and  passes  other- 
where. 

Pure  in  itself,  as  when,  in  light,  it 
left 

The  bosom  of  Olympus,  to  its  end 

In  this  cold  heart  the  wrong  of  all 
the  past 

Lies  buried.  I  avenged,  and  I  for- 
give. 

Honor  him  yet  He  is  a  king, 
though  fallen. 

CHORUS. 

O,  how  she  sets  Virtue's  own  crest 

on  Crime, 
And  stands  there  stem  as  Fate's  wild 

arbitress ! 
Not  any  deed  could  make  her  less 

than  great. 

(CLYTEMNESTRA  desc^nds  the 
steps f  and  lays  her  hand  on  the 
arm  of  ^gisthus.) 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Put  up  the  sword!  Enough  of 
blood  is  spilt. 

^GISTHUS. 

Hist!  O,  not  half,  —  Orestes  is 
escaped. 
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CLYTBMKE8TRA« 

Safflcient  for  the   future  be  that 

thought. 
What's  done  is  well  done.     What's 

undone — yet  more  : 
Bomething  still  saved  from  crime. 

iEeiSTHUS. 

This  lion's  whelp 
Will  work  some  mischief  yet. 

CLTTEMNBSTBA. 

He  is  a  child— 
—Our  own — ^we  will  but  war  upon 

the  strong. 
Not  upon  infants.     Let  this  matter 

rest. 

iEGISTHUS. 

O.  ever,  in  the  wake  of  thy  great 
wiU 

Let  me  steer  sure !  and  we  will  leave 
behind 

Great  tracks  of  light  upon  the  won- 
dering world. 

If  but  you  err  not  here — 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

These  pale-eyed  CTOups ! 
See  how  they   huddle  shuddering^ 

and  stand  round  ; 
As  when    some   mighty  beast,  the 

brindled  lord 
Of  the  rough  woodside,  sends  his 

wild  death-roar 
Up  the    shrill   caves,  the   meaner 

denizens 
Of   ancient  woods,  shy   deer,  and 

timorous  hares. 
Peer  from  the  hairy  thickets,  and 

shrink  back. 
We  feared  the  lion,  and  we  smote 

him  down. 
Now  fear  is  over.    Shall  we  turn 

aside 
To  harry  jackals  ?    Laugh !  we  have 

not  laughed 
So  long,  I  think  you  have  forgotten 

howl 


Have   we  no  right  to  laagh  lllie 

other  men  ? 
Hal  Hal  I  laugh.     Now  it  is  time 

to  laugh ! 

CHOBUS. 

O,  awful  sight!     Look  where  the 

bloody  sun, 
As  though   with   Agamemnon   he 

were  slain, 
Runs  reeking,  lurid,  down  the  palace 

floors! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

O  my  beloved !    Now  we  will  reign 

sublime, 
And  set  our  foot  upon  the  neck  of 

Fortune ! 
And   for    the    rest — O,   much  r^ 

mains  1 — for  you, 

(To  e^e  Chorus.) 

A  milder  sway,  if  mildly  3roa  submit 

To  our  free  service  and  supremacy. 

Nor  tax,  nor  toll,  to  carry  dim  re- 
sults 

Of  distant  war  beyond  the  perilous 
seas. 

But  gateless  justice  in#our  halls  of 
state. 

And  peace  in  all  the  borders  of  our 
land  I 

For  you — 

(To  Electra,  vnho  has  thraton 
herself  upon  the  body  qf  AeA- 

MEMNON. ) 

ELECTRA. 

O,  hush  I    What  more  remains  to 

me. 
But  this  dead  hand,  whose  clasp  is 

cold  in  mine  ? 
And  all  the  baffled  memory  of  the 

past, 
Buried  with  him  ?    What  more  ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

— A  mother's  heart, 
If  you  will  come  to  it.    Free  con- 
fidence. 
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A  liberal  share  in  all  our  future 

hope. 
Now,  more  than    ever  —  mutually 

weak  — 
We   stand    in    need,    each   of   the 

other's  love. 
Our  love !  it  shall  not  sacrifice  thee, 

child, 
To  wanton  whims  of  war,  as  he,  of 

old. 
Did  thy  dead  sister.    If  you  will  not 

these,  [then  — 

But  answer  love  with  scorn,  why 

ELRCTRA. 

—What  then? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Safe  silence.     And  permission  to 
forget 

XX.  CHORUS.  SEMI-CHORUS. 
CLYTEMNESTRA.  CASSAN- 
DRA.     iEGISTHUS. 

CHORUS. 

What  shall  we  say?    What  has  been 

done? 
Shed  no  tear  I     0,  shed  no  tear  I 
Hang  up  hisiiarness  In  the  sun ; 
The  hook6d  car,  and  barb6d  spear ; 
And  all  war's  adamantine  gear 
Of  trophied  spoils;  for  all  his  toils 
Are  over,  alas !  are  over,  and  done  I 
What  shall  we  say?    What  has  been 

done? 
Shed  no  tear !    0,  shed  no  tear  I 
But  keep  solemn  silence  all, 
As  befits  when  heroes  fall ; 
Solemn  as  his  fame  is;  sad 
As  his  end  was ;  earth  shall  wear 
Mourning  for  him.    See,  the  sun 
Blushes  red  for  what  is  done  I 
And  the  wild  stars,  one  by  one. 
Peer  out  of  the  lurid  air, 
And  shrink  back  with  awe  and  fear, 
Shuddering,  for  what  is  done. 
When  the   night  comes,  dark  and 

dun 
As  our  sorrow ;  blackness  far 
Shutting  out  the  crimson  sun ; 


Turn   his   face   to   the   moon  and 

star,  — 
These  are  bright  as  his  glories  are, 
And  great  Heaven  shall  see  its  son! 
What  shall  we  say?  What  has  been 

done? 
Shed  no  tear !    O,  shed  no  tear ! 
Gather  round  him,  friends!    Look 

here ! 
All  the  wreaths  which  he  hath  won 
In  the  race  that  he  hath  run,  — 
Laurel  garlands,  every  one  1 
These  are  things  to  think  upon, 
Mourning  till  the  set  of  sun. 
Till  the  mourning  moon  appear. 
Now  the  wreaths  which  Fame  begun 
To  uplift,  to  crown  his  head, 
Memory  shall  seize  upon, 
And  make  chaplets  for  his  bier. 
He  shall  have  wreaths  though  he  be 

dead! 
But  his  monument  is  here, 
Built  up  in  our  hearts,  and  dear 
To  all  honor.    Shed  no  tear  I 
0,  let  not  any  tear  be  shed  1 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Look  at  Cassandra !  she  is  stooping 
down. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

She  dips  and  moves  her  fingers  in 
the  blood ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Look  to  her !    There's  a  wildncss  in 
her  eye ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

What  does  she? 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

O,  in  Agamemnon's  blood, 
She  hath  writ  Orestes  on  the  paUce 
steps ! 

CLYTE.MNESTRA. 

iBgisthus ! 

iEOISTHUS. 

Queen  and  bride  ^ 
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CLYTEMNESTRA. 

We  have  not  failed. 

CHORUS. 

Come,  venerable,  and  ancient  Night! 
From  sources  of  the  western  stiirs, 
In  darkest  shade  that  tits  this  woe. 
Consoler  of  a  thousand  griefs, 
And  likest  death  unalterably  calm. 
We  toll,  aspire,  and  sorrow, 
And  in  a  little  while  shall  cease. 
For  we  know  not  whence  we  came, 
And  who  can  insure  the  morrow? 
Thou,  eternally  the  same, 
From  of  old,  in  endless  peace 
Eternally  survivest ; 
Enduring  on  through  good  and  ill, 
Coeval  with  the  Gods ;  and  still 
In  thine  own  silence  livest. 
Our  days  thou  leadest  home  [Again! 
To  the  great  Whither  which  has  no 
Impartiality  to  pleasure  and  to  pain 
Thou  sett'st  the  bourn.    To  thee 
shall  all  things  come. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

But,  If  he  cease  to  love  me,  what 
is  gained? 

CASSANDRA. 

With  wings  darkly  spreading. 
Like  ravens  to  the  carcass 
Scenting  far  off  the  savor  of  blood. 
From    shores    of   the    unutterable 

River, 
riiey  gather  and  swoop, 
They  waver,  they  darken. 
From  the  fangs  that  raven. 
From  the  eyes  that  glare 
Intolerably  fierce, 
Save  me,  Apollo ! 
Al!  Al!  Al! 
Allnon!  Alinon! 

Blood,blood !  and  of  kindred  nature, 
Which  the  young  wolf  returning 
Shall  dip  his  fangs  in. 
Thereby  accursedly 
Imbibing  madness! 

CHORUS. 

The  wild  woman  Is  uttering  stran^^ 

things 
Fearful  to  listen  to. 


CLYTKMNKSTBA. 

Within  the  house 
Straightway  confine  her, 
There  to  learn  wisdom. 

^GISTUUS. 

Orestes  — O,  this  child's  life  now 

outweighs 
That    mighty    ruin,    Agamemnon 
dead! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

^gisthus,  dost  thou  love  me? 

.£GISTHUS. 

As  my  life ! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Thou  lovest  me !    O  love,  we  have 

not  failed. 
Give  me  thy  hand !    So  . . .  lead  me 

to  the  house. 
Let  me  lean  on  thee.      I  am  very 

weak. 

CHORUS. 

Only  Heaven  Is  high. 

Only  the  Gods  are  great 

Above  the  searchless  sky, 

In  unremov6d  state. 

They  from  their  goldeu  mansions 

Look  over  the  lands,  and  the  seas ; 

The  ocean's  wide  expansions. 

And  the  earth's  varieties : 

Secure  of  their  supremacy, 

And  sure  of  affluent  ease. 

Who  shall  say,   "  I  stand  ! "  uor 

fall? 
Destiny  is  over  all ! 
Rust  win  crumble  old  renown. 
Bust  and  column  tumble  down ; 
Keep  and  castle ;  tower  and  town ; 
Throne  and  sceptre;    crest  and 

crown. 
Destiny  is  over  all! 
One  by  one  the  pale  guests  fall 
At  lighted  feast.  In  palace  hall; 
And  feast  Is  turned  to  funeral. 
Who  shall  say,  *' I  standi"  nor 

fall? 
Destiny  Is  over  all ! 
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A  LITTLE  longer  In  the  light,  love,  let  me  be.     The  air  is  warm. 

I  hear  the  cuckoo's  last  good-night  float  ftom  the  copse  below  the  Farm. 

A  little  longer,  Sister  sweet,  —  your  hand  in  mine,  —  on  this  old  seat. 

In  yon  red  gable,  which  the  rose  creeps  round  and  o'er,  your  casement 

shines 
Against  the  yellow  west,  o'er  those  forlorn  and  solitary  pines. 
The  long,  long  day  is  nearly  done.    How  silent  all  the  place  is  grown  ! 

The  stagnant  levels,  one  and  all,  are  burning  in  the  distant  marsh  — 
Hark!  'twas  the  bittern's  parting  call.    The  frogs  are  out:  with  murmurs 

harsh 
The  low  reeds  vibrate.    See !  the  sun  catches  the  long  pools  one  by  one. 

A  moment,  and  those  orange  flats  will  turn  dead  gray  or  lurid  white. 
Look  up!  o'erhead  the  winnowing  bats  are  come  and  gone,  eluding  sight. 
The  little  worms  are  out.    The  snails  begin  to  move  down  shining  trails, 

With  slow  pink  cones,  and  soft  wet  horns.     The  garden-bowers  are  dim 

with  dew. 
With  sparkling  drops  the  white-rose  thorns  are  twinkling,  where  the  sun 

slips  through 
Those  reefs  of  coral  buds  hung  free  below  the  purple  Judas-tree. 

From  the  warm  upland  comes  a  gust  made  fragrant  with  the  brown  hay 

there, 
The  meek  cows,  with  their  white  horns  thrust  above  the  hedge,  stand 

still  and  stare. 
The  steaming  horses  from  the  wains  droop  o'er  the  tank  their  plaited 

mane*. 

And  o'er  yon  hillside  brown  and  barren  (where  you  and  I  as  children 

played, 
Starting  the  rabbit  to  his  warren),  I  hear  the  sandy,  shrill  cascade 
Leap  down  upon  the  vale,  and  spill  liis  lieart  out  round  the  muflled  mill 

O  can  it  be  for  nothing  only  that  God  has  shown  his  world  to  me? 

Or  but  to  leave  the  heart  more  lonely  with  loss  of  beauty  .  .  .  can  it  be? 

(.)  closer,  closer.  Sister  dear  .  .  .  nay,  I  have  kist  u'vay  that  tear. 

Ood  bless  you,  Dear,  for  that  kind  thought  which  only  upon  tears  could 

rise! 
God  bless  you  for  the  love  that  sought  to  hide  them  in  those  drooping  eyes. 
Whose  lids  I  Wiss!  . . .  poor  lids,  so  red  I  but  let  my  kiss  fall  there'  in 

stead. 
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Yes,  sad  indeed  it  seems,  eacli  uight,  —  and  sadder,  Dear,  for  your  sweet 

sake! 
To  watch  the  last  low  lingering  light,  and  know  not  where  the  mom  may 

break, 
To-night  we  sit  together  here.    To-morrow  night  will  come  ...  ah, 

where? 

()  child  !  however  assured  be  faith,  to  say  farewell  Is  fraught  with  gloom. 
When,  like  one  Aower,  the  germs  of  death  and  genius  ripen  toward  the 

tomb; 
And  earth  each  day,  as  some  fond  face  at  parting,  gains  a  graver  grace. 

There's  not  a  flower,  there's  not  a  tree  in  this  old  garden  where  we  sit, 
Hut  what  some  fragrant  memory  is  closed  and  folded  up  In  it. 
To-night  the  dog-rose  smells  as  wild,  as  fresh,  as  when  I  was  a  child. 

'Tls  eight  years  since  (do  you  forget?")  we  set  those  lilies  near  the  wall : 
You  were  a  blue-eyed  child :  even  yet  I  seem  to  see  the  ringlets  fall,  — 
The  golden  ringlets,  blown  behind  your  shoulders  In  the  merry  wind. 

Ah,  me !  old  times,  they  cling,  they  cling  1    And  oft  by  yonder  green  old 

gate 
The  fleld  shows  through.  In  morns  of  spring,  an  eager  boy,  I  paused  elate 
With  all  sweet  fancies  loosed  from  school.     And  oft,  you  know,  when 

eves  were  cool. 

In  summer-time,  and  through  the  trees  young  gnats  began  to  be  about. 
With  some  old  book  upon  your  knees  'twas  here  you  watched  the  stars 

come  out. 
While  oft,  to  please  me,  you  sang  through  some  foolish  song  I  made  for 

you. 

And  there's  my  epic  —  I  began  when  life  seemed  long,  though  longer 

art — 
And  all  the  glorious  deeds  of  man  made  golden  riot  In  my  heart  — 
Eight  books  ...  It  will  not  number  nine !     I  die  before  my  heroine. 

Sister!  they  say  that  drowning  men  in  one  wild  moment  can  recall 
Their  whole  life  long,  and  feel  again  the  pain  —  the  bliss  —  that  thronged 

it  all :  — 
Last  night  those  phantoms  of  the  Past  again  came  crowding  round  me 

fast. 

Near  morning,  when  the  lamp  was  low,  against  the  wall  they  seemed  to 

flit; 
And,  as  the  wavering  light  would  glow  or  fall,  they  came  and  went  with 

it. 
The  ghost  of  boyhood  seemed  to  gaze  down  the  dark  verge  of  vanlsht days. 

Once  more  the  garden  where  she  walked  on  summer  eves  to  tend  her 

flowers, 
( )nce  more  the  la^vn  where  first  we  talked  of  future  years  In  twilight  ht>urs 
Arose;  once  more  she  seemed  to  pass  before  me  in  the  waving  grass 
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To  that  old  terrace ;  her  bright  hair  about  her  warm  neck  all  undone, 

Aud  waving  on  the  balmy  air,  with  tinges  of  the  dying  sun. 

Just  one  star  kindling  in  the  west:  just  one  bird  singing  near  its  nest. 

So  lovely,  so  beloved !  O,  fair  as  though  that  sun  had  never  set 
Which  stayed  upon  her  golden  hair,  in  dreams  I  seem  to  see  her  yet! 
To  see  her  in  that  old  green  place,  —  the  same  husht,  smiling,  cruel  face ! 

A  little  older,  love,  than  you  are  now ;  and  I  was  then  a  boy; 
And  wild  and  wayward-hearted  too ;  to  her  my  passion  was  a  toy, 
Soon  broken !  ah,  a  foolish  thing,  —  a  butterfly  with  crumpled  wing ! 

Her  hair,  too,  was  like  yours,  —  as  bright,  but  with  a  warmer  golden  tinge  : 
Her  eyes,  —  a  somewhat  deeper  light,  and  dreamed  below  a  longer  fringe ; 
And  still  that  strange  grave  smile  she  had  stays  in  my  heart  and  keeps  It 
sad! 

There's  no  one  knows  it,  truest  friend,  but  you,  for  I  have  never  breathed 
To  other  ears  the  frozen  end  of  those  spring-garlands  Hope  once  wreathed ; 
And  death  will  come  before  again  I  breathe  that  name  untouched  by  pain ! 

From  little  things  —  a  star,  a  flower —  that  touched  us  with  the  self-same 

thought, 
My  passion  deepened  hour  by  hour,  until  to  that  flerce  heat  'twas  wrought, 
Which,  shrivelling  over  every  nerve,  crumbled  the  outworks  of  reserve. 

I  told  her  then,  in  that  wild  time,  the  love  I  knew  she  long  had  seen; 
The  accusing  pain  that  burned  like  crime,  yet  left  me  nobler  than  I  had 

been; 
What  matter  with  what  words  I  wooed  her?  She  said  I  had  misunderstood 

her. 

And  something  more  —  small  matter  what!  of  friendship  something  — 

sister's  love  — 
She  said  that  I  was  young  —  knew  not  my  own  heart  —  as  the  years  would 

prove  — 
She  wislied  me  happy  —  she  conceived  an  interest  in  me  —  and  believed 

I  should  grow  up  to  something  great  —  and  soon  forget  her  —  soon  forgot 

This  fancy  —  and  congratulate  my  life  she  had  released  it,  yet  — 

With  more  such  words  —  a  lie !  a  lie !  She  broke  my  heart,  and  flung  it  by ! 

A  life's  libation  lifted  up,  from  her  proud  lip  she  dashed  untasted : 
There  trampled  lay  love's  costly  cup,  and  in  the  dust  the  wine  was 

wasted. 
She  knew  I  could  not  pour  such  wine  again  at  any  other  shrine. 

Then  I  remember  a  numb  mood :  mad  murmurings  of  the  words  she 
said  : 

A  slow  shame  smouldering  through  my  blood ;  that  surged  and  sung  with- 
in my  head : 

And  drunken  sunlights  reeling  through  the  leaves :  above,  the  bumight 
blue 
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blot  on  rojr  eyes,  —  a  blazins  sbield :  a  noise  among  the  waterfalU : 
Afi'ee  crowup  the  brown  corufield  floating U will:  faint shcpberd-calls; 
And  reapers  reaping  in  tlie  shocks  or  gold ;  and  giris  with  purple  fVoclis : 
All  wlilcli  tlie  more  contliscd  my  braiu  ;  and  nothing  could  I  realize 
Hut  the  great  Tact  of  my  uvvu  pain  :  I  saw  the  fields :  1  heard  the  cries : 
Tlie  croiv's  sliade  dwindled  up   the  hill:  the  world  went  on:  my  heart 

stood  still. 
I  tbooglit  1  held  in  my  hot  hand  my  life  crusbt  up :  I  could  have  tost 
The  crumpled  riddle  fliim  mc,  and  lau<>;hed  loud  to  think  what  I  had  lost : 
A  bitter  strength  was  in  my  mind :  like  Samson,  when  she  scorned  him — 

blind, 

And  casting  reckless  arms  about  the  props  of  life  to  hng  them  down, — 
A  madman  with  his  eyes  put  out.     But  all  my  auger  was  my  own. 
1  spared  the  worm  upon  my  walli ;   I  left  the  white  rose  on  its  i^talk. 
Aii'N  over  long  since.    Was  it  strange  that  I  was  mad  with  grief  and 

sliame? 
And  I  would  cross  the  seas,  and  change  my  ancient  home,  my  father's 

lu  the  wild  hojic,  if  that  miglit  be,  to  change  my  own  Identity ! 

I  know  that  I  was  wrong :  I  know  It  was  not  well  to  be  so  wild. 

But  the  scorn  stuns  so!  .  -  .  I'lty  noiv  could  wound  not!  ...  I  have 

se^ii  her  child: 
It  iiad  the  sclfssame  eyes  she  had :  their  gazing  almost  made  roe  mad. 


As  though  from  mine  her  gaze  tiad  caught  the  secret  of  some  mouruful 

thought. 
But,  when  she  spoke  her  father's  air  broke  o'er  her  .  .  .  that  clear  con- 

lidcnt  voice ! 
Some  happy  souls  there  are,  that  wear  their  nature  lightly;  these  rejoice 
The  world  by  living ;  and  receive  from  alt  men  more  thau  what  they  give. 

One  handful  of  their  buoyant  chaff  exceeds  our  hoards  of  careful  gr^n  : 
Because  their  love  breaks  thiongh  tlieir  laugh,  while  ours  is  fraught  with 

tender  pain : 
The  world,  tliat  knows  itself  too  sad,  is  proud  W  keep  some  faces  glad  ■ 
And.  so  it  is!  from  such  an  one  Misfortune  softly  steps  aside 
To  let  iiira  still  walk  In  the  sim.    These  things  must  bo.    I  cannot  chide. 
Had  I  been  she  I  might  have  made  the  self-same  choice.     She  sliunocil 

the  shade. 
To  some  men  God  hath  given  iaughler;  but  tears  to  some  men  he  hiith 
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Se  knows  His  sheep :  the  wind  and  showers  beat  not  too  sharply  the 

shorn  lamb  : 
flis  wisdom  is  more  wise  than  ours  :  He  knew  my  nature— what  I  am  : 
He  tempers  smiles  with  tears :  both  good,  to  l)ear  in  time  the  Chrittian 

mood. 

O  yet — in  scorn  of  mean  relief,  let  Sorrow  bear  her  heavenly  fruit  I 
Better  the  wildest  hour  of  grief  than  the  low  pastime  of  the  brute  I 
Better  to  weep,  for  He  wept  too,  than  laugh  as  every  fool  can  do  ! 

For  sure,  'twere  best  to  bear  the  cross  ;  nor  lightly  fliug  the  thorn^ 

behind  ; 
Lest  we  grow  happy  by  the  loss  of  what  was  noblest,  in  the  mind. 
—Here— in  the  ruins  of  my  years — Father,  I  bless  Thee  through  these 

tears  I 

It  was  in  the  far  foreign  lands  this  sickness  came  upon  me  first. 

Below  strange  suns,  'mid  alien  hands,  this  fever  of  the  south  was  nunt. 

Until  it  reached  some  vital  part.    I  die  not  of  a  broken  heart. 

0  think  not  that  I     If  I  could  live  .  .  .  there's  much  to  live  for— 

worthy  life. 
It  is  not  for  what  fame  could  give — though  that  I  scorn  not — ^but  the  strife 
QTere  noble  for  its  own  sake  too.    I  thought  that  I  had  much  to  do — 

But  Grod  is  wisest  I    Hark,  again  !  .  .  .  'twas  yon  black  bittern,  as  he 

rose 
Ai;ainst  the  wild  light  o'er  the  fen.     How  red  your  little  casemenc  glows  ! 
The  night  falls  fast.    How  lonely,  Dear,  this  bleak  old  house  wfil  look 

next  year  I 

80  sad  a  thought  ?  ...  ah,  yes  I  I  know  it  is  not  good  to  brood  on  this  : 
And  yet — such  thoughts  will  come  and  go,  unbidden.     Tis  that  you 

should  miss, 
Hy  darling,  one  familiar  tone  of  this  weak  voice  when  I  am  gone 

And,  for  what's  past, — I  will  not  say  in  what  she  did  that  all  was  right, 
But  all's  forgiven  ;  and  I  pray  for  her  heart's  welfare,  day  and  night. 
All  things  are  changed  !    This  cheek  would  glow  even  near  hers  but 
faintly  now  I 

Thou — Grod  I  before  whose  sleepless  eye  not  even  in  vain  the  sparrows 

fall. 
Receive,  sustain  me  I    Sanctify  my  soul.    Thou  know'st,  Thou  lovest  all. 
Too  weak  to  walk  alone — I  see  Thy  hand  :  I  falter  back  to  Thee. 

Saved  from  the  curse  of  time  which  throws  Its  baseness  on  us  day  by  day ; 
Its  wretched  joys,  and  worthless  woes  ;  till  all  the  heart  is  worn  away. 

1  feel  Thee  near.    I  hold  my  breath,  by  the  half-open  doors  of  Death. 

Ajid  sometimes,  glimpses  from    within  of  glory  (wondrous  eight  and 
Boimd  li 
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a  to  feel  my  native  air  blow  down  from  aome  high  region  there, 


o  language  can  rereaL 


Th;  work  :  her  beaut;  was  but  Thine  ;  the  human  leu  than  the  divine. 
M;  life  hath  been  ons  search  for  Thee  'mid  thoma  found  red  with  Th) 

dear  blood  ; 
In  many  a  dark  Gethsematie  I  seemed  to  atand  where  Thou  hadst  stood  : 
And,  scorned  in  Ihia  world's  Judgment-Place,  at  tlmee,  through  tern,  to 

catch  Thy  face. 

Thou  sufiered'at  here,  and  didst  not  fall :  Thy  bleeding  fee*,  these  paths 

have  trod  ; 
But  Thou  wert  strong,  and  I  am  frail :  and  I  am  man,  and  Thou  wait 

God. 
Be  near  me  :  keep  me  in  Thy  sight ;  or  lay  my  soul  asleep  In  light. 

O  to  be  where  the  meanest  mind  la  more  than  Shakespeare  I  wher«  one 

Shows  mure  than  hertt  the  wise  can  find,  tboi^h  tolling  slow  from  book  U> 

Where  life  is  knowledge  ;  love  is  sure  ;  and  hope's  brief  promise  made 


A  la^r  work  1  a  loftier  aim  !  .  .  .  and  wliat  are  laurel-leaves  and  fame? 

And  what  are  words?    How  little  these  the  silence  of  the  soul  express  ! 
Mere  froth, — the  foam  and  dower  of  seas  whose  hungering  waters  heave 

and  press 
Against  the  planets  and  the  sides  of  night, — mute,  jearalng,  mystic 

tides  I 

To  ease  the  heart  with  sone  is  sweet :  sweet  to  be  heard  If  heud  by  love. 
And  you  have  heard  me.     when  we  meet  shall  we  not  sing  the  old  sonjfi 

To  grander  music  ?    Sweet,  one  kEss.    O  blest  It  Is  to  die  like  this  I 

To  lapse  from  being  without  pain  ;  your  hand  in  mine,  on  mln«  yooi 

The  unshaken  faith  to  meet  again  that  sheathes  the  pang  with  which  We 

Hy  head  upon  your  bosom,  sweet :  your  hand  in  mine,  on  this  old  seat  \ 
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Sk> ;  closer  wind  that  tender  arm  .  •  .  How  the  hot  tears  fall  I    Do  not 

weep, 
Beloved,  but  let  your  smile  stay  warm  about  me.    ''  In  the  Lord  they 

sleep." 
You  know  the  words  the  Scripture  saith  •  •  •  O  light,  O  Glory  t  .  .  .  ir 
^  this  death  ? 
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Raoobd  and  tall   stood  the  castle 

wall 
And  the  squires  at  their  sport,  in 

the  great  South  Court, 
Lounged  all  day  long  from  stable  to 

hall 
Laughingly,  lazily,  one  and  all. 
The  land  about    was   barren    and 

blue. 
And  swept  by  the  wing  of  the  wet 

sea-mew. 
Seven  fishermen's  huts  on  a  shelly 

shore  ; 
Sand-heaps  behind,  and  sand-banks 

before  ; 
And  a  black   champaign    streaked 

white  all  through 
To  a  great  salt  pool  Tmich  the  ocean 

drew, 
iSucked  into  itself,  and  disgorged  it 

again 
To  stagnate  and  steam  on  the  min- 
eral plain  ;  « 
Not  a  tree  or  a  bush  in  the  circle  of 

sight, 
But  a  bare  black  thorn  which  the 

sea-winds  had  withered 
With  the  drifting  scum  of  the  surf 

and  blight, 
And  some  patches  of  gray  grass- 
land to  the  right. 
Where    the    lean   red-hided    cattle 

were  tethered  : 
A  reef  of  rock  wedged  the  water  in 

twain. 
And  a  stout  stone  tower  stood  square 

to  the  main* 


And  the  flakes  of  the  spray  that 

were  jerked  away 
From  the  froth  on  the  lip  of  the 

bleak  blue  sea 
Were  sometimes  flung  by  the  wind, 

as  it  swung 
Over  turret  and  terrace  and  balcony. 
To  the    garden    below    where,    in 

desolate  comers 
Under    the    mossy   green    parapet 

there, 
The  lilies  crouched,   rocking  their 

white  heads  like  mourners. 
And  burned  ofif  the  heads  of   the 

flowers  that  were 
Pining  and  pale  in  their  comfortless 

bowers, 
Dry-bushed  with  the  sharp  stubborr 

lavender. 
And  paven  with  disks  of  the  torn 

sunflowers. 
Which,  day  by  day,  were  strangled, 

and  stripped 
Of  their  ravelling  fringes  and  brazen 

bosses, 
And  the  hardy  mary-buds  nipped  and 

ripped 
Into  shreds  for  the  beetles  that  lurked 

in  the  mosses. 

Here  she  lived  alone,  and  from  year 
to  year  [appear 

She  saw  the  black  belt  of  the  ocean 

At  her  casement  each  mom  as  she 
rose  ;  and  each  mom 

Her  eye  fell  first  on  the  bare  black 
tlioni. 
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Tbis   was  all:    nolliing   more:    or 

someiimes  on  the  shore 
The  Ushermen  Bang  ivbeii  the  llsh- 


ThroDgb  some  gusty  puiiHu  in  the 

tnoanlDg  sea, 
IVben  the  pools  were  splHslioil  piuk 

by  the  thirsty  beeves 
Or    sotuetlinL-s.    ivbcii    the     pearl- 

llghteil  luorDsdi'cn-  the  tinges 
Of  the  cold  sunrise  up  their  amber 

fringes, 
A  nUte  sail  peered  over  the  rim  of 

the  main. 
Looked  allabuuto'er  the  empty  sea, 
Staggcrhitt  hack.lVom  tbe  Hue  line 

of  white  light  again. 
And  dropped  ilotvu  toanother  world 

silcutly. 
Tbca    she    breathed   freer.      With 

sicltenlng  dri'ail 
She   had  n-atebeil  live  pale   young 

niuoLis  unfold 
From  tlielr  uotC'liy  caveru  In  light, 

and  spread 
To  tlie  fuller  light,  and  again  grow 

old,  [shred. 

And  dwindle  away  U>  a  UiniltKius 
.  -  He  wlU  uot  come   biick   llU   the 

Spring's  green  and  gold. 
And  I  would  tliiit  1  with  tlie  le:iv-es 

Quiet  aonicwliere  with  them  In  the 

moss  and  the  mould. 
When  be  anil  tbe  summer  come  this 

way,"  sbe  said. 
Ind  wbeu   tbe   dull  sky   darltcneil 

down  to  tbe  edges. 
Villi  the  keen  frost  kindled  lu  atiir 

and  spar, 
Tbe  sea  might  be  known  by  a  noise 

on  the  ledges 
Of  tbe  lo[ig  crags,  gatbcrlng  power 

from  afar 
Through     Ills    roaring    bays,    and 

crawling  buck  [dragged 

Hissing,  n->  ii'er  ttie  wet  pebbles  be 


His  skirt  of  foam  frayed,  dripping, 

and  Jagged, 
And  reluctantly  fell  down  tlie  smooth 

hollow  shell 
Of  the  nlgbt,  whose  lustrous  surface 

of  bUck 
la  spots   to   au   intense   blue   was 

worn.  [bar 

But  later,  when  up  on  the  sullen  sea- 
The  wide  hirge-llght«d  moon  had 

Where    the   dark  and   voluniinoua 

ocean  grew  lumlnouii. 
Helping  after  her  slowly  one  little 

shy  star 
That  shook   blue  in  the  cold,  and 

looked  forlorn, 
The  clouds  were  troubled,  and  the 

wind  from  his  prison 
Behind  tbem  leaped  down  with  a 

light  laugh  of  scorn ; 
TbcD  the  last  thing  sbe  saw  was 

tliat  bare  black  thorn : 
Or  the   forked   tree,  as   the   bleak 

blast  took  It, 
Howled  through  It,  and  beat  It,  and 

tilt  It.  and  shook  it. 
Seemed  to  visibly  waste  and  wither 

and  Hizuu. 

And  the  snow  was  lifted  Into  the  air 

layer  by  layer, 
And  turned  Into  vast  whit«  clouiU 

that  flew 
Silent    and    fleet  up   tbe   sky,   and 

And  jerked  into  ctiasms  which  the 

siiu  lenpefl  through. 
Opening   crystal  gulfe  of  a  breezy 

Fed  wltb  rainy  lights  of  the  April 

From  eaves  and  leaves  thequlvering 

dew 
Sparkled  off;   and  tbe   rich   earth, 

bl.tck  and  bare, 
Wjis  starred  with  snowdrops  every 
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Here  and  there.  j  Were  combed  by  the  white  sea-gust 

•*  The  Summer,''  she  said,  **  cometh  '  like  a  rake, 

blithe  and  bold  ;  \  And  the  stimulant   steam    of    the 

And  the  crocus  is  lit  for  her  welcom-  1  leaves  and  stalks 


mg  ; 


Made  the  coiled  memory,  numb  and 


And  the  days  will  have  garments  of  !  cold, 

purple  and  cold  ;  ;  That  slept  in  her  heart  like  a  dreain- 

But  I  would  be  left  by  the  pa'e  green  i  ing  snake, 


Spring 
With    the     snowdrops     somewhere 

under  the  mould  ; 
For    I    dare    not    think    what    the 

Summer  may  bring.*' 


Drowsily  lift  itself,  fold  by  fold. 
And  gnaw  and  gnaw  himgrily,  half 
awake. 


Sometimes    she    looked    from    the 

window  below 

T,  ,     ,  .1     u       ui    ui  To  the  ^^eat  South  Court  and  the 

Pale  she  w;is  as  the  bramble  blooms  .  ^  -j^^     ^^  ^^^^^^  ^ 

Thai  fill  the  I011-  fields   with   their    Lounginglv  loitering  to  and  fro. 
y^'pf^  finely    ^^^^  ^^^!{^^~i:^"^  ^  ^^^^ 

Breati!?;^^;^  T^^:^ti  "^^ '  ^^-  ^^^^  ^r^"'  "^^'^  '^""^  *" 

meadow-bowers.  ,  j     ^^     b«wling-alleys.      She  heard 

And  her  cheek  each  year  was  paler  the  son <^ 

A    A    f.\^^^"""^^'      ,  ^,    ^         ,  'Of  the  Miock-headed  Pages  that  drank 

And  white  as  the  pearl  that  was  hung  ^.^,^^^^^  ^^j^^  .^^ 

A-i,«-   «iil5fL'    :^i        11-      ,    The  echoing  courts,  and  swore  hard 
As  her  sad  heart  sickened  and  pined  ^^  ^.^JJ^  other. 

A     1  *^i^^!i'*'^  ^^^'  '.At.  ♦    I  She  saw  the  red  face  of  the  roush 

And  failed  and   fainted  from  year  to 


year. 


wooden  Quintln, 

c^  ♦!,  V*.'i      c  11        .1         1  ■  And   the   swinging    sand-bag  ready 

So  that    the  Seneschal,   rough  and  .    suiothor  &  ^ 

gray, 
Said,  as  he  looked   in   her  face  one 

"  St.  CatLrine  save  all  sood  souls.    ^""^^  »!'['!?  '°"8'  ^'"'•'«"  ^''^  '*"" 


The  awkward  Squire  that  missed  the 
mark. 


noises 
Of  the  bowls,  .and  the  oaths,  and  the 

singing  voices, 
The  sea  boomed  hoarse  till  the  skiet 

were  dark. 

But  when   the  swallow,  that  sweet 

new-comer, 
Floated  over  the  sea  in  the  front  of 
the  summer, 
And  leaned     on    the    arm    of  the    The  salt  dry  sands  burned  white,  and 

weatherworn  Warden.  sickened 

Sometimes  she  sat 'twixt  the  mildewy  |  Men's  sight  in  the  glaring  horn  of  the 

beds  bay ; 

Of  the    sea-singed   flowers    in    the   And  all  things  that  fasten,  or  float  at 

Pleasaunce  Garden.  ease 

Till    the    rotting  blooms    that    lay    In  the  silvery  light  of  the  leprous 
thick  on  the  walks  seas 


I  pray. 
For  our  pale  young  lady   is  paling 

away. 
O  the  Saints,"  he  said,  smiling  bitter 

and  grim, 
•  Know  she's  too  fair  and  too  good  for 

him  !  " 
Sometimes  she  walked  on  the  upper 

leads, 


4o6 
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Wi'^h  the  pulse  of  a  hideous  life  were  |  Among   her  mazy  and  milk  white' 

quickened,  signs. 

Fell    loose    from    the    rocks,    and    And  clustered  orbs,  and  zigzag  lines, 

cniwle<l  crosswise  away,  Burst    into    blossom  of    stars    and 

Slippery    sidelong     crabs,     half  light, 

strangled  |  The  sea  was  glassy  ;  the  glassy  brine 

By  the  white  sea  grasses  in   which    Was  paven  with  lights, — blue,  crys- 

they  were  tangled,  '  talliue, 

And    those     half-living    creatures.    And  emerald  keen  ;  the  dark  world 

orbed,      rayed,     and     sharp- 1  hung 

angled,  i  Balanced    uuder    the    moon,    and 


Fan-fisli,  and  star-fish,  and  pol3rpou8 


swung 


lumps,  :  In  a  net  of  silver  sparkles.     Then 

Hueless  and  boneless,  that  languidly  |  she 

thickened,  i  Rippled  her  yellow  hair  to  her  knee,i 

Or  flat-faced,   or  spike'd,  or  ridged    Bared  her  warm  white  bosom  and 

with  humps,  |  throat. 

Melting  off  from  their  clotted  clusters  '  And  from  the  lattice  leaned  athirst. 

and  clumps  i  There,  on  the  silence  did  she  gloat 

Sprawled  over  the  shore  in  the  heat   With  a   dizzy  pleasure  stee]^  in 


of  the  day. 


An  hour  before  tlie  sun  was  set 

A 

T 

jet; 

And  the  great  West,  opening  breath- 
lessly 

Up  all  his  inmost  orange,  gave 

Hints    of    something    distant    and 
sweet 

That  made  her  heart  swell ;  far  up 
tlie  wave 

The    clouds    that  lay  piled  in  the 
golden  heat 

Were  turned  Into  types  of  the  an- 


paui, 


Half  catching  the  soul  of  the  secret 
,    ,     ,        .     ,        ...  ^.  that  b'ended 

Uhirker  ripple  rolled  over  the  sea  ;    (.^j  ^j^h  his  starlight,  then  feeling 
ihe  white  rocks  quivered  m  wells  of  i  j|.  ^^^^  *    '  ^^tiu^ 

Like  a  pining  poet  ready  to  burst 
With  the  weight  of  the  wonder  that 

grows  in  his  brain. 
Or  a  nightingale,  mute  at  the  sound 

of  a  lute 
That  is  swelling  and   breaking  his 

heart  with  its  strain, 
Wailing,  breathless,  to  die  when  the 

music  is  ended. 
For  the  sleek  and  beautiful  midnight 

stole, 


cient  mountains 
In    an    ancient    land  ;    tiit.    weeds  '     ^^®  ^  faithless  friend,   her  secret 


care. 
Crept    through    each    pore    to  the 

source  of  the  soul, 
And  mocked  at  the  angush  which  he 

found  there. 
Shining  away  from  her,  scornful  and 

Brought  back  to  her  fancy  the  bub- 1  Xr.   i»;/^*^*i        u 

ble  of  fountains  ^"  his  pitiless  beauty,   refusing  to 

Leaping  and  falling  continuallv  !  ^n      j?  ^^'^^^     .     ,  .  ,    , 

In  valleys  where  she  should  wander    ^**^  discontent  which  he  could  not 

control. 


which  forlorn 
Waves  were  swaying  neglectfully. 
By  their  sounds,  as  they  dipped  into 

sparkles  that  dripped 
In  the  emerald  creeks  that  ran  up 

from  the  shore. 


no  more. 


And  when,  over  all  of  these,  the 
night 


The  water-rat,  as  he  skulked  in  the 
moat, 
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Set  a]l  the  slumbrous  lilies  afloat, 
And  sent  a  sharp  quick  pulse  along 
The  stagnant  light,  that  heaved  and 

swung 
The  leaves  together.     Suddenly 
At  times  a  shooting  star  would  spin 
2:>heil-like  out  of  heaven,  and  tumble 

in. 
And  burst  o'er  a  city  of  stars  ;  but 

she, 
As  he  dashed  on  the  back  of  the  zo- 
diac. 
And  quivered  and  glowed  down  arc 

and  node. 
And  split  sparkling  into  infinity. 
Thought  that  some  angel,  in  his  rev- 
eries 
Thuiking  of  earth,  as  he  pensively 
Leaned  over  the  star-grated  balcony 
In  his  palace  among  the  Pleiades, 
And  grieved  for  the  sorrow  he  saw 

in  the  land. 
Had  dropped  a  white  lilji  from  his 
loose  hand. 

And  thus  many  a  night,  steeped  pale 

in  the  light 
Of  the  stars,   when   the  bells  and 

clocks 
Had  ceased  in  the  towers,  and  the 

sound  of  the  hours 
Was  eddying  about  in  the  rocks, 
Deep-sunken   in   biistling    broidery 

between  the  black  oak  Fiends 

sat  she. 
And  under  the  moth-flitted  canopy 
Of  the  mighty  antique  bed  in  her 

chamber. 
With  wild  eyes  drinking  up  the  sea. 
And  her  white  hands  heavy  with 

jewelry, 
Flashing  as  she  loosed  languidly 
Her  satins  of  snow  and  of  amber. 
And  as,  fold  by  fold,  these  were  rip- 
pled and  rolled 
To  her  feet,  and  lay  huddled  in  ruins 

of  gold. 
She    looked    like    some   pale  spirit 

above 
S&rth's    dazzling    passions    forever 

flung  by, 


Freed  from  the  stains  of  an  e-arthly 

love, 
And  those  splendid  shackles  of  pride 

that  press 
On  the  heart  till  it  aches  with  the 

gorgeous  stress. 
Quitting  the  base  Past  remorsefully. 
And  so  she  put  by  the  coil  and  care 
Of  the  day  that  lay  furled  like  an 

idle  weft 
Of  heaped  spots  which  a  bright  snake 

hath  left. 
Or  that  dark  house,  the  blind  worm's 

lair. 
When   the  star-winged  moth  from 

the  windows  hath  crept, 
!  Steeped  her  soul  in  a  tearful  prayer, 
.  Shrank    into    her  naked  self,   and 

slept. 

And  as  she  slumbered,  starred  and 
eyed 

All  over  with  angry  gems,  at  her 
side. 

The  Fiends  in  the  oak  kept  ward 
and  watch  ; 

And  the  quenilous  clock,  on  its  rusty 
catch. 

With  a  (piirk  tick,  husky  and  thick. 

Clamored  and  clacked  at  her  sharply. 

There  was 

(Fronting  a  portrait  of  the  Earl) 

A  shrine  with  a  dim  green  lamp,  and 
a  cross 

Of  glowing  cedar  wreathed  with 
pearl,  [writ, 

Which  the  Arimathjean,  so  it  was 

When  he  came  from  the  holy  Orient, 

Had  worn,  with  his  prayers  embalm- 
ing it. 

As  with  the  San-Grael  through  th* 
world  he  went. 

Underneath  were  relics  and  gems 

From  many  an  antique  king-saint's 
crown, 

And  some  ('twas  avouched)  from  the 
dusk  diadems 

And  mighty  rings  of  those  Wise 
Kings 

That  evermore  sleep  'mid  the  mar- 
ble stems, 


4oS 


THE  EARVS  RETURN-, 


'Twixt  chancel  and  chalice  in  Grod  Till  aJl  things  in  the  room  melted 
his  palace.  into  each  other, 

The  marvel  of  Cologne  Town.  And  vanished  in  gyres  of  flickering 

In  a  halo  dim  of  the  lamp  all  night    |  shade, 

Smiled  the  sad  Virgin,  holy  and  !  Leaving  her  all  alone,  with  the  face 
white,  I  Of  the  Saint  growing  large  in  its  on« 

With  a  face  as  full  of  the  soul's  af-  bright  place. 


fliction 

As  one  that  had  looked  on  the  Cru- 
cifixion. 

At  moonrise  the  land  was  suddenly 

brighter ; 
And    through    all    its    length    and 

breadth  the  easoinent 
Grew  large  with  a  luaiinous  strange 

amazement. 
And,  as  d<>u}>ting  in  dreams  what 

that  sudden  blaze  meant, 
The  Lady's   white    face    turned    a 

thouglit  whiter. 
Sometimes  in  slee]>  light  finger-tips 
Touched  her  behind  ;  the  pain,  the 

bliss 
Of  a  long  slow  despairing  kiss 
Doubled   the   heat  on  her  feverish 

lips. 
And     down    to    her    lieart's-heart 

smouldering  burned  : 


Then  on  a  sudden,  from  far,  a  fear 
Through  all  her  heart    its    horror 

drew, 
As  of  something  hideous  growing 

near. 
Cold  fingers  seemed  roaming  through 

her  damp  hair  ; 
Her  lips  were  locked.    The  power  of 

prayer 
Left  her.    ^he  dared  not  turn.     She 

knew. 
From  his  panel  atilt  on  the.  wall  up 

there, 
The    grim    Earl    was    gazing    her 

through  and  through. 

But  when   the    casement,    a  grisly 

square. 
Flickered  with  day,  she  flung  it  wide. 
And  looked  below.    The  snore  wag 

bare. 
In  the  mist  tumbled  the  dismal  tide. 


From  lips  long  mute  she  heard  her    One  ghastly  pool  seemed  solid  white; 

name  ;  i  The  forkc'd  shadow  of  the  thorn 

Sad  dreams  and   sweet  to  vex  her  \  Fell  throui;:h  It,  like  a  raven  rent 


came  ; 
Sighing,  upon  her  pillow,  she  turned. 


In  the  steailfast  blank  down  which 
it  went. 


Like  a  weary  waif  on  a  weary  sea       ,  The    blind   world    slowly    gathered 

That  is  heaving  over  continually,        !  sight. 

And   finds  no  course,  until  for  its    The  sea  was  moaning  on  to  morn. 

sake  I 

The  heart  of  the  silence  begins  to    And  the  Summer  into  the  Autumn 

ache.  I  waned. 

Unsoothed  from  slumber  she  awoke  '  And  under  the  watery  Hyades 
An    hour    ere    dawn.     The    lainp  ;  The  gray  sea  swelled,  and  the  thick 

burned  faint.  ,  rained, 

Tlie  Fiends  glared  at  her  out  of  the    And  the  land  was  darkened  by  slow 

oak.  I  degrees. 

She  rose,  and  fell  at  the  shrine  of    But  oft.  in  the  low  West,  the  day 

the  Saint.  Smouldering  sent  up  a  sullen  flame 

There   with   clasped    hands   to  the    Along  the  dreary  waste  of  gray. 

Mother  As  though  in  that  red  rt?gion  lay. 

Of   many  sorrows,   in   Si  rrow,  she    Heaped  up.  like  Autumn  weeds  and 


prayed  ; 


Howers 
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For  fire,  its  thorny  fmitless  hours, 
And  God  said,  **  burn  it  all  away  \ " 

When  all  was  dreariest  in  the  skies, 
And  the  gusty  tract  of  twilight  mut- 
tered, 
A  strange  slow  smile  grew  into  her 

eyes, 
As  though  from  a  great  way  off  it 

came 
And  was  weary  ere  down  to  her  lips 

it  fluttered, 
And  turned  into  a  sigh,  or  some  soft 

name 
Whose  syllables  sounded  likest  sighs, 
Half   smothered    in    sorrow  beiore 

they  were  uttered. 
Sometimes,  at  night,  a  music  was 

rolled — 
A  ripple  of  silver  harp-strings  cold — 
From    the   halls   below  where 'the 

Minstrel  sung. 
With  the  silver  hair,  and  the  golden 

tongue, 
And  the  eyes  of  passionless,  peacefu! 

blue 
(Like  twilight  which  faint  stars  gaze 

through). 
Wise  with  the  years  which  no  man 

knew. 
And  first  the  music,  as  though  the 

wings 
Of  some  blind  angel  were  caught  in 

the  strings. 
Fluttered  with  weak  endeavor  :  anon 
The  uncaged  heart  of  music  grew 

bold 
And  cautiously  loosened,  length  by 

length. 
The  golden  cone  of  its  great  under- 
tone. 
Like  a  strong  man  using  mild  lan- 
guage to  one 
That  is  weaker,  because  he  is  sure  of 

his  strength. 

But  once — and  it  was  at  the  fall  of 

the  iay,  [seem 

When  she,  if  she  closed  her  eyes,  did 


With     some    lost     shadow,   away, 

away, 
Down  the  heart  of  a  golden  laud 

which  she 
Remembered  a  great  way  over  the 

sea, 
There  came  a  trample  of  horses  and 

men  ; 
And  a  blowing  of  horns  at  the  Castle- 
Gate  ; 
Then    a   clattering  noise ;   then   a 

pause ;  and  then. 
With  the  sudden  jerk  of  a  heavy 

weight, 
And  a  wrangling  and  jangling  and 

clinking  and  clanking. 
The  sound  of  the  falling  of  cable  and 

chain  ; 
And  a   grumbling  over   the   dewy 

planking 
That  shrieked  and  sung  with  the 

weight  and  strain  ; 
And  the  rough  Seneschal  bawled  out 

in  the  hall, 
*'  The  Earl  and  the  Devil  are  come 

back  again  I '' 

Her  heart  stood  still  for  a  moment 

or  more. 
Then  suddenly  tugged,  and  strained, 

and  tore 
At  the  roots,  which  seemed  to  give 

way  beneath. 
She  rushed  to  the  window,  and  held 

her  breath. 
High  up  on  the  beach  were  the  long 

black  ships 
And  the  brown  sails  hung  from  the 

masts  in  strips  : 
And  the  surf  was  whirled  over  and 

over  them, 
And  swept  them  dripping  from  stem 

to  stem. 
Within,  in  the  great  square  court  be- 
low, 
Were  a  hundred  rough-faced  men, 

or  so. 
And   one   or   two  pale  fair-haired 

slaves 


To  be  wandering  far,  in  a  sort  of   Whom  the  Earl  had  brought  over 


dream, 


the  winter  waves. 
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^ere   was   a  wringing  of   horn; 

And  a  swearing  of  oalhs  ;  and  a  great 

deal  of  laughter ; 
The  grim  Earl  growling  his  hoarse 

commandB 
To  the  Warden  tliat  followed  Llm 

growling  after  ; 
A  lowing  of  cattle  along  the  wet 

And  a  plashing  of  hoofs  on  the  slip- 
pery rafler, 

As  tb'>  long-tajled  hlack-maned 
boraea  each 

Went  over  the  bridge  from  the  gray 

Tliea  quoth  the  grim  Earl,  "  fetch 


Which  he  seized  upon 

lied  whoop, 
Drahietl,  and  tlung  at  the  head  of 

him 
That  brought  it ;  then,  with  a  laugh 

like  a  howl,  \ 

Stroked  his  heard  ;    and  strode  in  , 

through  the  door  wilh  a  growl.  , 
Meanwhile  the  pale  lady  grew  white 

and  whiter. 
As  the  poplar  pales  when   the  keen 

winds  smite  her  :  I 

And,  as  the  tree  sways  to  the  gust, 

Quick  ripples  of  white  alarm  up  the  \ 

So  did  she  seem  to  shrink  and  repl 
From  the  casement — one  quiver  from 

head  to  heel 
Of  whitest  fear.     For  alie  heard  be- , 

low,  ■   I 

On  the  creaking  stairway  loud  and  i 

Like  drops  that  plunge  audibly  down 

from  the  thunder 
Into  a  sea  that  is  groaiiln;;  under,      , 
The  heavy  foot  ol  the  Earl  as  he  < 


Step  after  step,  as  he  hastened  or 

halted  ; 
Now    clashing    shrill    through    t^e 

archways  vaulted  ; 
Now  muffled  and  thick  ;  now  lond. 

Loud  as  he  came  near  the  Chamber 

Then  there  fell,  with  a  rattle  and 

An  iron  glove  on  the  iron  lock. 
And  the  door  burst  open — the  Earl 

burst  through  it — 
But  she  saw  him  not.    The  window- 
Far  oflf,  grew  large  and  small  again  ; 
The   slavering  light  did  wax   and 

Till  there  come  a  snap  of  the  heavy 

brain  ; 
And  a  slow-subsiding  pulse  of  pain  ; 
And  the  whole  world  darkened  into 

As    the  grim   Earl    pressed   to   hhi 

grausome  breast 
His  while    wife.    She  hung  heav; 

there 
On  his  slionlder  without  breath. 
Darkly  filled  with  sleepy  death 
From  her  heart  up  to  her  eyes  ; 
Dead  asleep  :  and  ere  he  knew  It 
(How  Death  took  her  by  surprise 
Helpless  In  her  great  despairi 
Smoothing  hack  her  yellow  hair. 
He  kissed  her  icy  brows  :  unwound 
His  rougii  amis,  and  she  fell  to  Uie 

ground. 


The 


8  fairer  thar.  aha 
a»  leiser  than  the 


inl«d 
8t«p  after  step  b 


the  t 


But  the  serpfnt  to 

icax/air : 
For  the  Herpent  was  lord  in  Parailiae 
Or  ever  the  woman  came  there. 
Hut  ic/ien  Eden-gatet   were  barred 

And  the  fiery  sword  on  gnard  in  thm 

East. 
Thr  lion  arore/rom  o  long  rtpote. 
Awl  quoth  he,  as  he  tfiook  out  hU 
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'Now  I  am  the  strongest  beast* 
Had  the  woman  been  iciser  when  she 

teas  queen 
The    Hon   had    never  been    king,    I 

wren. 
But  ever  since  storms  began  to  lower 
Beauty  on  earth  hath  been  second  to 

Powevr 
And  this  is  the  song  that  the  Minstrel 

Sling:, 
With  the  silver  hair  and  the  golden 

tongue, 
Who  sung  by  night  in  the  grim  KarPs 

hail. 
And  they  held  him  in  reverence  one 

and  all. 


And  so  she  died, — the  pale-faced 
girl. 

And,  for  nine  days  after  that,  the 
Earl 

Fumed  and  fret,  and  raved  and 
swore, 

Pacing  up  and  down  the  chamber- 
floor, 

And  tearing  his  black,  beard  as  he 
went. 

In  the  fit  of  his  sullen  discontent. 

And  the  Seneschal  said  it  was  fear- 
ful to  hear  him  ; 

And  not  even  the  weather-worn 
Warden  went  near  him  ; 

And  the  shock-headed  Pages  huddled 
anear, 

And  bit  their  white  lips  till  they  bled, 
for  fear. 

But  at  last  he  bade  them  lift  her 

lightly, 
And  bury  her  by  the  gray  sea-shore, 
Where  the  winds  that  blew  from  her 

own  land  nightly 
Might  wail  round  her  grave  through 

the  wild  rocks  hoar. 


The  splashine  sands  which,  as  they 

plunged  through, 
The  coflin-lead  weighed  them  down 

into  ; 
And  their  feet,  as  they  plucked  then) 

up,  left  pits 
Which  the  water  oozed  into  and  oul 

of  by  fits— 
— And  so  to  the  deep-mouthed  bay' 

black  brim. 
Where  the  pale  priests,  all  white- 

stoled  and  dim, 
Lifted  the  cross    and  chanted  the 

hymn, 
That  her  soul  might  have  peace  when 

her  lx>nes  were  dust. 
And  her  name  be  written  among  the 

Just. 


The  Warden  w:alked  after  the  Sen- 
eschal grim  ; 

And  the  shock-headed  Pages  walked 
after  him  : 

And  with  mattock  and  spade  a  grav^ 
was  made. 

Where  they  carved  the  cross,  and 
they  wrote  her  name. 

And,  returning  each  by  the  way  that 
he  came. 

They  left  her  under  the  bare  black 
thorn. 

The  salt  sea-wind  sang  shrill  in  the 
head  of  it  ; 

Au(i  the  bitter  night  grew  chill  with 
the  dread  of  it ; 

When  the  great  round  moon  rose  up 
forlorn 

From  the  reefs,  and  whitened  to- 
wards the  mom. 

For  the  forked  tree,  as  the  bleak 
blast  took  it, 

Howled  through  it,  and  beat  it,  and 
bit  it,  and  shook  it, 


So  they  lifted  her  lightly  at  dead  of   Like  a  living  thing,  bewitched  and 


night, 

And  bore  her  down  by  the  long  torch- 
light,— 
Lank-haired  faces,  sallow  and  keen. 
That  burned  out  of  the  glassy  pools 
between 


bedeviled. 
Visibly  shrunk,  and  shuddered  and 
bhrivelled. 

And  again  the  swallow,  that  falfc 
new-comer. 
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Fluttered  over  the  sea  In  the  front 

of  the  summer ; 
A  careless  singer,  as  he  should  be 
That  only  skimmeth  the  mighty  sea ; 
Dipped  his  wings  as  he  came  and 

went, 
And  chirruped  and  twittered    for 

heart's  content, 
And  built  on  the  new-made  grave. 

But  when 
The  Summer  was  over  he  flew  back 

again. 

And  the  Earl,  as  years  went  bv,  and 
his  life 

Grew  listless,  took  him  another  wife- 

And  the  Seneschal  grim  and  the 
Warden  gray 

Walked  about  in  their  wonted  way : 

And  the  lean -jawed,  shock- haired 
Pages  too 

Sung  and  swilled  as  they  used  to  do. 

And  the  grooms  and  the  squires 
gamed  and  swore 

And  quarrelled  again  as  they  quar- 
relled before ; 


But  once  a  Strang^  came  over  the 

wave, 
And  paused  by  the  pale-faced  Lady's 

grave. 

It  was  when,  just  about  to  set, 
A  sadness  held  the  sinking  son. 
The  moon  delayed  to  shine  as  yet : 
The  Ave-Mary  chime  was  done : 
And  from  the  bell-tower,  leaned  the 

ringers ; 
And    in    the    chancel    paused    the 

singers, 
With  lingering  looks  and  claspM 

Angers : 
And  the  day  reluctantly  turned  to 

his  rest. 
Like  some  untold  life,  that  leaves^ 

exprest 
Hut  the  half  of  its  hungering  love 

ere  it  close : 
So  he  went  sadly  toward  his  repose 
Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  slumbrous 

waves 
Kindled  far  off  in  the  desolate  West. 


And  the  flowers  decayed  In  their  ,  ^^^^  ^^^^  freeze  sprang  up  in  the  cool 

dismal  beds  '  sea-caves, 

And    dropped  off'  from  their  lean   The  castle  stood  with  its  courts  in 

shanks  one  by  one, 
nil  nothin*;  was  left  but  the  stalks 

and  the  heads. 
Clumped  into  heaps,  or  ripped  into 

shreds, 
To  steam  into  salt  in  the  sickly  sun. 

And  the  cattle  lowed  late  up  the 

glimnioriug  plam, 
Or  dipped  knee-deep,  and  splashed 

themselves 
lu  the  pools  spat  out  by  the  spiteful 

main. 


shade. 

And  all  its  tooth6d  towers  imprest 
On  the  sorrowful  liglit  that  sunset 

made,  — 
Such  a  light  as  sleeps  shut  up  in  the 

breast  [rose. 

Of  some   pining    crimson  -  hearted 
Wliich,  as   you  gaze  at  it,  grows 

and  grows 
And  all  the  warm  leaves  overflows: 
Leaving  its  sweet  source  still  to  be 

guest. 
The  crumpled  shadow  of  the  thorn 


V/allowing    in    sandy    dykes    and    Crawleil  over  the   sand-heaps   rag- 


delves  : 


[l>oom 


<r 


edly. 


And   tlie   blear-eyed   filmy   sea   did  i  And  over  the  gray  stone  cross  for- 

Witli  his  old  mysteribus  huu«r<*ring  lorn,  [there 

sound:  I  And  on  to  that  one  man   musin«: 

And   the  wet  wind   wailed   in   the  !  Moveless,  wliile  o*er  him  the  niffht 


chinks  of  the  tomb, 
Till    the  weeds  in   the    surf  were 
drenched  and  drowued. 


crept  on, 

And  tlie  hot  yellow  stars  slowlj',  one 
after  one. 
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Hounied  into  the  dark  blue  air 
And    brightened,    and    brightened. 

Then  suddenly, 
And  sadly  and  silently, 
Down  the  dim  breezy  brink  of  the 

sea  sank  the  sun. 

Ere  the  moon  was  abroad,  the  owl 
Made  himself  heard  in  the  echoing 

tower 
Three  times,  four  times.    The  bat 

with  his  cowl 
Came  and  went  round  the  lonely 

Bower 
Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Earl's  lost 

Lady. 
There  night  after  night,  for  years,  in 

vain 
The    lingering   moon    had    looked 

through  the  pane. 
And  missed  the  face  she  used  to  find 

there, 
Wliite  and  wan  Hke  some  mountain 

flower 
In  its  rocky  nook,  as  it  paled  and 

pined  there. 
Only  known  to  the  moon  and  the 

wind  there. 
Lights  flitted  faint  in  the  halls  down 

lower 
From    lattice  to  lattice,   and   then 

glowed  steady. 

The  dipping  gull:  and  the  long  gray 

pool  : 
And  the  reed  that  shows  which  way 

the  breeze  blows  cool. 
From  the  wide  warm  sea  to  the  low 

black  land  : 
And  the  wave  makes  no  sound  on 

the  soft  yellow  sand  : 
But  the  inland  diallows  sharp  and 

small 
.\re  swanned  about  with  the  sultry 

midge. 
And  the  land  is  still,  and  the  ocean 

still  : 
And  the  weeds  in  the  rifted  rocks  at 

will 
Move  on  the  tide,  and  float  or  glide. 
And  into  the  silent  western  side 


Of  the  heaven  the  moon  begins  to 

fall. 
But  is  it  the  fall  of  a  plover* s  call 
That  is  aiitfwered  warily,  low   yet 

shrill, 
From  the  sand-heapt  mound  and  the 

rocky  ridge  ? 
And  now  o'er  the   dark  plain,  so 

wild  and  wide 
Falls  the  note  of  a  horn  from  the  old 

drawbridge. 

Who  is  it  that  waits  at  the  castle- 
gates  ?* 
Call  in  the  minstrel,   and  fill   the 

bowl. 
Bid  him  loose  the  great  music  and 

let  the  song  roll. 
Fill  the  bowl. 
And  first,  as  was  due,  to  the  Earl  he 

bowed  ; 
Next  to  all  the  Sea-chieftains,  blithe 

friends  of  the  EarPs  : 
Then  advanced  through  the  praise 

of  the  munnuring  crowd. 
And  sat  down,  as  they  bade  him, 

and  all  his  black  curls 
Bowed  over  his   harp,  as  in  doubt 

which  to  choose 
From  the    melodies    coiled    at   his 

heart.     For  a  man 
O'er  some  Beauty    asleep   for  one 

moment  might  muse, 
lialf  ill  love,  ere  he  woke  her.     So 

ere  he  began, 
lie  paused  overhis  song.    And  they 

brought  him,  the  Squires, 
A  heavy  gold  cup  with  the  red  wine 

ripe  in  it. 
Then  wave  over  wave  of  the  sweet 

silver  wires 
'Can  ripple,  and  the  minstrel  took 

heart  to  begin  it 

A  harper  that  harps  through  moun- 
tain and  glen, 

Wandering,  wtrndering  the  wide 
world  over, 

Sweetest  of  singers,  yet  saddest  of 
men, 

His  soul's  lost  Lady  in  vain  to  dift* 
cover. 
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Host    fair    and    most  trail   of    the 

daughters  of  men, 
O  blest  and  O  curst,  the  man  that 

should  love  her  ! 
Who  has  nol  loved  1   and  who  hat 

not  lost  ? 
Wherever  he  wander,  the  wide  world 

Singing   by   city,    and    castle,  and  | 

plain, 
Abiding  never,  forever  a  rover,  ' 

Each  man  that  shall  hear  him  will  | 

swear  almost  : 

Id  llic  mlnslrel's  song  that  his  heart 

can  discover  J 

Tlie  self-same  lady  by  wlium  it  was 

for  love  is  love  (iie  wide  world  over.  I 

What  shall  he  liken  his  love  mito  ? 
Have  you  seen  some  cloud  the  sun  I 

sets  th rough. 
Witeii  the  lingering  night  is  close  at 

Have  you  seen 


e  lie  o 


the 


Or  a  Buniuier  bird  in  a  winter  land  ? 
Or  a  lily  (lying  for  dearth  of  dew  ? 
Or  a  pearl    sea-cast    on    a    barren 

strand  ? 
Some  gardeii  never  sunshine  warms 
Nor  any  tend  ?  some  lonely  tree 
That  stretches  bleak  Its  barren  arms 
Turned  inland   from   ilie  blighting 


Her  cheek  w 

fair: 
Her  hear!,  h 


,s  pale  :  her  face  was 
Sling,  was  weak  and 


All  golden  was  the  sleepy  hair 
That  floated  round  about  her  form, 
And   hid   the    sweetness    breathing  | 

Her  eyes  were  wild,  like  stars  that 

Far  off  in  summer  nights  divine  :      ' 
But   her  smile— It    was   like   the 

golden  wine 
Poured  into  the  spirii,  as  into  a  cup. 
With   passion  bnmming-  it  itp  and 


And    marvellous    fancies    fair   Hid 

fine. 
Ho  took  her  hair   to   make   sweet 

strings  : 
He  hid  her  smile  deep  in  his  song. 
This  makes  so  rich  the  tune  he  sings 
That  o'er   the   world  'twUI  ][ii(^ 

long. 

There  is  a  land  far,  far  away  from 

And   tliere  the  stars  are   thrice   as 

bright  as  these. 
And  there  the  nightingale  str&ngs 

music  pours 
All  day  out  of  the  hearts  of  myrtle- 

There    Ihe    voice    of     the    cuckoo 

sounds  never  forlorn 
As  yon  hear  It  far  off  throi^b  the 

ileep  purple  valleys 
And  the  Hrc-lly  dances  by  night  in 

And   Ihe   lilllc   round   owls   in   the 

long  cypress  alleys 
Whoop  tor  joy  when  the  moon  is 

bom,  (tree, 

There  ripen  the  olive  and  the  tulip 
And  in  Ilie  sun  broadens   the  green 

prickly  iwar  ; 
And   the   briglit   gallngales    in   the 

grass  you  may  see  ; 
And  the  vine,  witli  her  royal  blue 

globes,  dwellelh  there, 
riiuihiiig  and  hangin);  dcllciouEly 
Ity  isvery  doc)rway  and  lone  latticed 

ciiomber. 
Where  tlie  damscl-tty  flits,  and  the 

heavy  brown  Ijee 
Hums  alone,  and  the  quick  lizzardt 

rustle  and  clamber. 
And    all    things,    there,    live     and 

rejoice  together. 
From  the  frail  peacli  blossom  that 

first  appears 
When  birds  are  about  in  the  blue 

To  the  oak  that  has  I'ived  throvgh 
liis  eiglit  hundred  years. 

And  the  castles  are  built  on  tlifi 
hills,  not  the  plains. 
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/And  the  wild  wind-flowers  bum 
about  in  the  courts  there) 

They  are  white  and  undreuched  by 
the  gray  winter  rains. 

And  the  swallows,  and  all  tilings, 
are  blitlie  at  their  sports 
there. 

O  for  one  moment,  at  sunset,  to 
stand  [land 

Far,  far  away,  in  that  dear  distant 

Whence  they  bore  her,  —  the  loveli- 
est lady  that  ever 

Crost  the  blealt  ocean.  O,  never- 
more, never, 

Shall  she  stand  with  her  feet  in  the 
warm  dry  grasses 

Where  the  faint  balm-heaving 
breeze  heavily  passes 

And  the  white  lotus-flower  leans 
lone  on  the  river. 

l^are  were  the  gems  which  she  had 
for  her  dower. 

But  all  the  wild-flowers  she  left  be- 
hind her. 

—  A  broken  heart  and  a  rose-roofed 

bower. 
O  oft,  and  in  many  a  desolate  hour, 
The  cold  strange  faces  she  sees  shall 

remind  her 
Of  hearts   that  were   warmer,  and 

smiles  that  were  kinder, 
Lost,   like  the  roses  they  plucked 

from  her  bower ! 
Lonely  and  far  from  her  own  land 

they  laid  her ! 

—  A  swallow  flew  over  the  sea  to 

flnd  her. 
Ah  cold,  cold  and  narrow,  thp  bed 

that  they  matle  her  ! 
The  swallow  went  foi*th  with  the 

summer  to  flnd  her. 
The  summer  and  the  swallow  came 

back  o*er  the  sea, 
And  strange  were  the  tidings  the 

bird  brought  to  me. 

And  the  minslrel  sung,  and  they 
praised  and  listened,  — 

Crazed  and  praised  while  the  min- 
strel sung. 


Flushed  was  each  cheek,  and  each 

flxt  eye  glistened. 
And  husht  was  each  voice  to  the 

minstrel's  tongue. 
But  the  Earl  grew  paler  more  and 

more 
As  the  song  of  the   Singer  grew 

louder  and  clearer. 
And  so  dumb  was  the  hall,  you 

might  hear  the  roar 
Of  the  sea  In  Its  pauses  grow  nearer 

and  ilrearer. 
And  .  .  .  hush!  hush!  hush! 
O  was  It  the  wind?  or  was  it  the 

rush 
Of  the  restless  waters  that  tum))le 

and  splash 
On  the  wild  sea-rocks?   or  was  it 

the  crash 
Of  stoni^s  on  the  old  wet  bridge  up 

there? 
Or  the  sound  of  the  tempest  come 

over  the  main? 
—  Nay,  but  just  now  the  night  was 

fair.  [rain 

Was  It  the  march  of  the  midnight 
Clattering  down  In  the  courts?  or 

the  crash 
Of  armor  yonder?    .    .    .    Listen 

again ! 

Can  is  be  lightning?  can  it  be  thun- 
der? 

For  a  light  is  all  round  the  lurid 
hall 

That  reddens  and  reddens  the  win- 
dows all, 

And  far  away  you  may  hear  the  fall 

As  of  rafter  and  bowlder  splitting 
asunder. 

It  is  not  the  thnuder,  and  it  is  not 
the  lightning 

To  which  the  castle  Is  sounding  and 
brightening. 

But  something  worse  than  lightning 
or  thunder, 

For  what  is  this  that  is  coming  yon 
der? 

Which  way?     Here!     Where? 
Call  the  men !  ...  Is  It  there? 
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('itll  tlicm  ont  I     Rliifc  the  bell ! 
Klug  tlie  Flond  back  to  HcU  I 
King,  riiiiL;  tlie  ulanim  Tor  mercy ! 

.  .  .  Too  late! 
It  bos  crawint  upttiowalli*  —  it  has 

burst  in  the  ftatu — 
It  looks  t1troii|;h  tlic  windows  —  It 

creeps  near  tlie  hall  — 
Near,  moru  near — red  and  cleer  — 
li  Ih  hcrel 
Now  the  saints  save  us  all ! 

And  little,  In  truth,  boots  It  ringing 

the  bell 
For  the  Ore  Is  loose  on  its  way  one 

may  tell 
lly  the  hot  s I mmerlns  whispers  and 

humming  up  there 
III  the  oah-heaius  and  rarcent.    Xow 

one  or  the  Squires 
Ills  elbow  hnth  thrust  tbroneU  the 

hair-Kinonldcred  door, — 
Snch  n  hole   o-s   some  rst  for  his 

brown  wife  might  bore,  — 
And   stmlgliLwny  In    sniiky,  n'bile 

wavcrhif;  spires 
The  tliin  smoke  twirls  through,  and 

spreads  eildyliig  In  gyres 
Here  and  there  tonclit  nllli  vanish- 
ing tints  from  tlie  glare 
That  ha^  swniiied  In  Its  rose-ltght 

ttie  sharp  tni'rct  atnlr. 
Soon  ttic  door  ruined  tlirougli :  and 

in  tumbled  a  cluiiil 
or  bUiek  vapor.     And  first 'twas  nil 

blackness,  and  then 
The  i|Uick    forkfid  flres    leapt  out 

rroiii  their  shroud 
In  the   blackness :    and  throngh  it 

nislicd  in  Ilic  armed  men 
from    [he   court-yard.     And    then 

there  was  Hying  and  lighting, 
Aiiil  praying  anil  ciirsiug,  —  ['»nl\i 

sliin  confounded. 
Kach  n)un,  at  wild  haxard.  tlirougli 

smoke  ramparts  smiting. 
Has   stnick  ...  la  It  friend?  is  It 

foe?     Who  Is  woniided? 


Some  one,  no  doubt,  bj  tbe  weight 

of  his  blows. 
And  they  all,  at  times,  bearfl  lilt 

oath  —  so  they  swore :  — 
Sach  8  cry  as  some  speared  wild 

beast  might  give  vent  to 
When  the  lean  dogs  are  onhira.aDd 

forth  with  that  roar 
Of  desolate  wrath,  the  life  la  sent 

too. 
If  he  die,  he  will  die  with  the  dying 

about  him. 
And  his  red  wet  sword  Id  his  hand, 

never  doubt  talm  : 
If  he  live,  pcrchuice  he  will  bt-ar 

his  new  bride 
Through  them  all,  paat  the  bridge. 

to  the  wild  seaside. 
Anil   there,   whether   he   leave,   or 

keep  bis  wife  stllL 
There's  the  five    sea    round    him 

new  lamia,  and  new  life  still- 
And  . . .  but  ah,  the  red  light  there ! 

And  high  up  and  higher 
The    soa.    warm,    vivid     sparkles 

crowd  kindling,  and  wander 
Far  away  down  the  breathless  blue 

cone  of  the  night. 
Sulnts!  can  It  be  that  the  ships  are 
I  on  Are,  [light. 

I  Those  tierce  liot  clots  of  crimson 
1  Itriglituuing,  whitening  In  the  dls 

tatico  yonder? 
Slowly  over  tlie  slumbrous  dark 
irp  fWjni  those    fouulains  of  Are 

spnrk  on  spark 
[You   niiglit    count   them   almost) 

nuats  silent;  and  clear 
In    the   steadfast  glow  the    great 

And  the  sluirp  and  delicate  masts 

show  black; 
While  wider  and  higher  the    red 

light  streams, 
.Vnd  iMizes  and  overflows  at  the  hack. 
Then  rniiil  tlirinigh  tlic  distance  a 


T  aoddla^ 
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Of  the  Earl,  in  truth,  the  Seneschal 

swore 
(And  over  the   ocean  this   tale  he 

bore) 
That  when,  as  he  fled  on  that  last 

wild  night, 
He  had  gained  the  other  side  of  the 

moat, 
Dripping,    he    shook    off  his    wet 

leathern  coat, 
And  turning    round    beheld,  from 

basement 
To  cope,  the  castle  swathed  in  light, 
And,  revealed  in  the  glare  through 

My  Lady*s  casement, 


Wavering,    wavering,    to    feel    the 

stream 
Wind,  and  gurgle,  and  sound  and 

gleam. 
And  who  would  very  much  fear  to 

expire 
By  steel,  in  the  front  of  victorion 

slaughter, 
Tlie  blithe  battle  about   him,  an 

comrades  in  call  ? 
But  to  die  by  fire — 
O  that  night  in  the  hall  I 

And  the  castlp  burned  from  base  to 
top. 


He  saw,  or  dreamed  he  saw,  this    You  had  thought  that  the  fire  woultf 

**'8^^  never  stop, 

For  it  roared  like  the  great  north- 
Two  forms  (and  one  for  the  EarPs  he  '  wind  in  the  pines, 

knew,  ^nd  shone    as  the   boreal    meteor 

By  the  long  shaggy  beard  and  the  siiines 

broad  back  too)  Watched  by  wild  hunters  in  shudde^ 

Struggling,  grappling,  like  things  half  :  i„g  bands, 

human.  '  When  wolves  are  about  in  the  icy 

The  other,  he  said,  he  but  vaguely  '  lands. 

distinguished.  From  the  sea  you  might  mark  for  a 


When  a  sound  like  the  shriek  of  an 

agonized  woman 
Made  him  shudder,  and  lo,  all  tlie 

vision  was  gone  ! 
Ceiling  and  floor  had  fallen  tlu'ough. 


space  of  three  days. 
Or  fainter  or   fiercer,  the  dull  red 

blaze. 
And   when  this  ceased,  the  smoke 

above  it 


In   a   ^lut    of    vomited  flame    ex-  ■  Uung  so  heavy  not  even  the  wind 

tinguished  ;  |  seemed  to  move  it ; 

And  the  still  fire  rose  and  broadened  ,  So  it  glared  and  groaned,  and  night 

after  night 
Smouldered,  —  a    terrible    beacon- 
light. 


on. 


How  fearful  a  thing  is  fire  ! 

You  might  make  up  your  mind  to  die  1 

by  water  i 

A  slow  cool  death, — nay,  at  times,    Now  the  Earl's  old  minstrel, —  he 

when  weary  that  had  sung 

Of  pains  that  pass  not,  and  pleasures    His  youth  out  in   those  halls, — the 


that  pall, 

,When   the  temples  throb,   and  the 
^  heart  is  dreary 

'  And  life  is  dried  up,  you  could  even 

desire 
Through  the  flat  green  weeds  to  fall 

and  fall 
Half  asleep    down  the  green  light 

under  them  all, 
As  in  a  dream,  while  all  things  seem 


man  beloved,  [tongue. 

With  the  silver  hair  and  the  golden 
They  bore  him  out  from  the  fire  ;  but 

lie  roved 
Back  to  the  stifled  courts  ;  and  there 
Tliey    watched  him    hovering,  day 

after  day. 
To  and  fro,  with  his  long  white  hair 
And  his  gold  harp,  chanting  a  lonely 
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Chanting  and  changing  it  o'er  and 

o'er, 
Like  the  mournful  mad  melodious 

breath 
Of  some  wild  swan  singing  himself 

to  death, 
As  he  floats  down  a  strange  land 

leagues  away. 
One  day  the  song   ceased.    They 

lieard  it  no  more. 

Did  you  ever  an  Alpine  eagle  see 
Come  down  from  flying  near  the  sun 
To  And  his  eyrie  all  undone 
On  lonely  clifl*s  where  chance  hath 

led 
Some  spying  thief    the  brood   to 

plunder  ? 
How  hangs  he  desolate  overhead, 
And  circling  now  aloft,  now  under, 
His  ruined  home  screams  round  and 

round, 
Then  drops  flat   fluttering   to  the 

ground. 
So  moaning  round  the  roofs  they 

saw  him, 
With  liis  gleaming  harp    and  his 

vesture  white :  [ing 

Going,  and  coming,  and  ever  return- 
To  thosochambers,empticdof  beauty 

and  state 
And    choked  with    blackness    and 

ruin  and  burning ; 


Then,  as  some  instinct  seemed  to 
draw  him, 

Like  hidden  hands  down  to  his  fate. 

He  paused,  plunged,  dropped  for- 
ever from  sight; 

And  a  cone  of  smoke  and  sparkles 
rolled  up. 

As  out  of  some  troubled  crater-cup. 

As  for  the  rest,  some  died;  some 

fled 
Over  the  sea,  nor  ever  returned. 
But  until  to  the  living  return  the 

dead. 
And  they  each  shall  stand  and  take 

their  station 
Again  at  the  last  great  conflagration, 
Nevermore  will  be  seen  the  Earl  or 

the  sti'anger. 
No  doubt  there  is  much  here  that^s 

flt  to  be  burned. 
Clirist  save  us  all  iu  that  day  from 

the  danger  I 
And  this  is  why  these  flshermen  say. 
Sitting  alone  iu  their  boats  on  the 

bay. 
When  the  moon  is  low  in  the  wild 

windy  nights, 
They  hear  strange  sounds,  and  see 

strauge  sights. 
Spectres  gathering  all  forlorn 
Under  the  boughs  of  this  bare  black 

thorn. 


A  SOUL'S  LOSS. 

**  If  Beauty  have  a  soul  this  is  not  she."  —  Troili'S  and  Crbssida. 


TwiXT  the  Future  and  the  Past 
There's  a  moment.    It  is  o'er. 

Kiss  sad  hands !  w  c  part  at  last. 
I  am  on  the  other  shore. 

Fly,  stem  Hour !   and  hasten  fast. 
Nobler  things  are  gone  before. 

Prom  the  dark  of  dying  years 

Grows  a  face  with  violet  eyes, 
Tremulous  through  tender  tears,  - 


Warmlips  heavy  with  rich  sighs, — 
Ah,  they  fade  I  it  disappears. 
And  with  it  my  whole  heart  dies! 

Dies  .  .  .  and  this  choked  world  is 
sickening; 
Truthhasnowhereroomforbrcath. 
Crusts  of  falsehood,  slowly  thick- 
ening 
From  the  rottenness  beneath 
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ThcAe  rank  social  forma,  are  quick- 
ening 
To  a  loathsome  life-in-death. 

0  those  deviPs  market-places  ! 
Knowing,  nightly,  she  wa   there, 

Can  I  marvel  that  the  traces 
On  her  spirit  are  not  fair  ? 

1  forgot  that  air  debases 

When  I  knew  she  breathed  such 
air. 

This  a  fair  immortal  spirit 

For     which    God     prepared    his 
spheres  ? 
What  !  shall  tl)is  the  stars  inherit? 

And  the  worth  of  honest  tears  ? 
A  fool's  fancy  all  its  mirth  i 

A  fool's  judgment  all  its  fears  I 

No,  she  loves  no  other  I    No, 
That  is  lost  which  she  gave  me. 

Is  this  comfort. — that  1  know 
All  her  spirit's  poverty  ? 

When  that  dry  soul  is  drained  low. 
His  who  wills  the  dregs  may  be  ! 

Peace  !    I  tnist  a  heart  forlorn 
Weakly  upon  boisterous  speech. 

Pity  were  more  tit  ti  an  scorn. 

Fingered      moth,      and      bloomless 
peach  ! 

Gathered  rose  without  a  thorr:, 
Set  to  fleer  in  all  men's  reach  ! 

I  am  clothed  with  her  disgrace. 

O  her  shame  has  made  my  own  ! 
O  1  reel  fmm  my  high  place  ! 

All  l>elief  is  overthrown*. 
What  !    'Iliis  whirligig  of  lace. 

This  is    the  Queen    that  I  have 
known  ? 

Starry  Queen  that  did  confer 
Beauty  on  the  barren  earth  I 

Woodlands,  wandered  oft  with  her 
In  her  sadness  and  her  mirth, 

Feeling  her  ripe  influence  stir 
Brouf^ht  the  violetft  to  birth. 


The  great  golden  clouds  of  even, 
They,  too,   knew    her,    and    th« 
host 

Of  the  eternal  stars  in  heaven  ; 
And  I  deemed  I  knew  he    most. 

I,  to  whom  the  Word  was  given 
How  archangels  have  been  lost ! 

Given  in  vain  !  .  .  .  But  all  is  overt 
Every  spell  that  bound  me  broken! 

In  her  eyes  I  can  discover 
Of  th  at  perisht  soul  no  token. 

I  can  neither  hate  nor  love  her. 
All  my  loss  must  be  unspoken. 

Mourn  I  may,  that  from  her  feature! 

All  the  angel  light  is  gone. 
But  I  chide  not.  ^  Human  creatures 

Are  not  angels.     She  was  none. 
Women  have  so  many  natures  ! 

I  think  she  loved  me  well  with 
one. 

All  is  not  with  love  departed. 

Life  remains,  though  toucht  with 
scorn. 
Lonely,  but  not  broken-hearted. 

Nature  changes  not.     The  mom 
Breathes  not    sadder.      Buds  have 
started 
To  white  clusters  on  the  thorn. 

And  to-ihorow  I  shall  see   • 
How  the  leaves  their  green  leavef 
sheath 
Have  burst  upon  the  chestnut-tree. 
And  the  white  rose-bush  beneath 
My  lattice  which,  once  tending,  she 
Made  thrice     sweeter    with    hei 
breath, 

Its  black  buds  through    moss    ano 
glue 
Will  swell  greener.    And  at  eve 
Winking  bats  will  waver  through 
The  gray  warmth  from   eave  to 
eave. 
While  the  daisy  gathers  dew. 
These  things  grieve  not,  though  J 
Krieve. 
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Wlut  ol  that  ?  Deep  Nature's  gUtd- 

Does  not  belp  tliU  grief  tu  less. 
And  the  stan  will  show  tin  sfulnesa, 

And  the  flowers  no  heaviness, 
Though  each  thought  sliutild  turn  tc 

'NeUh  the  strain  of  Its  distress  1 

Ho.  if  life  aeem  lone  to  me, 

'Tis  scarce  lonelier  tlial  at  first. 
Lonely  /latures  there  must  he. 


For  one  rose  to  wreathe  ber  brow, 
For  one  gem  to  sparkle  there, 

I  h&d  .  ■  ■  words,  old  words,  I  knawi 
What  was  1,  that  she  should  care 


At  high  founts  ;  to  fly  alone. 
Haunt   tLc   heaven,  and  soar,  a:id 
sing. 
Earth's     warm    jojs  I     have     nol 

This  one  heart  held  ever)' thing. 
Now  uiy  eyrii-  is  o'erllimwii  ! 
As  of  ulil,  I  ^iircad  llie  wing. 

And  rise  up  lo  meet  my  fate 

Witii  a  yet  unbroken  will. 
WhcD  Ueaven  shut  up  Eden-gatc, 

Man  WiLS  given  the  earth  to  till. 
There's  a  world  to  cultivate. 

And  a  sulitiide  lo  litl. 

Welcome  nian'i  old  hclpmalje,  Toil  ! 
How  lAay  this    heart's    hurl    be   , 
healed  'i 
Crush  tlie  olive  into  oil  ; 
Turn   llie  ploughshare  ; 
Held. 
All  are  tilloro  of  the  suit. 
£ach  some  harvest  hopes  to  yield. 

Shall  I  perish  with  tho  whole 
Of  the  coming  years  in  view 

Unattcmpled  P  To  the  soul 
Every  hour  brings  something  n 

Still  amis  rise  r  still  ages  roll. 
Still  some  deed  U  bft  to  do. 


How  I  differed  from  lie  ci 

Crowd    that  thrills    not    to     hei 

toucli  ? 

How     I    deemed    her    more     than 

human. 

And  had  died  to  crowD  her  such  ? 

They  ?      To    them    she    it    mere 

O,  ber  loss  and  mine  is  much  ! 

Fool,   she    haimU    me    still  !      Ii'a 
wonder ! 

Not  a  bud  on  yon  black  bed, 
Nut  a  swaied  lily  yonder, 

Uut  recalls  sumefratfrance  fled  ! 
Here,  what  man'el  1  sTiunld  ponder 

On  the  last  word  which  she  said  ? 

[  uiUBt  seek  sume  other  place 
Where  free  Nature  knows  lier  not: 

Where  1  shall  nol  meet  her  face 
In  each  uld  familiar  spot. 

There  is  comfort  left  in  space. 
Even  this  grief  may  be  foi^ot. 

Great  meti  reach  dead  hands  unto 


Borne  .  .  .  but  what  7    Small  matter 
For  one  lily  for  her  hair. 


Life  is  made  Pliilosophy. 

Ah,  no,  no  !  while  yet  the  leaf 
Turns,  the  tnith  upon  lu  palL 

By  (he  siature  of  this  grief. 
Even  Shakspeare  shows  so  small  I 

riato  palters  with  relief. 
Uricf  is  greater  than  them  all  I 

They  were  pedants  who  could  speak. 
Urander    souls  have   passed    nn 
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Such  at  found  all  language  weak  ; 

Choosing  rather  to  record 
Secrets  before  Heaven  :  nor  break 

Faith  with  angels  by  a  word. 

And   Heaven  heeds    this  wretched- 
ness 

Which  I  suffer.     Let  it  be. 
Would  that  I  could  love  thee  less  ! 

I,  too,  am  dragged  down  by  thee. 


Thine — in  weakness — thhie — ah  yes  I 
Yet  farewell  eternally. 

Child,  I  have  no  lips  to  q^iide  thee. 

Take  the  blessing  of  a  heart 
(Never  more  to  beat  beside  thee  !) 

'Wliich  in  blessing    breaks.     De« 
part. 
Farewell.     I  that  deified  thee 

Dare  not  question  what  thou  art. 
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<)  AuTisT,  range  not  over-wide  : 
Le^t  what  thou  seek  be  haply  hid 

In  brain bhf  l)losAonis  at  thy  side, 
Or  shut  within  the  daisy-lid. 

God's  glory  lies  not  out  of  reach. 
The  moss   we  crush  beneath  our 
feet, 
The  pebbh^s  on  the  wet  sea-l)each. 
Have  solemn  meanings  strange  and 
sweet. 

The  peasant  at  his  cottage  door 
May  teach  thee  more  than  Plato 
knew  : 

See  that  thou  scorn  him  not ;  adore 
God  in  him,  Jind  thy  nature  too. 

Know  well  thy  friends.    The  wood- 
bine's breath, 

Tlie  woolly  tendril  on  the  vine. 
Are  more  to  thee  than  Cato's  death, 

Or  Cicero's  wor   .  to  Catiline. 

The  wild  rose  is  thy  next  in  blood  ; 

Share  Nature  with   her,  and  thy 
heart. 
The  kingcups  are  thy  sisterhood  : 

Consult  them  duly  on  thine  art. 

Nor  cross  the  sea  for  gems.      Nor 

seek  : 
Be    sought.      Feai    not   to    dwell 

alone. 


'  Possess  thyself.     Be  proudly  meek. 
See  thou  l)e  worthy  to  be  known. 

• 

The  Genius  on  thy  daily  ways 
Shall  meet,  and  take  thee  by  the 
hand  : 

But  serve  him  not  as  who  ol)ey8  ; 
He  is  thy  slave  if  thou  command  : 

And  blossoms  on  the  blackberry- 
stalks 

He  shall  enchant  as  thou  dost  pass, 
Till  they  drop  gold  upon  thy  walks. 

And  diamonds  in  the  dewy  grass. 

Such  largess  of  the  liberal  bowers 
From  left  to  right  is  grandly  flung. 

What  time  their  subject  blooms  and 
flowers 
King-Poets  walk  in  state  among. 

Be  quiet.     Take  things  as  they  come; 
Each  hour  will  draw  out  some  sur 
prise. 
With  blcssino:  let  the  days  go  home  . 
Thou  shal :  have  thanks  from  even 
ing  skies. 

Lean  not  on  one  mind  cimstantly  : 
Lest,  where  one  stood  before,  two 
fall. 

Something  God  hath  to  say  to  thee 
Worth  1/earing  from  the  lips  of  all 
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All  thiiiKi  M«  thine  estate  :  yet  must 
Thou  Brat  display  the  title^eeilB, 

And  sue  the  world.    Be  strong  :  and 

High  Instincts  mors  than  all  the 

Ttie  world  of  Thought  is  packed  so 
light. 
If  thou  Btaud  up  another  tumbles: 
Heed  it  not,  though  thi>u  have  to 
fight 
With      giants  ;      whoso     follows 
stumbles. 

Aiisert  thyself  :  and  by  and  by 
The  world  will  come  and  lean  on 

But  seek  not  praise  of  men  :  thereby 
Shall    false    shows    cheat    thee. 
Boldly  lie. 

Each  man  was  worthy  at  the  first  : 
God  spake  to  us  ere  we  were  born : 

Bui  we  foi^t.  The  land  is  curst  ; 
Wt'  plant  tlie  brier,  reap  the  tiiuni. 

Bpmemlior,  every  man  He  made 

Is  different  :  has  some  dpe<i  lo  do, 
Some    work   to    work,      lie    undls- 

Though   Uiine   be   humble  :  do  it 


A  unit's  loss  the  sum  would  mar  ; 

Therefore  if  I  have  One  or  Two, 
I  am  as  rich  as  others  are. 

And  help  the  whole  as  well  as  yon. 

This  wild  white  rosebud  in  my  hand 
Hath    meanings    meant  for    me 

Which  no  one  else  can  understand  : 
To   you   it  breathe     with  aJlered 


How  shall  I  class  lis  properties 
For  you  ?  or  its  wise  whisperings 

Interpret  ?  Other  ears  and  eyes 
It  teaches  many  other  things. 

We  number  daisies,  trinee  and  star : 
We  count  the  clnqfolls  and  the 
popples : 
We  know  not  what  tbey  mean.    We 

De^ncrate  copyists  of  copies. 

We  go  to  Nature,  n.:  as  lords, 
But  servants  ;  and  she  treats  us 

thus: 


I  Let  us  go  boldly,  as  we  ought. 
And  eay  to  her,  "  We  are  a  part 
Of  that  supreme  original  Thought 
Wliich  did  conceive  tlice  what  thou 


Kut  all  the  wisdom  of  the  scln'ols 
Is   wise  for  thee.     liast   tliiiu  to 

No  man  liatli  si>oken  for  thee.    Rules 
Are  well  :  but  never  fear  lo  break 

The  scaffolding  of  other  souls  : 

It  was  not  meant  for  thee  tomriunt; 
TlioLigli  it  may  serve  Ihee.     Scp.irate 

Make  up  the  sum  of  Hod's  aceount.  I 

Earth's  number-scnie  is  near  us  set  ; 

The  tot.  I  God  alone  c;in  seu  ;  ! 

But  each  some  fraction  ■  shall  I  fret  I 

U  yon  see  Four  where  I  saw 
Three  ?  I 


Thy   kings :   we   will  write   in   tliy 

Command  tbee  with  our  eyes." 

She  halb  iisurpt  us.     She  should  be 

(Jur  model  ;  but  we  have  become 

Her  miniature-paliiters.     So  wher 

Entreat  lier  softly  she  Is  dumb. 

for  serve  the  subject  overmuch  ; 
Nor  rhythm  and  rhyme,  nor  color 
and  fono. 
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Know  truth  hath  all  great  graces, 
such 
As  shall  with  these  thy  work  in- 
form. 

We  ransack  History's  tattered  page: 
We  prate  of  epoch  and  costume  : 

Call  this,  and  that,  the  Classic  Age  : 
Choose  tunic  now,  now  helm  and 
plume  : 

But  while  we  hajt  in  weak  debate 
'Twixt  that  and  this  appropriate 
theme, 
The  offended  wild-flowers  stare  and 
wait, 
The  bird  hoots    at  us  from  the 
stream. 

Next,  as  to  laws.  What's  beautiful 
We  recognize  in  form  and  face  : 

And  judge  it  thus,  and  thus,  by  rule. 
As  perfect  law  brings  perfect  grace : 

If  through  the  effect  we  drag  the 
cause. 

Dissect,  divide,  anatomize, 
Results  are  lost  in  loathsome  laws, 

And  all  the  ancient  beauty  dies  : 

Till  we,  instead  of  bloom  and  light, 
See  oniy  sinews,  nerves,  and  veins: 

Nor  will  the  effect  and  cause  unite, 
For  one  is  lost  if  one  remains  : 

But  from  some  higher  point  behold 
This  dense,  perplexing  complica- 
tion ; 

And  laws  involved  in  laws  unfold. 
And  orb  into  thy  contemplation. 

God,  when  he  made  the  seed,  con- 
ceived 
The  flower  ;  and  all  the  work  of 
sun 
And  rain,  before  the  stem  was  leaved. 
In  that  prenatal  thought  was  done ; 

Yhe  girl  who  twines  in  her  soft  hair 
The    orange-flower,    with    love's 
devotion, 


By  the  mere  act  of  beine  fair 
Sets  countless  laws  of  life  in  ma 
tion  ; 

So  thou,  by  one  thought  thoroughly 
great, 
Shalt,  without  heed  thereto,  fulfil 
All  laws  of  art.     Create  !  create  ! 
Dissection  leaves  the  dead  dea 
still. 

All  Sciences  are  branches,  each. 
Of   that   first   science, — Wisdom* 
Seize 
The    true   point   whence,    if   thou 
shouidst  reach 
Thine  arm  out,  thou  may'st  grasp 
all  these. 

And  close  all  knowledge  in  thy  i>alm. 

As  History  proves  Philosophy  : 
Philosophy,  with  warniiigs  calm, 

PropheU-like,  guiding  History. 

Burn  catalogues.    Write  thine  own 
books. 
What  need  to  pore  o'er  Greece  and 
Rome  ? 
Wlien  whoso  through  his  own  life 
looks 
Shall  find  thaX  he  is  fully  come. 

Through    Greece   and    Rome,    and 
Middle- Age  : 
Hath  been  by  turns,  ere  yet  full- 
grown. 
Soldier,  and  Senator,  and  Sage, 
And  worn  the  tunic  and  the  gown« 

Cut  the    world  thoroughly  to    the 

heart. 

The  sweet  and  bitter  kernel  crack 

Have  no  half-dealings  with  thine  art. 

All  heaven  is  waiting  :  turn  not 

back. 

If  all  the  world  for  thee  and  me 
One  solitary  shape  iK>s8es8ed, 

What  shall  I  say  ?  a  single  tree — 
\Miereby  to  type  and  hint  the  retti 
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And  I  could  imIUte  tlio  bark 
And  foliage,  botb  in  fonn  and  hue, 

Or  silTery-sray,  or  brown  and  dark. 
Or  roufth  with  uosa. 

But  thou,  with  one  form  in  thiiie 
Conlaai     penetrate     all     forms  .* 


Or,  when — a  scroll  ct  stan — the 
iiUht  (away, 

(By  tiod  withdrawn)  U  roUed 
The  silent  sun,  on  some  cold  fadehl. 

Breaking  the  great -eol  of  the  day: 


Which  were  the  Artist  of  us  [wain  ? 

The  moral's  clear  to  iiiidvrsliind. 
Wliere'er  we  walk,  by  lilll  or  ntalii. 

Is  there  no  mysien-  oh  the  land  ? 

Thn  osieml,  oo^y  water,  ruffled 
By  fluttering;  swifts  lliat  dip  and 

Deep  cattle  in  the  cowslips  Tiuiffled, 
Or  lazy-eyed  upon  the  brink  : 


Our  souls  1      _  _ 

flowers,  te*'!- 

Our  kiinwtedge  ends  where  It  bft- 

miile  yet  about  us  fall  God's  dews. 
And  whisper  tecrets  o'er  the  ear!b 

Worth  all  ihe  weary  years  we  lose 
In  learning  legends  of  our  birth. 

Arise,  O  Arllst  !  and  restore 

Their  music  to  the  moaning  winds. 
Love's  broken  pearls  to  life's  bare 

And   freshness   to    our  faJutiiji 
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Fling  the  lattice 

Put  tlie  bracelets  by.     And  Ihrusl 
Out  of  siglil  these  liati'ci  pearls. 

I  could  tramjila  Ihem  lo  dust. 
Though  tliey   were    Ills  gift,   the 
Earl's  \ 

Pluaht  I  am  ?    Tlio  dancv  it  was. 

Only  thai.     Now  li'a\e  im-.  S-Yt'ct. 
Take  the  flowers.  I^.ve.  bccaus.' 

They  will  witlier  in  this  lieitl. 


Go<id-]iiglil,    dearest  1 

Half-way  open  as  you 
— <l.  tliank  (iod  ?  .  .  . 


-"«tiM  that  music  underneath 
Works  to  niadneaa  In  iny  brain. 

Even  the  roses  seem  to  breathe 
Poisoned  iierfnmes,  full  of  pain. 

Let  me  think  .  .  -  my  bead  is  ach- 
ing. 

I  have  little  strength  to  think. 
KuA  I  know  my  heart  is  breaklnj^ 

Yet,  O  love,  I  wl?;  not  shrink ! 
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In  his  look  was  such  sweet  sadness. 

And  he  fixed  that  look  on  me. 
I  was  helpless  .  .  .  call  it  madness, 

Call  it  guilt  .  .  .  but  it  must  be. 

I  can  bear  it,  if,  in  losing 
All  things  else,  I  lose  him  not. 

All  the  grief  is  my  own  choosing. 
Can  I  murmur  at  my  lot  ? 

Ah,  the  night  is  bright  and  still 
Over  all  the  fields  I  know 

And  the  chestnuts  on  the  hill : 
And  the  quiet  lake  below. 

By  that  lake  I  yet  remember 
How,  last  year,  we  stood  together 

•One  wild  eve  in  warm  September 
Bright  with  thunder  :  not  a  feather 

Stirred  the  slumbrous  swans  that 
floated 
Past   the    reed-beds,    husht    and 
white  : 
Towers  of  sultry  cloud  hung  moated 
In  the  lake's  unshaken  light : 

Far  behind  us  all  the  extensive 
Woodland  blackened  against  heav- 
en :  [sive : 

And  we  spoke  not  : — pausing  pen- 
Till  the  thunder-cloud  was  riven. 

And  the  black  wood  whitened  under, 
And  the  storm  began  to  roll. 

And  the  love  laid  up  like  thunder 
Burst  at  once  upon  my  soul . 

There  !  .  .  .  the   moon  is  just   in 
crescent 

In  the  silent  happy  sky. 
And  to-ni^ht  the  meanest  peasant 

In  her  hght's  more  blest  than  I. 

Other  moons  I  soon  shall  see 
Over  Asian  headlands  green  : 

Ocean-spaces  sparkling  free 
Isles  of  breathless  balm  between. 

And  the  rosy-rising  star 

At  the  setting  of  the  day 
^rom  the  distant  sandy  bar 

Shining  over  Africa : 


Steering  through  the  glowing  wea- 
ther 

Past  the  tracks  of  crimson  light, 
Down  the  sunset  lost  together 

Far  athwart  the  summer  night. 

''Canst  thou  make  such  life  thy 
choice. 

My  heart's  own,  my  chosen  one  ?  " 
So  he  whispered  and  his  voice 

Had  such  magic  in  its  tone  ? 

But  one  hour  ago  we  parted. 

And  we  meet  again  to-morrow. 
Parted — silent,  and  sad-hearted  • 

And  we  meet — ^in  guilt  and  sor- 
row. 

But  we  ihaXl  meet .  .  .  meet,  O  God, 
To  part  never  .     .  the  last  time  ! 

Yes  I  the  Ordeal  shall  be  trod. 
Burning  ploughshares  —  love  and 
crime. 

0  with  him,  with  him  to  wander 
Through    the    wide   world—only 

his  ! 
Heart    and    hope    and    heaven    to 
squander 
On  the  wild  wealth  of  his  kiss  ! 

Then  ?  .  .  .  like  these  poor  flowers 
that  wither 

In  my  bosom,  to  be  thrown 
Lightly  from  him  any  whither 

When  the  sweetness  all  is  flown  ? 

O,  I  know  it  all,  my  fate  ! 

But  the  gulf  is  crost  forever. 
And  regret  is  bom  too  late. 

The  shut  Past  reopens  never. 

Fear  ?  .  .  I  cannot  fear  !  for  fear 
Dies  with  hope  in  every  breast. 

O,  I  see  the  frozen  sneer. 
Careless  smile,  and  callous  jest  * 

But  my  shame  shall  yet  be  worn 
Like  the  purple  of  a  Queen. 

1  can  answer  scorn  with  scorn. 
Fool  I  I  know  not  what  I  xd» 
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Tet  beneath  his  smile  {hU  smile  I) 
j^lles  less  kind  I  shall  not  see. 

Let  the  whole  wide  world  revile. 
BeU  all  the  world  to  me. 

So  to-oight  all  hopes,  all  fears, 
All  the  bright  and  brief  array 

Of  my  lost  youth's  happier  years, 
with  these  gems  I  put  away. 

Gone  !  .  .  so  .  .  .  one  by  one 
all  gone  1 

Not  one  jewel  I  retain. 
Of  my  life's  wealth.    All  alone 

I  tread  boldly  o'er  my  pain. 


On  to  him  . 


.  Ah,! 


All  his  dreams  are  dreams  ol  joy. 


He  will  wake  without  a  mother. 

He  will  hate  me  when  he  hears 
From  the  cold  lips  of  another 

All  my  faults  In  after  years. 

None  will  loll  the  deep  devotion 
Wherewith  I  have  brooded  o'er 

Bis  young  life,  since  its  first  motion 
Made   me    hope    and    pray    


niled   between  my  wrougs  and 


Nay,  .  .  .    my  feverish  kiss  would 

wake  him. 

How  can  I  dare  bless  his  sleep  ? 

Fhey   will   change  him   soon,    and 

make  him 

Uke  themselves  that  never  weep  ; 


Aught  more    rich    than    this    lost 

Whose  last  anguish  yearns  toward 
him? 

Ah,  there's  none  will  love  him  then 
As  1  love  that  leave  him  now  '. 

ae  will  mis  with  sel»sUmen. 
Tea,  he  has  his  father'^  brow  ! 

Lie   thon    there,   thou    poor    roa^ 
blossom, 
In  that  little  hand  more  Ughl 
■   Than  tipoii  this  restless  bosom. 
Whose  last  gift  is  given  to-night. 

God  forgive  me  1 — My  God,  cherish 
His  lone  motherless  infancy  1 

Would  to-night  that  I  might  perilhl 
But  heaven  will  not  let  me  die. 

O  love  !ilove  !  but  this  is  bitter  I 
O  that  we  bad  never  met  I 

O  but  hate  than  love  were  fitter  I 
And  he  loo  may  hate  me  yeU 

Yet  to  him  have  I  not  given 


"Child."   he    said,   "thy    life   wa« 

In  the  dawning  of  its  years  ; 
And  love's  morn  sbiiiitd  lie  leas  sad, 
For  hia  eve  may  cluse  in  tears. 

"Sweet  in  novel  lands."  he  said, 
"  Day  by  day  to  share  delight ; 

On  by  soft  surprises  led. 
And  together  rest  at  night. 

"  We  will  see  the  shores  of  Greece 
And  the  temples  of  the  Nile  : 

Sail  where  summer  suns  increaae 
Toward  the  south  from  isle  to  ids 
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**  Track  the  first  star  that  swims  on 
(vlowing  depths  toward  night  and 
us, 

While  the  heats  of  sunset  crimson 
All  the  purple  Bosphonis. 

"  Leaning  o'er  some  dark  ship-side, 
Watch  the  wane  of  mighty  moons; 

Or  through  starlit  Venice  glide, 
Singing  down  the  blue  lagoons. 


^  So  from  coast  to  coast  we'll  range, 
Growing  nearer  as  we  move 

On  our  charmed    way  ;   each   soft 
change 
Only  deepening  changeless  love." 


*Twas   the   dream    which    I,    too, 
dreamed 

Once,  lonf  since,  in  days  of  yore. 
Life's  long-nided  fancies  seemed 

At  his  words  to  bloom  once  more. 

The  old  hope,  the  wreckt  belief. 
The  lost  light  of  vanisht  years. 

Ere  my  heart  was  worn  with  grief, 
Or  my  eyes  were  dimmed  with 
tears  I 

When,  a  careless  girl,  I  clung 
With  proud  trust  to  my  own  pow- 
ers ; 

Ah,  long  since  I,  too,  was  young, 
I,  too,  dreamed  of  happier  hours  I 

Whether  this  may  yet  be  so 
(Truth  or  dream)  I  cannot  tell. 

But  where'er  his  footsteps  go 
Turns  my  heart,  1  feel  too  well. 

Ha  I  the  long  night  wears  away. 

Ton  cold  drowsy  star  grows  dim. 
The  long-feared,  long-wisht-for  day 

Comes,  when  I  shall  fly  with  him. 

In  the  laurel  wakes  the  thrush. 

Through  these  dreaming  chambers 
wide 
Not  a  sound  is  stirring.     Hush  ; 

— O  It  was  my  child  that  cried  ! 


II. 
THE   PORTRAIT. 

Yes,  'tis  she  I  Those  eyes !  thai 
hair 

With  the  self-same  wondrous  hue! 
And  that  smile — which  was  so  fair, 

Is  it  strange  I  deemed  it  true  ? 

Years,  years,  years  I  have  not  drawn 
Back    this    curtain !     there    sh« 
stands 

By  the  terrace  on  the  lawn, 
'With  the  white  rose  in  her  hands 

And  about  her  the  armorial 
Scutcheons  of  a  haughty  race, 

Graven  each  with  its  memorial 
Of  the  old  Lords  of  the  Place. 

You,  who  do  profess  to  see 
In  the  face  the  written  mind, 

Look  in  that  face,  and  tell  me 
In  what  part  of  it  you  find 

All  the  falsehood,  and  the  wrong. 
And    the  sin,  which  must  have 
been 

Hid  in  baleful  beauty  long. 
Like  the  worm  that  lurks  unseen. 

In  the  shut  heart  of  the  flower. 

'Tis  the  Sex,  no  doubt !  And  still 
Some  may  lack  the  means,  the  power, 

There's  not  one  that  lacks  the  will. 

Their  own  way  they  seek  the  Devil, 

Ever  prone  to  the  deceiver  ! 
If  too  deep  I  feel  this  evil 
And  this  shame,  may  God  forgive 
her  ! 

For  I  loved  her, — loved,  ay,  loyec 
her 

As  a  man  just  once  may  love. 
I  so  trusted,  so  approved  her. 

Set  her,  blindly,  so  above 

This  poor  world  which  was  aboni 
her  ! 

And  (so  loving  her)  because, 
With  a  faith  too  high  to  doubt  her, 

I,  forsooth,  but  seldom  wee 
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At  her  feet  with  clamorous  praises 
And  protested  tenderness 

(These  things  some  men  can  do), 
phrases 
On  her  face,  perhaps  her  dress, 

Or  the  flower  she  chose  to  braid 
In  her  hair, — because,  you  see. 

Thinking  love's  best  proved  unsaid, 
And  by  words  the  dignity 

Of  true  feeling's  often  lost, 
1  was  vowed  to  life's  broad  duty  ; 

Han's  great  business  uppermost 
In  my  mind,  not  woman's  beauty; 

Toiling  still  to  win  for  her 
Honor,  fortune,  state  in  life. 

(**  Too  much  with  the  Minister, 
And  too  little  with  the  wife  !") 

Just  for  this,  she  flung  aside 
All  my  toil,  my  heart,  my  name  ; 

Trampled  on  my  ancient  pride. 
Turned  my  honor  into  shame. 

O,  if  this  old  coronet 

Weighed  too  hard  on  her  young 
brow, 
Need  she  thus  dishonor  it. 

Fling  it  in  the  dust  so  low  ? 

But  'tis  just  these  women's  way, — 
All  the  same  the  wide  world  over  ! 

Fooled    by  what's  most  worthless, 
they 
Cheat  in  turn  the  honest  lover. 

And  I  was  not,  I  thank  heaven. 
Made,    as    some,    to    read    them 
through  ; 

Were  life  three  times  longer  even, 
There  are  better  things  to  do. 

No  !  to  let  a  woman  lie 
Like  a  canker,  at  the  roots 

Of  a  man's  life, — bum  it  dry, 
Nip  the  blossom,  stunt  the  fruits, 

This  I  count  both  shame  and  thrall ! 

Who  is  free  to  let  one  creature 
Come  between  himself,  and  all 

The  true  process  of  his  nature, 


While  acroM  the  world  the  nations 
Call  to  us  that  we  should  share 

In  their  griefs,  their  exultations  ^-^ 
All  they  will  be,  all  they  are  ! 

And  so  much  yet  to  be  done, — 
Wrong  to  root  out,  good    to 
strengthen  I 

Such  hard  battles  to  be  won  I 
Such  long  glories  yet  to  lengthen  ! 

'Mid  all  these,  how  small  one  grief, — 
One  wrecked  hearty  whose  hopes 
are  o'er  I 

For  myself  I  scorn  relief. 
For  the  people  I  claim  more. 

Strange  !   these  crowds  whose   in- 
stincts guide  them 

Fail  to  get  the  thing  they  would. 
Till  we  nobles  stand  beside  them. 

Give  our  names,  or  shed  our  blood. 

From  of  old  this  hath  been  so. 

For  we  too  were  with  the  first 
In  the  fight  fought  long  ago 

\Vhen  the  chain  of  Charles  was 
burst. 

Who  but  we  set  Freedom's  border 
Wrenched    at    Runnymede   from 
John? 
Who  but  we  stand,  towers  of  order, 
'Twixt    the    red    cap    and    the 
throne  ? 

And  they  wrong  us,  England's  Peers, 
Us,  the  vanguard  of  the  land. 

Who  should  say  the  march  of  years 
Makes  us  shrink  at  Truth's  right 
hand. 

'Mid  the  armies  of  Reform, 
To  the  People's  cause  allied. 

We — the  forces  of  the  storm  ! 
We — the  planets  of  the  tide  1 

Do  I  seem  too  much  to  fret 
At  my  own  peculiar  woe  ? 

Would  to  heaven  I  could  foraet 
Uov  I  loved  her  long  ago  i 
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Ai  A  father  loves  a  child, 
So  I  loved  her  : — rather  thus 

*rhan  as  youth  loves,  when  our  wild 
New-found  passions  master  us. 

And— for  I  was  proud  of  old 
(*Ti8  my  nature)— doubtless  she 

In  the  man  so  calm,  so  cold, 
All  the  heart's  warmth  could  not 

Nay,  I  blame  myself — nor  lightly. 
Whose  chief  duty  was  to  guide 

Her  young  careless  life  more  rightly 
Through  the  perils  at  her  side. 

Ah,  but  love  is  blind  !  and  I 
Loved  her  blindly,  blindly  !  .   .    . 

Well, 
Who  that  ere  loved  trustfully 
Such  strange  danger  could  fore- 
tell ? 

As  some  consecrated  cup 
On  its  saintly  shrine  secure, 

All  my  life  seemed  lifted  up 
On  that  heart  I  deemed  so  pure. 

Well,  for  me  there  yet  remains 
Labor— that's    much  :    then,  the 
state  : 

And,  what  pays  a  thousand  pains, 
Sense  of  right  and  scorn  of  fate. 

And,  O,  more  I  .  . '.  my  own  brave 
boy, 

With  his  frank  and  eager  brow. 
And  his  hearty  innocent  joy. 

For  as  yet  he  does  not  know 

All  the  wrong  his  mother  did. 

Would  that  this   might  paos  un- 
known ! 
For  his  young  years  God  forbid 

I  should  darken  by  my  own. 

Yet  this  must  come  .  .  .  but  I  mean 
He  shall  be,  as  time  moves  on, 

ill  his  mother  might  have  been, 
Comfort,  counsel — both  in  one. 


Doubtless,  first,  in  that  which  moved 
me 
Han's  strong  natural  wrath  had 
part. 
Wronged    by   one    I   deemed    had 
loved  me. 
For  I  loved  her  from  my  heart  1 

But  that's  past !    If  I  was  sore 
To   the    heart,    and    blind    with 
shame, 

I  see  calmly  now.    Nay,  more, — 
For  I  pity  where  I  blame.  • 

For,  if  he  betray  or  grieve  her, 
Wiat  is  her's  to  turn  to  still  ? 

And  at  last,   when  he  shall  leave 
her, 
As  at  last  he  surely  will, 

Where  shall  she  find  refuge  ?  what 
That     worst     widowhood      cac 
soothe  ? 

For  the  Past  consoles  her  not, 
Nor  the  memories  of  her  youth. 

Neither  that  which  in  the  dust 
She  hath   flung, — the    name    sh« 
l)ore  ; 

But  with  her  own  shame  she  must 
Dwell  forsaken  evermore. 

Nothing  left  but  years  of  anguish. 
And  remorse  but  not  return  : 

Of  her  own  self-hate  to  laniiuish  : 
For  her  long-lost  peace  t<>  yearn  : 

Or,  yet  worse  beyond  all  measure, 
Starting  from  wild  reveries. 

Drain  the  poison  misnamed  Pleas- 
ure, 
And  laugh  drunken  on  the  lees. 

O  false  heart !    O  woman,  woman, 
Woman  !  would  thy  treachery 

Had  been  less  !    For'surely  no  man 
Better  loved  than  I  loved  thee. 

We  must  never  meet  again. 

Even  sliouldst   thou    repent   thf 
past. 
Both  must  suffer  :  both  feel  pain  : 

Ere  God  pardon  both  at  laiU 
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Farewell,  thou  false  face  I  Life 
speeds  me 

On  its  duties.    I  must  fight : 
I  must  toil.    The  People  needs  me  : 

And  I  speak  for  them  to-night. 

III. 

THE  LAST  INTERVIEW. 

Thanks,    Dear !      Put   the    lamp 
down  ...  so, 
For  my  eyes  are  weak  and  dim. 
How  the  shadows  come  and  go  ! 
ISpeak  truth, — have  they  sent  for 
tiim? 

Tes,  thank  Heaven  !  And  he  will 
come, 

Come  and  watch  my  dying  hour, — 
Though  I  left  and  shamed  his  home. 

— I  am  withered  like  this  flower 

Which  he  gave  me  long  ago. 

'Twas  upon  my  hridal  eve, 
When  I  swore  to  love  him  so 

As  a  wife  should — smile  or  grieve 

With  him,  for  him — and  not  shrink. 

And  now  ?  .  .  .  O  the  long,  long 
pain  1 
See  this  sunken  cheek  !      You  think 

He  would  know  my  face  again  ? 

All  its  wretched  beauty  gone ! 

Only  the  deep  care  survives. 
Ah,  could  years  of  grief  atone 

For  those   fatal  hours !    ...    It 
drives 

past  the  pane,  the  bitter  blast ! 

In  this  garret  one  might  freeze. 
Bark  there  !  wheels  below !    At  3ast 

He  is  come  then  ?    No  .  .  .  the 
trees 

And  the  night^wind — nothing  more ! 

Set  the  chair  for  him  to  sit,  i 

When  he  comes.  And  close  the 
door. 

For  the  gust  blows  cold  through  it. 


When  I  think,  I  can  remember 
I  was  bom  in  castle-halls, — 

How  yon  dull  and  dying  ember 
Glares    against   the    whitewadit 
walls  1 

If  he  come  not  (but  you  said 

That  the  messenger  was  sent 
Long  since  ?)     Tell  him  when  Fm 
dead 
How  my  life's   last   hoiu^  were 
spent 

In  repenting  that  life's  sin. 

And  .  .  .  the  room  grows  strangely 
dark! 
See,  the  rain  is  oozing  in. 

Set  the  lamp  down  nearer.    Hark, 

Footsteps,  footsteps  on  the  stairs  ! 

Hi»  .  .  .  no,  no!  'twas  w>i   the 
wind. 
God,  I  know,  has  heard  my  prayers. 

We  shall  meet.     I  am  resigned. 

Prop  me  up  upon  the  pillows. 

Will  he  come  to  my  bedside  ? 
'  Once    'twas    his   .  .  .   Among   thi 
willows 
How  the  water  seems  to  glide ! 

Past  the  woods,  the  farms,  the  tow 
ers, 
It  seems  gliding,  gliding  through. 
Dearent,  see,    these   young  June- 
flower  s, 
I  have  pluckt  them  all  for  you, 

"  Here,  where  passed  my  boyhooa 
muHing 
On  the  bride  which  I  might  wed,** 
Ah,  it  goes  now  I    I  am  losing 
All  things.      What  was  that  he 
said  ? 

Say,  where  am  I  ?  .  .  .  This  strange 
room  ? 
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GERTRUDE. 

Ah,  his  voice !   I  knew  it. 
But  this  piace?  ...   Is  this  the 
tomb, 
With   the    cold    dews    creeping 
through  it  ? 

TIIK  EARL. 

Oertmde!  Gertrude! 

GERTRUDE. 

Will  you  stand 
Near  me?     Sit  down.     Do  not 
stir. 
Tell  me,  may  I  take  your  hand? 
Tell  me,  will  you  look  on  her 

Who  so  wronged  you  ?  I  have  wept 

0  such  tears  for  that  sin's  sake ! 
And  that  thought  has  never  slept, — 

But  it  lies  here,  like  a  snake, 

In  my  bosom,  —  gnawing,  gnawing 
All  my  life  up  I    I  had  meant. 

Could  1  live  yet .  .  .  Death  is  draw- 
ing 
Near  me  — 

THE   EARL. 

God,  thy  punishment! 
Dare  I  judge  lier?  — 

GERTRIDE. 

O,  believe  me, 
'Twas  a  dream,  a  hideous  dream. 
And  I  wake  now.    Do  not  leave  me. 

1  am  dying.    All  things  seem 

Failing  from  me — even  my  breath ! 

But  my  sentence  is  from  old. 
Sin  came  first  upon  me.    Death 

Follows  siu,  soon,  soon !   Behold, 

Dying  thus !   Ah,  why  didst  leave 
Lonely  Love's  lost  bridal  bowers 

Where  I  found  the  snake,  like  Eve, 
Unsuspected  'mid  the  flowers? 

Had  I  l?een  some  poor  man's  bride, 
I  had  shared  with  love  his  lot : 


Labored  truly  by  his  side, 
And  made  glad  his  lowly  cot. 

I  had  been  content  to  mate 
Love  with  labor's  sunburnt  broWa 

But  to  be  a  thing  of  state,  — 
Homeless  in  a  husband's  house ! 

In  the  gorgeous  game  —  the  strife 
Forthedazzlingprize — thatmoved 
you  — 
Love  seemed  crowded  out  of  life  — 

THE   EARL. 

Ah  fool !  and  I  loved  you,  loved 
you! 

OERTRTDB. 

Yes.     I  see  it  all  at  last  — 

AH  in  ruins.    I  can  dare 
To  gaze  down  o'er  my  lost  past 

From  these  heights  of  my  despaii*. 

O,   when  all  seemed  grown  most 
drear  — 

I  was  weak  —  I  cannot  tell  — 
But  the  serpent  in  my  ear 

Whispered, whispered — audi  fell. 

Look  around  now.     Does  it  cheer 

you, 
This  strange  place?  the  wasted 
frame 
Of  the  dying  woman  near  you. 
Weighed  into  her  grave  by  shame? 

Can  you  trace  in  this  wan  form 
Aught    resembling    that    young 
girl's 
Whom  you  loved  once?    See,  this 
arm  — 
Shrunken,  shrunken!      And  my 
curls. 

They  have  cut  them  all  away. 

And  my  brows  are  worn  with  woe 
Would  you,  looking  at  me,  say, 

She  was  lovely  long  ago? 

Husband,  answer !  in  all  these 
Are  you  not  avenged?    If  I 
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Oould  rise  now,  upon  my  knees, 
At  your  feet,  before  I  die, 

I  would  fall  down  in  my  sorrow 
And  my  shame,  and   say   **  for- 
give/' 

That  which  will  be  dust  to-morrow, 
This  weak  clay ! 

THE  RARI^ 

Poor  sufferer,  live. 
God  forgives.    Shall  I  not  so? 

CfKRTRUDK. 

Nay,  a  better  life,  in  truth, 
I  do  hope  for.    Not  below. 
Partner  of  my  perisht  youth, 

Husband,  wronged  one!     Let  your 
blcssiug 
Be  with  me,  before,  to-night. 
From  the  life  that's  past  redressing 
This  strayed  soul  must  take  its 
flight ! 

Tears,  warm   tears!      I   feel  them 
creep 
Down  my  cheek.   Teai-s  —  not  my 
own. 
It  is  long  since  I  could  weep. 
Pastall  tears  my  grief  hath  grown. 

Over  this  dry  withered  cheek, 
Drop  by  drop,  I  feel  them  fall. 

But  my  voice  is  growing  weak : 
And  I  have  not  spoken  all. 

I  had  much  to  say.    My  son, 
My  lost  child  that  never  knew  me ! 

Is  he  like  me?    One  by  one. 
All  his  little  ways  come  to  me. 

Is  he  grown?    I  fancy  him  ! 

How  that    fhlldish    face    comes 
back 
O'er  my  memory  sweet  and  dim ! 

And  his  long  hair?    Is  it  black? 


Would  he  shudder  to  behold 
This  pale  face  and  floded  form 

If  he  knew,  in  days  of  old, 
How  he  slumbered  on  my  arm? 

How  I   nurst  him?      loved  him? 
missed  him 

All  this  long  heartbroken  time? 
It  is  years  since  last  I  kis<ed  him. 

Does  he  hate  me  for  my  crime? 

I  had  meant  to  send  some  token  — 
If,  indeed,  I  dared  to  send  it. 

This    old    chain  —  the    links    are 
broken  — 
Like  my  life  —  I  could  not  mend  it. 

Husband,  husband !  I  am  dying. 
Dying !     Let  me  feel  your  kiss 

On  my  brow  where  1  am*  lying. 
You  are  great  enough  for  this  I 

And  you'll  lay  me,  when  I'm  gone, 
—  Not  in    those   old   sculptured 
walls ! 

Let  no  name  be  carved  —  no  stone — 
No  ancestral  ftinerals ! 

In  some  little  grave  of  grass 
Anywhere,  you'll  let  me  lie : 

Where  the  night-winds  only  pass, 
Or  the  clouds  go  floating  by ; 

Where  my  shame  may  be  forgot ; 

And  the  story  of  my  life 
And  my  sin  remembered  not. 

So  forget  the  faithless  wife; 

Or  if,  haply,  when  I'm  dead. 
On  some  worthier  happier  breast 

Than  mine  was,  you  lean  your  head. 
Should  one  thought  of  me  molest 

Those  calm  hours,  recall  me  only 
As  you  see  me, — worn  with  tears : 

Dying  desolate  here;  left  lonely 
By  the  overthrow  of  years. 


Or  as  mine  was  once?    His  mother   May  I  lay  my  arm,  then,  there? 

Did  he  ever  ask  to  see?  Does  it  not  seem  strange  to  you, 

Has  he  grown  to  love  another —         This  old  hand  among  your  hair? 

Some  strange  woman  not  like  me?       And  these  wasted  flpgers  too? 
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How  the  lamp  wanes !     All  grows 

dark  — 

Dark  and  strange.   Yet  now  there 

shined  [hark ! 

Something  passed  jne  .  .  .  Husband, 

There  are  voices  ou  the  wind. 

Are  they  come?  and  do  they  ask  me 
For  the  songs  we  used  to  sing? 
Strange  that  memory  thus  should 
task  me! 
Listen  — 

Birds  are  on  the  wing : 

And  thy  Birthday  Mom  is  rising. 

May  it  ever  rise  as  bright  I 
Wake  not  yet!      The  day's  devising 

Fair  new  things  for  thy  delight. 

Wake    not    yet!      Last    night    this 
flower 

Near  thy  porch  began  to  pout 
From  its  wann  sheaOi :  in  an  hour 

All  the  young  leaves  will  be  out. 

Wake  not  yet!    So  dear  thou  art, 
love  J 
That  I  grudge  these  buds  the  bliss 
Koch  will  bring  to  thy  young  heart, 
lore, 
I  would  claim  all  for  my  kiss. 

li^ake  not  yet! 

—  There  now,  it  falls  me ! 

Is  my  lord  there?    I  am  111. 
And  I  cannot  tell  what  ails  me. 

Husband !    Is  he  near  me  still? 

O,  this  anguish  seems  to  crush 
All  my  life  up,—  body  and  mind ! 

THK  EARL. 

Gertrude !      Gertrude !      Gertrude  ! 

GERTRUDE. 

Hush! 
There  are  voices  in  the  wind 

THE  EARL. 

Still  she  wanders !     Ah,  the  pluck- 
ing 
At  the  sheet! 

OlERTRUDE. 

Hist !  do  not  take  It 


From  my  bosom.    See.  'tis  sucking ! 
If  it  sleep  We  must  not  wake  it. 

Such  a  little  rosy  mouth ! 

—  Not  to-iiight,  O  not  to-night! 
Did  he  tell  me  in  the  South    [bright? 

That  those   stars  were  twice  as 

Off!  away!  unhand  me — go! 

I  forgive  thee  my  lost  heaven, 
And  the  wrong  which  thou  didst  do. 

Would  mysin,  too,  were  forgiven ! 

Gone  at  last !  ...  Ah,  fancy  feigns 
These  wild  visions !   I  grow  weak. 

Fast,  fast  dying!     Life's  warmth 
wanes 
From  me.    Is  the  fire  out? 

THE  EARL. 

Speak, 
Gertrude,    speak!      My  wife,    ray 
wife ! 
Nay  she  is  not  dead,  —  not  dead ! 
See,  the  lips  move.   There  is  life. 
She  is  choking.   Lift  her  head. 

GERTRUDE. 

Death!  .  .  .  My  eyes  grow  dim,  and 
dimmer. 

I  can  scarcely  see  thy  face. 
But  the  twilight  seems  to  glimmer, 

Lighted  from  some  distant  place. 
Husband ! 

THE  EARL. 

Gertrude ! 

GERTRUDE. 

Art  thou  near  me? 

On    thy  breast  — once  more  — thy 

breast!  [me, 

I  have  sinned  —  and  —  nay,  yet  hear 

And  repented  —  and  — 

THE  EARL. 

The  rest 
God  hath  heard,  where  now  thou  art, 
Thou  poor  soul,  —  in  Heaven. 

The  door  — 
Close  It  softly,  and  depart. 
Leave  us  I 

She  Is  mine  once  more; 
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THE  PARTING  OF  LAUNCELOT 
AND  GUENEVERE. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

Now,  as  the  time  wore  by  to  Our 

Lady's  Day, 
Spring  lingered  in  the  chambers  of 

the  South. 
The  nightingales  were  far  in  fairy 

lands 
Beyond  the  sunset :  but  the  wet  blue 

woods 
Were  half  aware  of  violets  in  the 

wake 
Of  morning  rains.  The  swallow  still 

delayed 
To  build  and    be   about  in    noisy 

roofs. 
And    March  was   moaning  in  the 

windy  elm. 

But  Arthur's  royal  purpose  held  to 

keep 
A   joust  of  arms  to  solemnize  the 

time 
[n  stately  Camelot.  So  the  King  sent 

forth 
His  heralds,  and  let  cry  through  all 

the  land 
That  he  himself  would  take  the  lists, 

and  tilt 
Agaiust  all  comers. 

Hither  came  the  chiefs 
Of  Christendom.  TheKingof  North- 

galies ; 
Anguishc,  the  King  of  Ireland ;  tlie 

Haut  Prince, 
Sir    Galahault;    the    King    o'    the 

Hundred  Ifnights ; 
The  Kings  of  Scotland  and  of  Brit- 
tany; 
And  many  more  renowned  knights 

whereof 


The  names  are  glorious.     Also  al* 

the  earls, 
And  all  the  dukes,  and  all  the  mighty 

men 
And   famous  heroes  of  the  Table 

Round, 
From  for  Northumberland  to  where 

the  wave 
Rides  rough  on   Devon  from  the 

outer  main. 
So  that  there  was  not  seen  for  seven 

years, 
Since    when,   at   Whitsuntide,   Sir 

Galahad  [court. 

Departed  out  of  Carlyel  Ax>m  the 
So    fair    a    fellowship    of   goodly 

knights. 

Then  would  King  Arthur  that  the 

Queen  should  ride 
With  him  from  Carlyel  to  Camelot 
To  see  the  jousts.  But  she,  because 

that  yet 
The  sickness  was  upon  her^answered 

nay. 
Then  said  King  Arthur,  **  This  re- 

penteth  me. 
For  never  hath  been  seen  for  seven 

years,  [tide, 

No,  not  since  Galahad  at  Whitsnn- 
Departed  IVom  us  out  of  Carlyel, 
So    fair    a    fellowship    of   goodlv 

knights." 
But  the  Queen  would  not,  and  tiu- 

king  in  wrath, 
Brake  up  the  court,  and  rode  to  As 

tolat 
On  this  side  Camelot. 

Now  men  said  the  Queeu 
Tarried  behind  because  of  Launce- 

lot, 
For  Launcelot  stayed  to  heal  him  of 

his  wound. 
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And  there  had  been  estrangement 
'twixt  these  two 

r  the  later  time,  because  of  bitter 
words. 

So  when  the  king  with  all  his  fellow- 
ship 

Was  ridden  out  of  Carlyel,  the  Queen 

Arose,  and  called  to  her  Sir  Laiince- 
lot. 

Theu  to  Sir  Launcelot  spoke  Queen 
Guenevere. 

"  Not  for  the  memory  of  that  love 

whereof 
No  more  than  memory  lives,   but, 

Sir,  for  that 
Which  even  when  love  is  ended  yet 

endures 
Making  immortal  life  with  deathless 

deeds, 
Honor  —  true   knighthood's  golden 

spurs,  the  crown 
And  priceless   diadem    of    peerless 

Queens, — 
I  make  appeal  to  you,  that  hear  per- 
chance 
The  last  appeal  which  I  shall  ever 

make. 
So  weigh  my  words  not  lightly !  for 

I  feel 
The  fluttering  fires  of  life  grow  faint 

and  col  I 
About  my  heart.      And  oft,  indeed, 

to  me 
Lying  whole  hours  awake   in    the 

dead  nights 
The  end  seems  near,  as  though  the 

darkness  knew 
The  angel  waiting  there  to  call  my 

soul 
Perchance  before  the  house  awakes  ; 

and  oft 
When  faint,  and  all  at  once,  from 

far  away. 
The  mournful  midnight  bells  begin 

to  sound 
Across  the  river,  all  the  days  that 

were 
^Brief,  evil  days!)  return  upon  my 

heart, 


And,  where  the  sweetness  seemed,  I 

see  the  sin. 
For,  waking  lone,  long  hours  before 

the  dawn, 
Beyond  the  borders  of  the  dark  I 

seem 
To  see  the  twilight  of  another  world, 
That  grows  and  grows  and  glimmers 

on  my  gaze. 
And  oft,  when  late,  before  the  lan- 
guorous moon 
Through    yonder   windows    to   the 

West  goes  down 
Among  the  pines,  deep  peace  upon 

me  falls. 
Deep  peace  like  death,  so    that  I 

think  I  know 
The  blesse'd  Mary  and  the  righteoua 

saints 
Stand  at  the  throne  and    intercede 

for  me. 
Wherefore  these  things  are  thus  I 

cannot  tell. 
But  now  I  pray  you  of  your  fealty, 
And  by  all  knightly  faith  which  may 

be  left. 
Arise  and  get  you  hence,  and  join 

the  King. 
For  wherefore  hold  you  thus  behind 

the  court, 
Seeing  my  liege  the  King  is  moved 

in  wrath  ? 
For  wete  you  well  what  say  your 

foes  and  mine. 
"See  how  Sir  Launcelot  and  Queen 

Guenevere 
Do  hold  them  ever  thus  behind  the 

King 
That  they  may  take  their  pleasure  t 

Knowing  not 
How  that  for  me  all  these  delightf 

are  come 
To  be  as  withered  violets.** 

Half  in  tears 
She  ceased  abrupt    Given  up  to  the 

proud  grief, 
Vexed  to  be  vext.    With  love  and 

anger  moved. 
Love  toucht  with  scorn,  and  angtsf 

pierced  with  love. 
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About  her,  all  unheeded,  her  long 
hair 

Loosed  its  warm,  yellow,    waving 
loveliness. 

And  o'er  her  bare  and  shining  shoul- 
der cold 

Fell  floating  free.      Upon  one  full 
white  arm,       « 

To  which  the  amorous  purple  cover- 
let 

Clung  dimpling  close,  her  drooping 
state  was  propt. 

There,  half  in  shadow  of  her  soft 
gold  curls. 

She  leaned,  and  like  a  rose  enricht 
with  dew, 

Whose  heart  is  heavy  with  the  cling- 
ing bee. 

Bowed  down  toward  him   all  her 
glowing  face, 

While  the  light  of  her  large  angry 
eyes 

Uprose,  and  rose,  a  slow  imperious 
sorrow,  I 

And  o*er  the  shine  of  still,  unquiver-  i 
ing  tears 

Swam  on  to  him. 

But  he,  with  brows  averse 


Shone;  and,  behind  black  lengths  of 

pine  revealed. 
The  red  West  smouldered,  and  tlie 

day  declined. 
Then  year  by  year,  as  wave  on  wave 

a  sea. 
The  tided  Past  came  softly  o'er  his 

heart. 
And  all  the  days  which  had  been. 

So  he  stood 

Long  in  his  mind  divided:  with  him- 
self 

At  strife:  and,  like  a  steed  that  hotlj 
chafes 

His  silver  bit,  which  yet  some  silken 
rein 

Swayed    by   a    skilled    accustomed 
hand  restrains, 

His  heart  against  the  knowledge  of 
its  love 

Made  vain  revolt,  and  fretful  rose  and 
sunk. 

But  at  the  last,  quelling  a  wayward 
grief, 

That  swelled  against  all  utterance, 
and  sought 

To  force  its  salt  and  sorrowful  over- 
flow 
And  orgolous  looks,  three  times  to   Upon  weak    language,    "Now    in- 


speech  addressed. 


deed,"  he  crie( 


lace 
led. 


Three  times  in  vain.     The  silence  of   *'  I   see  the  face  of  the  old  time  is 


the  place 
Fell  like  a  hand  upon  his  heart,  and 

hushed 
His  foolish  anger  with  authority. 
He    would    not   see   the    wretched 

Queen  :  he  saw 
Only  the  hunter   on  the   arrassed 

wall 
Prepare  to  wind  amort  his    bugle 

horn, 
And  the  long  daylight  dying  down 

the  floors  ; 
For   half-way  tlirough  the    golden 

gates  of  eve 
The  sun  was  rolled.     The  dropping 

tapestry  glowed 
With  awful  hues.      Far  off  among 

his  reeds  [light. 

The  river,  smitten  with  a  waning 


changed. 
And  all  thins^s  altered  !    Will  the 

sun  still  burn  ? 
Still  burn  the  eternal  stars?    For 

love  was  deemed 
!  Not  less  secure  than  these.     Needf 

should  there  be 
Sometliini;  remarkable  to  prove  the 

world 
I  am  no  more  that  Lainicelot,  not 

thou 
That    Guenevere,    of    whom,    long 

since,  the  fame. 
Fruitful  of  noble  deeds,  with  such  a 

light 
Did  All  this  nook  and  cantle  of  the 

earth. 
That  all  great  lands  of  ChrbtexidoB 

beside 
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Showed  darkened  of  their  glory.   But 

I  see 
That  there  is  nothing  left  for  men  to 

swaar  by. 
For  then  thy  will  did  never  urge  me 

hence, 
But  drew  me  through  all  dangers  to 

ihy  feet. 
And  none  can  say,  least  thou,  I  have 

not  been  [fame. 

The  staff  and  burgonet  of  thy  fair 
Nor  mind  you,  Madam,  how  in  Sur- 

luse  once. 
When  all  the  estates  were  met,  and 

noble  judges, 
Armed  clean  with  shields,  set  round 

to  keep  the  right* 
Before    you    sitting    throned    with 

Galahault 
In  great  array,  on  fair  green  quilts 

of  samite, 
Rich,   ancient,   fringed    with    gold, 

seven  summer  days. 
And  all  before  the  Earls  of  Nortli- 

galies. 
Such    service    then    with    tliis    old 

sword  was  wrought, 
To  crown  thy  beauty  in  the  courts  of 

Fame, 
That  in  that  time  fell  many  noble 

knights. 
And  all  men  marvelled  greatly?    So 

when  last 
The  loud  horns  blew  to  lodging,  and 

we  supped 
With  Palamedes  and  with  Lamorak, 
All  those  great  dukes  and  kings,  and 

famous  queens, 
Beholding    us    with    a    deep    joy, 

avouched 
Across  the   golden  cups    of  costly 

wine 
'There   is    no  Queen  of   love    but 

Guenevere, 
And  no  true  kuiglit  but  Launcelot  of 

the  Lake  V 

Thus  he,  transported  by  the  thought 

of  days 
And  deeds  that,  like  the  mournful 

martial  sounds 


Blown    through    sad    towns   where 

some  dead  king  goes  by. 
Made  music  in  the  chambers  of  his 

heart. 
Swept  by  the  mighty  memory  of  the 

past. 
Nor  spake  the  sorrowful  Queen,  nor 

from  deep  muse 
Unbent  the  grieving  beauty  of  her 

brows. 
But  held    her  heart's    proud    pain 

superbly  still. 

But  when  he  lifted  up  his  looks,  it 

seemed 
Something  of  sadness  in  the  ancient 

place. 
Like  dying  breath  from  lips  beloved 

of  yore, 
Or    unforgotten    touch    of    tender 

hands 
After  long  years,   upon    his    spirit 

fell. 
For  near  the  carven  casement  hung 

the  bird. 
With  hood  and  jess,  that  oft  had  led 

them  forth. 
These  lovers,  through  the  heart  of 

rippling  wo<jds 
At  morning,  ni  tlu^  «>ld  and  pleasant 

time. 
And  o'er  the  broldered  canopies  of 

state 
Blazed    Uther's    dragons,    curious, 

wrought  with  gems. 
Then  to  his  mind  that  dear  and  dis- 
tant dawn 
Came  back,   when   first,   a    boy    at 

Arthur's  court. 
He  paused  abasht  before  the  youths 

ful  Queen. 
And,  feeling  now  her  long  imploring 

gaze 
Holding  him  in  its  sorrow,  when  he 

marked 
How  changed  her  state,  and  all  un- 
like to  her. 
The  most  renowned  beauty  of  the 

time. 
And    pearl  of    chivalry,  for  whom 

himself 
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All  on  a  summer's  day  broke,  long  Would  I  had  died  long  since  !  era  I 

of  yore  had  known 

A  hundred   lances  in  the  field,  he    This  pain,  which  bath  become  my 

sprang  '  punishment, 

And  caught  her  hand,  and,  falling  to  •  To  have  thirsted  for  the  jea:  to  have 

one  knee,  |  received 

Arched  all   his  haaghty  neck  to  a   A  drop  no  bigger  than  a  drop  of 

quick  kiss.  |  dew  ! 

AiKi  there  was  silence.    Silently  the   I  have  done  ill,''  she  wept,  *'  I  am 


West 

Grew  red  and  redder,  and  the  day 
declhied. 


forlorn. 
Forlorn  !    I    falter   where  I    stood 

secure  : 
The  tower  I  built  is  fall'n,  is  fall'n  : 
As  o*er  the  hungering  heart  of  some  the  staff 

dct'p  sea,  I  leaned  upon  hath  broken  in  my 

That  swells  against  the  planets  and  hand. 

the  moon  i  And    I,  disrobed,    dethroned,    dis- 

With  sad  continual  strife  and  vain  '  crowned,  and  a.l  undone, 

unrest,  j  Survive  my  kingdom,   widowed  of 

In  sileiico  rise  and  roll  the  laboring  \  all  rule. 


clouds 
That    bind    the    thunder,  o'er   the 

heaving  heart 
Of    Guenevere  all  sorrows  fraught 

with  love. 
All  stormy  sorrows,  in  that  silence 

passed. 
And  liUe  a  star  in  that  tumultuous 

ni,^ht 
Love  waxed  and  waned,  and  came 

and  went,  changed  hue. 
And  was  and  was  not :  till  the  cloud 

came  down. 
And  all  her  soul  dissolved  in  show- 
ers :  and  love 
Rose  tlirou'^h  the  broken  storm;  and, 

with  a  cry 


And  men  shall  mock  me  for  a  foolish 

Queen. 
For  now  I  see  thy  love  for  me  is 

dead. 
Dead  that  brief  love  which  was  the 

light  of  life, 
And  all  is  dark:  and  I  have  lived  too 

long. 
For  how  henceforth,  unhappy,  shall 

I  bear 
To  dwell  among  these  halls  where 

we  have  b*»en  ? 
How  keep  these  chambers  emptied 

of  thy  voice  ? 
The  walks  where  we  have  linffered 

long  ago,  [love. 

The  gardens  and  the  places  of  our 


Of    passion    sheathed    in     sharpest  :  >Vhich  shall   recall   the    days    that 


pain,  she  stretched 
Wide  her  warm  arms  :  she  rose,  she 
recleil,  and  fell 


come  no  more. 
And  all  the  joy  which  has  been  ?  *' 

Thus  o'erthrown. 


(Al!    her   great    heart    unqueenetl)    And    on   the    breast    of    Launcelot 


upon  the  breast 


weeping  wild — 


Of  Launcelot;   and,   lifting  up  her  i  Weeping    and    murmuring  —  hung 

voice,  Queen  Guenevere. 

She  wept  aloud,  "Unhappy  that  I    But,  while  she  wept,  upon  her  brows 

am,"  !  and  lips 

She  wept,  *'  Unhappy  I    Would  that   Warm  kisses  fell,  warm  kisses  wet 

I  had  died  >  with  tears. 

Long  since,  long  ere  I  loved  thee.    For  all  his  mind  was  melted  with  ro 

liauncolot !  |  morse. 
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And  all  bis  scorn  was  killed,  and  all 

his  heart 
Gave  way  in  that  caress,  and  all  the 

love 
Of  happier  years  rolled  down  upon 

his  soul 
Redoubled  ;  and  he  bowed  his  head, 

and  cried, 

**  Though  thou  be  variable  as  the 

waves, 
More  sharp  than  winds  among  the 

Hebrides 
That    shut   the    frozen    Spring    in 

stormy  clouds, 
As  wayward  as  a  child,  and  all  un- 
just, 
Yet  must  I  love  thee  in  despite  of 

pain. 
Thou  peerless  Queen  of  perfect  love ! 

Thou  star 
That  draw'st  all  tides  !    Thou  god- 
dess far  above 
My  heart's  weak  worship  I  so  adored 

thou  art, 
And  I  so  irretrievably  all  thine  ! 
But  now  I  will  arise,  as  thou  hast 

said. 
And  join  the  King  :  and  these  thine 

enemies 
Shall  know  thee  not  defenceless  any 

more. 
For,   either,  living,  I  yet  hold  my 

life 
To  arm  for  thine,  or,  dying,  by  my 

death 
Will  steep  love's  injured  honor  in 

such  blood 
Shall  wash  out  every  stain  !    And  so 

farewell,  [far. 

Beloved.     Forget  me  not  when  I  am 
But  in  thy  prayers  and  in  thine  even- 
ing thoughts 
Remeober  me  :  as  I,  when  sundown 

crowns 
The    distant   hills,   and    Ave-Mary 

rings, 
Shall  pine  for  thee  on  ways  where 

thou  art  not." 

80  these  two  lovers  in  one  long  em- 
brace. 


An  agony  of  reconcilement,  bung 
Blinded  in  tears  and  kisses,  lip  to 

lip. 
And  tranced  from  past  and  future, 

time  and  space. 

But  by  this  time,  the  beam  of  the 

slope  day. 
Edging  blue  mountain  glooms  with 

sullen  gold, 
A  dying  fire,  fell  mournfully  athwart 
The  purple  chambers.     In  the  courts 

below 
The  shadow  of  the  keep  from  wall  to 

wall 
Shook  his  dark  skirt  :  great  chimes 

began  to  sound. 
And  swing,  and  rock  in  glimmering 

heights,  and  roll 
A  reeling  music  down  :  but  ere  U 

fell 
Faint  bells  in  misty  spires  adown  the 

vale 
Caught  it,  and  bore  it  f.aating  on  to 

night. 

So  from  that  long  love-trance  the 

envious  time 
Reclaimed  them.     Then  with  a  great 

paug  he  rose 
Like  one  that  plucked  his  heart  out 

from  his  breast. 
And,  bitterly  unwinding  her  white 

arms 
From  the  warm  circle  of  their  amor- 
ous fold. 
Left  living  on  her  lips  the  lingering 

heat 
Of  one  long  kiss  :  and,  gathering 

strongly  back 
His  poured-out  anguish  to  his  soul, 

he  went. 

And  the  sun  set. 

Long  while  she  sat  alone, 

Searching  the  silence  with  her  fixed 
eyes, 

Wliile  far  and  farther  off  o'er  dis- 
tant floors 

The  intervals  of  brazen  echoes  fell. 

A  changeful  light,  from  varying  pa» 
sious  caught. 
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Flushed  all  her  stately  cheek  from 

white  to  red 
Id  doubtful  alternation,  as  some  star 
Chauges  his  fiery  beauty  :   lor  her 

blood 
£et  headlong  to  all  wayward  moods 

of  sense. 
Stirred  with  swift  ebb  and  flow  :  till 

suddenly  all 
The    frozen    heights   of   grief    fell 

loosed,  fast,  fast, 
In  cataract  over  cataract,  on  her  soul. 
Then  at  the  last  she  rose,  a  reeling 

shape 
That  like  a  shadow  swayed  against 

the  wall, 
Her  slight  hand  held  upon  her  bosom, 

and  fell 
Before  the  Virgin  Mother   on  her 

knees. 
There,  in  a  halo  of  the  silver  shrine. 
That  touched  and  turned  to  starlight 

her  slow  tears, 
JJelow  the  feet  of  the  pale-pictured 

saint 
She  lay,  poured  out  in  prayer. 

Meanwhile,  without, 
A  sighing  rain  from  a  h>w  fringe  of 

cloud 
Whispered   among  the   melancholy 

hills. 
The  night's  dark  limits  widened  :  far 

above 
The  crystal  sky  lay  o\}Q\\  :  and  the 

star 
Of  eve,   his  rosy  circlet  trembling 

clear. 
Grew  large  and  bright,  and  in  the 

silver  moats, 
Between  the  acciunulated  terraces, 
Tangled  a  trail  of  fire  :  and  all  was 

still. 

A  SUNSET  FANCY 

Just  at  sunset,  I  would  be 

In  some  isle-parden,  where  the  sea 

1  look  into  shall  seem  more  b\iie 

Than  those  dear  and  deep  eyes  do 

And,  if  anywhere  the  bree/" 

Khali  have  stirred  the  cypress-trees. 


Straight    the     yellow    light    falb 

through, 
Catcliing  me,  for  once,  at  ease  ; 
Just  so  much  as  may  impinge 
Some  tall  lily  with  a  tinge 
Of  orange  ;  while,  above  the  wall. 
Tumbles  downward  into  view 
(With  a  sort  of  small  surprise) 
One  star  more  among  them  all. 
For  me  to  watch  with  half -shut  eyes^ 

Or  else  upon  tlie  breezy  deck 

Of  some  felucca  ;  and  one  speck 

'Twixt  the  crimson  and  the  yellow. 

Which  may  be  a  little  fleck 

Of  cloud,  or  gull  with  outstretcht 

neck. 
To  Spezia  bomid  from  Cape  Circello; 
With  a  sea-song  in  my  ears 
Of  the  bronzed  buccaneers  : 
While  the  night  is  waxing  mellow, 
And  the  helmsman  slackly  steers,— 
Leaning,  talking  to  his  fellow, 
Wlio  has  oaths  for  all  he  hears, — 
Each  thief  swartliier  than  Othello. 
Or,  in  fault  of  better  things. 
Close  in  sound  of  one  who  sings 
To  casements,  in  a  southern  city  ; 
Tinkling  upon  tender  strings 
Some  melodious  old  love-ditty  ; 
While  a  laughing  lady  flings 
One  rose  to  him,  just  for  pity. 
But  I  have  not  any  want 
Sweeter  than  to  be  with  vou. 
When  the  long  light  falleth  slant. 
And  heaven  turns  a  darker  blue  : 
A  J 'I  I  a  deeper  smile  grows  through 
'l.j  glance  asleep 'neat  h  those  soft 

lashes, 
Which  the  heart  it  steals  into 
First  inspires  and  then  abashes. 
Just  to  hold  your  hand, — one  touch 
So  light  you  scarce  should  feel  it 

such  ! 
.lust  to  watch  you  leaning  o'er 
Those  window-roses,  love,  ...  no 

more. 

ASSOCIATIONS. 
You  know  the  place  is  just  the  same! 
The  riMjks  build  here  :  the  sandy 
hill  is 
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Ablaze  with  broom,  as  when   she 

came 
Across  the  sea  with  her  new  name 
To  dwell  among  the  moated  lilies. 

Tlie  trifoly  is  on  the  walls  : 
The  daisies  in  the  bowiing-alley  ; 

The  ox  at  eve  lows  from  the  stalls  ; 

At  eve  the  cuckoo,  floating,  calls, 
When   foxgloves  tremble  in  the 
valley. 

The  iris  blows  from  court  to  coiut  ; 

The    bald   white    spider   flits,  or 
stays  in 
The  chinks  behind  the  dragonwort  : 
That  Triton  still,  at  his  old  sport. 

Blows  bubbles  in  his  broken  basin. 

The  terrace  where  she  used  to  walk 
Still  shines  at  noon  between  the 
roses ; 
The  garden   paths    are  blind  with 

chalk  : 
The  dragon-fly  from  stalk  to  stalk 
Swims  sparkling  blue  till  evening 
closes. 

Then,  jnst   above    that  long   dark 
copse, 
One  warm  red  star  comes  out,  and 
passes 
Westward,  and  mounts,  and  mounts, 

and  stops 
(Or  seems  to)  o'er  the  turret-tops. 
And  lights  those  lonely  casement- 
glasses. 

Sir  Ralph  still  wears  that  old  grim 
smile. 
The    staircase    creaks   as    up   I 
clamber 
To  those  still  rooms,  to  muse  awhile. 
I  see  the  little  meadow-stile 
As  I  lean  from  ihe  great  south- 
chamber. 

And  Lady  Ruth  is  just  as  white. 
(Ah,  still,  that  face  seems  strangely 

like  her  !) 
The  lady  and  the  wicked  knight — 


All  just  the  same — she  swooned  for 
fright — 
And  he — ^his  arm  still  raised  to 
strike  her. 

Her  boudoir — no  one  enters  there  : 
The  very  flowers  which  last  she 
gathered 
Are    in   the    vase ;   the   lute — the 

chair — 
And  all  things — ^just  as  then  they 
were  ! 
Except   the   jasmins, — those    are 
withered. 

But  when  along  the  corridors 
The  last  red  pause  of  day  is  stream- 
ing, 
I  seem  to  hear  her  up  the  floors  : 
1  seem  to  see  her  through  the  doors: 
And  then  I  know  that  I  am  dream- 
ing. 


MEETING  AGAIN. 


Yes 


From 


I  remember  the  white  rose. 
And  since  then  the  young  ivy 
has  grown  ; 

your  window  we  could  not 
reach  it,  and  now  it  is  over  the 
stone. 
We  did  not  part  as  we  meet.  Dear. 
Well,  Time  hath  his  own  stern 
cures  ! 

Alice's    eyes  are   deeper,  and 
her  hair  has  grown  like  yoiu^. 


And 


Is  our  greeting  all  so  strange  then  ? 

But  there's    something   here 

amiss, 
Wlien  it  is  not  well  to  speak  kindly. 

And  the  olives  are  ripe  by  this. 
I  had  not  thought  you  so  altered. 

But    all    is     changed,     God 

knows  ! 
Good-night.    It  is    night    so    soon 

now.     Look  there  I  you  hav€ 

dropt  your  rose. 

Nay,  I  have  one  that  is  withered  and 
dearer  to  me.    I  came 
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To  say  good-night,  little  Alice.    She 

does  not  remember  my  name. 
It  is  but  the  damp  that  is  making 

my  head  and  my  heart  ache 

so. 
I  never  was  strong  in  the  old  time, 

as  the  others  were,  you  know. 

And  you'll  sleep  well,  will  you  not, 

Darling?    The     old      words 

sound  so  dear  ! 
'Tis  the  last  time  I  shall  use  them; 

you  need  show  neither  anger 

nor  fear. 
It  is  well  that  you  look  so  cheerful. 

And  is  time  so  smooth  with 

you  ? 
How  foolish  I  am  !    Grood    night. 

Dear.     And   bid  Alice  ^od 

night  too. 

ARISTOCRACY. 

To  thee  be  all    men  heroes  :  every 

race 
Noble  :   all    women    virgins  :    and 

each  place 
A  temple  :  know  thou  nothing  that 

is  base. 

THE  MERMAIDEN. 

H£  was  a  Prince  with  golden  hair 
(In  a  palace  beside  the  sea), 

And  I  but  a  poor  Mermaiden, — 
And  how  should  he  care  for  me  ? 

Last  summer  I  came,  in  the  long 
blue  nights. 
To  sit  in  the  cool  sea^caves  : 
Last  summer  he  came  to  count  the 
stars 
From  his  terrace  above  the  waves. 

There's  nothing  so  fair  in  the  sea 
down  there 
As  the  light  on  his  golden  tresses: 
There's  nothing   so  sweet    as    his 
voice  :  ah,  nothing 
So  warm  as  tlie  warmth  of  his 
kisses  * 


I  could  not  help  but  love  him,  love 
him, 

Till  my  love  grew  pain  to  me. 
And  to-morrow  he  weds  the  Princeis 

In  that  palace  beside  the  sea. 


AT  HER  CASEMENT. 

I  AM   knee-deep  in  grass,  in    this 

warm  Jmie  night. 
In  the  shade  here,  shut  off  from  the 

great  moonlight. 
All  alone,  at  her  casement  there. 
She  sits  in  the  light,  and  she  combs 

her  hair. 
She  shakes  it  over  the  carven  seat, 
And  combs  it  down  to  her  stately 

feet 
And  I  watch  her,  hid  in  the  blue 

June  night, 
Till  my  soul  grows  faint  with  the 

costly  sight. 
There's  no  flaw  on  that  fair  fine  brow 

of  hers, 
As  fair  and  as  proud  as  Lucifer's. 
She  looks  in  the  glass  as  she  turns 

her  head  : 
She  knows  that  the  rose  on  her  cheek 

is  red  : 
She  knows  how  her  dark  eyes  shine, 

— their  light 
Would  scarcely  l)e  dimmed  though  I 

died  to-  uighc. 

I  would  that  tliere  in  her  chamber  I 

stood, 
Full-face  to  her  terrible  beauty  I  I 

would 
I  were  laid  on  her  queenly  breast,  at 

her  lips, 
With  her  warm  hair  wound  through 

my  finger-tips. 
Draining  her  soul  at  one  deep-drawn 

kiss 
And  I  would  be  humbly  content  for 

this 
To  die,  as  is  due,  before  the  mom. 
Killed    by    her    slowly     returning 

scorn. 
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A  FAREWELL. 

Bk    happy,  child.      The   last  wild 

words  are  spoken. 
To-morrow,  mine  no  more,  tlie  world 

will  claim  thee. 
I  blame  thee  not.    But  all  my  life  is 

broken. 
Of  that  brief  Past  I  have  no  single 

token. 
Never  in  years  to  come  my  lips  shall 

name  thee, 
Never,  child,  never ! 

I  will  not  say  *' Forget  me";  nor 

those  hours 
Which  were  so  sweet.     Some  scent 

dead  leaves  retain. 
Keep  all  the  flowers  I  gave  thee  — 

all  tH%  flowers 
Dead,  dead  I    Tliough  years  on  years 

of  life  were  ours,  [again ; 
As  we  have  met  we  shall  not  meet 
Forever,  child,  forever! 

AN  EVENING  IN  TUSCANY. 

Look!    the  sun   sets.     Now*s  the 
rarest 
Hour  of  all  the  blessed  day. 
(Just    the    hour,    love,    you    look 
fairest!) 
Even  the  snails  are  out  to  play. 

Cool  the  breeze  mounts,  like  this 
Chianti 
Which  I  drain  down  to  the  sun! 
—  There!   shut  up  that  old   green 
Dante,  — 
Turn  the  page,  where  we  begun, 

iPit  the  last  news  of  Ulysses,  — 
A  grand  image,  fit  to  close 

Just  such  grand  gold  eves  as  this  is, 
Full  of  splendor  and  repose ! 

So    loop    up    those    long    bright 
tresses, — 
Only,  one  or  two  must  fall 
Down    your  warm    neck    Evening 
kisses 
Through  the  soft  curls  spite  of  all. 


Ah,  but  rest  In  your  still  place 
there !  [pleasure 

Stir  not  —  turn  not!  the  warm 
Coming,  going  in  your  face  there, 

And  tlie  rose  (no  richer  treasure) 

In  your  bosom,  like  my  love  there. 
Just  half  secret  and  half  scen^ 

And  the  soft  light  from  above  thei'e 
Streaming  o'er    you   where  you 
lean, 

With  your  fair  head  in  the  shadow 
Of  that  grass-hat's  glancing  brim. 

Like  a  daisy  in  a  meadow 
Which  its  own  deep  fringes  dim. 

0  you  laugh,  —  you  cry  "What 
folly ! " 

Yet  you'd  scarcely  have  me  wise, 
If  I  judge  right,  judging  wholly 

By  the  secret  in  your  eyes. 

But  look  down  now,  o'er  the  city 
Sleeping  soft  among  the  hills,  — 

Our  dear  Florence !   That  great  Pitt: 
With  its  steady  shadow  fills 

Half  the  town  up :  its  unwinking 
Cold    white    windows,    as    they 
glare  [Ing 

Down  the  long  streets,  set  one  think- 
Of  the  old  dukes  who  lived  there; 

And  one  pictures  those  strange  men 
so!  — 

Subtle  brains,  and  iron  thews! 
There,  the  gardens  of  Lorenzo,  — 

The  long  cypress  avenuc>; 

Creep  up  slow  the  stately  hillside 
Where  the  nicrry  loungers  are. 

But  far  more  I  love  this  still  side,  — 
The  blue  plain  you  see  so  far ! 

Where  the   shore  of  bright  whita 
villas 
Leaves     off    faint:    the     purple 
breadths 
Of  the  olives  and  the  willows  : 
And  the  gold-rimmed  mountain 
widths  : 
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All  transfused  in  slumbrous  glory 
To  one  burning  point  —  the  sun ! 

But  up  here,  —  slow,  cold,  and  hoary 
Reach  the  olives,  one  by  one : 

And  the  land  looks  fresh:  the  yellow 
Arbute-berries,  here  and  there, 

Growing  slowly  ripe  and  mellow 
Through  a  flush  of  rosy  hair. 

For  the  Tramontana  last  week 
Was    about:    'tis    scarce    three 
weeks  [streak, 

Since  the  snow  lay,  one  white  vast 
Upon  those  old  purple  peaks. 

So  to-day  among  the  grasses 
One  may  pick  up  tens  and  twelves 

Of  young  olives,  as  one  passes, 
Blown  about,  and  by  themselves 

Blackening  sullen-ripe.    The  com 
too 
Qrows  each  day  from  green  to 
frolden. 
The  larji:e-eyed  wind-flowers  forlorn 
too 
Blow^  amoug  it,  unbeholden : 

Some  white,  some  crimson,  others 

Purple  blackening  to  the  heart 
From  the    deep   wheat-sea,  which 
smothers 
Their  bright  globes  up,  how  they 
start ! 

And  the  small  wild  pinks  from  ten- 
der 
Feather-grasses  peep  at  us : 
While  above  them  burns,  on  slender 

Stems,  the  red  gladiolus  : 

« 

And  the  grapes  are  green :  this  sea- 
son 
They'll  be  round  and  sound  and 
true, 
If  no  after-blight  should  seize  on 
Thoseyoung  bunches  turningblue. 

O  that  night  of  purple  weather ! 

(Just  before  the  moon  had  set) 
you  remember  how  together 

We  walked  home?—  the  grass  was 
wet  — 


The  long  grass  in  the  Poder6  — 
With  the  balmy  dew  among  it : 

And  that  nightingale  —  the  fairy 
Song  he  sung  —  O  how  he  sung  itl 

And  the  fig-trees  had  grown  heavy 
With  the  young  figs  white  and 
woolly. 

And  the  fire-flies,  bevy  on  bevy 
Of  soft  sparkles,  pouring  fully 

Their  warm  life  through  trance  on 
trances 
Of  thick  citron-shades  behind. 
Rose,  like  swarms  of  loving  fancies 
Through  some  rich  and  pensive 
mind. 

So  we  reached  the  loggia.    Leaning 
Faint,  we  sat  there  i%  the  shade. 

Neither  spoke.    The  night's  deep 
meaning 
Filled  the  silence  up  unsaid. 

Hoarsely  through  the  cypress  alley 

A  civetta  out  of  tune 
Tried  his  voice  by  flts.    The  valley 

Lay  all  dark  below  the  moon. 

Until  into  song  you  burst  out,  — 
That  old  song  I  made  for  you 

When  we  found  our  rose,  —  the  first 
out 
Last  sweet  Springtime  in  the  dew. 

Well !  ...  if  thiuijs  had  gone  less 
wildly  — 
Had  I  settled  down  before 
There,  in  England — labored  mildly— 
And  been   patient  —  and  learned 
more 

Of  how  men  should  live  in  London- 
Been  less  happy  —  or  more  wise  — 

Left  no  great  works  tried,  and  un- 
done — 
Never  looked  in  your  soft  eyes  — 

I  .  .  .  but  what's  the  use  of  think 
ina:? 

There !  our  nightingale  begins  — 
Now  a  rising  note  —  now  sinking 

Back  in  little  broken  rings 
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Of  warm  song  that  spread  and  eddy — 
Now  he  picks  up  lieart — and  draws 

His  great  iiuisic,  slow  and  steady, 
To  a  silver-centered  pause ! 

SONG. 

The  purple  iris  hangs  his  head 

On  his  lean  stalk,  and  so  declines  : 
The  spider  spills  his  silver  thread 

Between  the  bells  of  columbines : 
An  altered  light  In  flickering  eves 
Draws  dews  through  these  dim 

eyes  of  ours : 
Death  walks  in  yonder  waning 
bowers, 
And  bums  the  blistering  leaves. 
Ah,  well-a-day! 
Blooms  overblow : 
Suns  sink  away : 
Sweet  things  decay. 

The    drunken    beetle,   roused    ere 
night, 
Breaks  blundering  from  the  rot- 
ting rose, 
Flits  through  blue  spidery  aconite, 
And  hums,  and  comes,  and  goes  : 
His  thick,  bewildered  song  receives 
A  drowsy  sense  of  grief  like  ours: 
He  hums  and  hums  among  the 
bowers, 
And  bangs  about  the  leaves. 
Ah,  well-a-day! 
Hearts  overflow : 
Joy  flits  away : 
Sweet  things  decay. 

Her  yellow  stars  the  jasmin  drops 
In  mildewed  mosses  one  by  one : 
The  hollyhocks  fall  off"  their  tops  : 
The  lotus-1) looms  all  white  I' 
the  sun : 
The   freckled   foxglove  faints  and 
griovt^s: 
The  smooth-paced  slumbrous  slug 

devours 
The    gluey  globes    of   gorgeous 
flowers, 
Ind  smears  the  glistering  leaves ! 
Ah,  well-a-day ! 
Life  leaves  us  so. 


Love  dare  not  stay. 
Sweet  things  decay. 

From   brazen  sunflowers,  orb  and 
fringe, 
The  burning   burnish  dulls  and 
dies: 
Sad  Autumn  sets  a  sullen  tinge 

Upon  the  scornful  peonies  : 
The  dewy  ft*og  limps  out, and  heaves 
A  speckled  lump  in  speckled  bow- 
ers : 
A   reeking  moisture,  clings  and 
lowers 
The  lips  of  lapping  leaves. 
Ah,  well-a-day! 
Ere  the  cock  crow. 
Life's  charmed  array 
Reels  all  away. 

SEASIDE  SONGS. 

I. 

Drop  down  below  the  orb6d  sea, 

O  lingering  light  in  glowing  skies, 
And  bring  my  own  true-love  to  me — 
My  dear  true-love  across  the  sea  — 
With  tender-lighted  eyes. 

For  now  tiie  gates  of  Night  are  flung 
Wide  open  her  dark  coasts  among  : 
And  the  happy  stars   crowd  up, 
and  up, 
Like  bubbles  that  brighten,  one 
by  one, 
To  the  dark  wet  br/m  of  some 
glowing  cup 
Filled  full  to  the  parting  sun. 

And  moment  after  moment  grows 
In  grandeur  up  from  deep  to  deep 
Of  darkness,  till  the  night  ha'h 

clonib, 
From    star    to    star,    heaven's 
highest  dome. 
And,  like  a  new  thought  born  in 
sleep. 
The   slumbrous   glory  glows,   and 

glows : 
While,  far  below,  a  whisper  goes 
That  heaves  the  happy  sea ; 
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For  o'er  faiut  tracts  of  fVagrance 

wide, 
A  rapture  pouring  up  the  tide  — 
A  freshness  through   the  heat — a 

sweet, 
Uucertain  souud,  like  fairy  feet — 
The  west-wind  blows  my  love  to 

me. 

Ix)ve-laden  from  the  lighted  west 
Thou  comest,  with  thy  soul  opprest 
For  joy  of  him  :  all  up  the  dim, 

Delicious  sea  blow  fearlessly, 
AVarm  wind,  that  art  the  teuderest 
Or  all  that  breathe  from  south  or 
west, 

Blow  wiilspers  of  him  up  the  sea : 
Upon  my  cheek,  and  on  my  breast, 
And  on  the  lips  which  he  hath  prest, 

Hlow  all  his  kisses  back  to  me! 

Far  off,  the  dark  green  rocks  about, 
All  night  shines,  faint  and  fair, 
the  far  light : 
Far  off,  the  lone,  late  fishers  shout 
From  boat  to  boat  i'  the  listening 
starlight : 
Far  off,  and  fair,  the  sea  lies  bai*e, 
I^eagues,  leagues  beyond  the  reach 
of  rowing : 
Up  creek  and  horn  the  smooth  wave 
swells 
And  falls  asleep ;  or,  inland  flow- 
ing?. 
Twinkles  among  the  silver  shells. 
From  sluice  to  sluice  of  shallow 
wells ; 
Or,  down  dark   pools  of  purple 
glowing, 
Sets   some  forlorn  star  trembling 
there 
In  his  own  dim,  dreamlike  bril- 
liancy 
And  1  feel  the  dark  sails  grow- 
ing 
Nearer,  clearer,  up  the  sea : 

And  I  catch  the  warm  west 
blowing 
All  my  own  love's  sighs  to  me  : 
On  the  deck  I  hear  them  singing 
Songs  they  sing  in  my  own  land  : 


Lights  are  swinging :  bells  are  ring 
iug: 
On  the  deck  I  see  him  stand ! 

II. 

The  day  is  do  tu  into  his  bower : 
In  languid  lights  his  feet  he  steeps: 

The  flusht  sky  darkens,  low  and 
lower, 
And  closes  on  the  glowing  deeps. 

In  creeping  curves  of  yellow  foam 
Up  shallow  sands  the  waters  slide: 

And  warmly  blow  wha,'.  whisper^ 
roam 
From  isle  to  isle  the  lu.l^d  tide : 

The  boats  are  drawn :  the  nets  drip 
bright : 
Dark  casements  gleam :  old  songs 
are  sung : 
And  out  upon  the  verge  of  night 
Green  lights   from  lonely  rocks 
are  hung. 

0  winds  of  eve  that   somewhere 

rove 
Where  darkest  sleeps  the  distant 

sea. 
Seek  out  where  haply  dreams  my 

love. 
And  whisper  all  her  dreams  to 

me  I 

THE      SUMMER-TIME      THAT 

WAS. 

TiiK  swallow  is  not  come  yet ; 

The  river-banks  are  brown ; 
The  woods ide  walks  are  dumb  yet. 

And  dreary  is  the  town. 

1  miss  a  face  from  the  window, 
A  footstep  from  the  grass; 

I  miss  the  boyhood  of  my  heart. 
And  the  summer-time  that  was. 

How  shall  I  read  the  books  I  read. 

Or  meet  the  men  I  met? 
I  thought  to  find  her  rose-tree  dead. 

But  it  is  growing  yet. 
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And   Che  river   winds   amoug   the 
flags, 
And  the  leaf  lies  on  the  grass. 
But  I  walk  alone.    My  hopes  are 
gone, 
And  the  summer-time  that  was. 


ELAYNE  LE  BLANC. 

O  THAT  sweet  season  on  the  April- 
verge 

Of  womanhood  I  When  smiles  are 
toucht  with  tears, 

And  all  the  un solaced  summer 
seems  to  erieve 

With  some  bliua  want :  wlien  Eden- 
exiles  feel 

Their  Paradisal  parentage,  and 
search 

Even  yet  some  fragrance  through 
the  thorny  years 

From  reachless  gardens  guarded  by 
the  sword. 

Then  those   that  brood  above  the 

fallen  sun. 
Or  lean  from  lonely  casements  to 

the  moon, 
Turn  round  and  miss  the  touching 

of  a  liaud  : 
Then  sad  thoughts  seem  to  be  more 

sweet  than  gay  ones  : 
Then    old  songs  have  a  sound  as 

pitiful 
As  dead  friends'  voices,  sometimes 

A      heard  in  dreams  : 
d    all    a-tiptoe    for   some   great 

event, 
The  Present  waits,  her  finger  at  her 

lips. 
The    while  the  pensive  Past  with 

meek  pale  palms, 
Crost  (where  a  child  should  lie)  on 

her  cold  breast, 
jAnd    wistful    eyes    forlorn,  stands 

mutely  by, 
Keproaching    Life   with    some  un- 

uttered  loss  ; 
And   the   heart  pines,  a   prisoned 

Dunae, 


Till  some  Ood  comes,  and  makes 
the  air  all  golden. 

In  such  a  mood  as  this,  at  such  an 

hour 
As  makes  sad  thoughts  fall  saddest 

on  the  soul. 
She,  in  her  topmost  bower  all  alone, 
High-up    among    the    battlemented 

roofs, 
Leaned  from  the  lattice,  where  the 

road  runs  by 
To  Camelot,  and  in  the  bulrush  beds 
The  marish  river  shrinks  his  stag- 
nant horn. 
All  round,  along  the  spectral  arras, 

gleamed 
(With  faces  pale  against  the  dreary 

light, 
Fonns  of  great  Queens — the  women 

of  old  times. 
She  felt  their  frowns  upon  her,  and 

their  smiles, 
And  seemed  to  hear  their  garments 

rustling  near. 
Her   lute    lay  idle   her   love-books 

among  : 
And,    at   her   feet,    flung    by,    the 

broidered  scarf. 
And  velvet  mantle.     On  the  verge 

of  night 
She  saw  a  bii-d  float  by,  and  wished 

for  wings  : 
She  heard  the  hoarse  frogs  quarrel 

in  the  marsh  : 
And    now  and  then,   with  drowsy 

song  and  oar, 
Some  dim  barge  sliding  slow  from 

bridge  to  bridge, 
Down  the  white  river  past,  and  far 

behind 
Left  a  new  silence.    Then  she  fell 

to  muse 
Unto  what  end  she  came  into  this 

earth 
Whose  reachless  beauty  made  her 

heart  so  sad. 
As  one  that  loves,  but  hopes  not, 

inly  ails 
In  gazing   on  some   fair  unloving 

face. 
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Anon,  there  dropt  down  a  great  gulf 

ot  aky 
A  star  she  knew  :  and  an  she  looked 

at  It, 
Dowu-drawn  through  her  iuleDsity 

Oue  ajigr;   ny  fell  tangled  id   her 

And  dashed  Its  btlDding  brlghtueu 

In  her  eyes. 
She  turned,  and  caught  her  lute,  and 

pensively 
Rippled  a  raiidom  muslr  down  the 

strings. 
And  sang  .  .  . 

All  night  the  mooubeaius  bailie 
the  sward. 
,  Tiiere's  nut  an  eye  to-nlglit  hi  Joy- 
ous-Oard 
That    IS    not   dreaming   someiliiiig 

Bwect.     I  walce 
Because  it  is  more  aweet  to  dreani 

awalie  ; 
Dreaming  I  see  thy  face  upon  Ihe 

I  am  pome  up  from  far,  love,  to  be- 

liold  thee, 
That  hast  waited  for  me  so  bravely 

and  well 
Thy  sweet  life  long  (for  the  Fairies 

had  tnid  thee 
I  am  the  Knight  lliat  shall  loosen 

the  spell), 
Asd   to-niorrow  mom  mine   arms 

Bhail  infold  thee : 
And  to-morrow  night  .  .  .  ah,  who 

can  teil  ? 

As  the  spirit  of  some  dark  lake 
Pines  at  nightfall,  wild-awake. 
For  the  approactiin 


Of  a  great  n 

Coming  to  h 

Of  the  dazzling  stars  and  signs. 

So  my  heart,  my  heart, 

Darkly  lali,  and  tremblingly  !) 

Walls  hi  mystic  expeclaiinn 

(Prom  Its  wild  source  far  apart) 


Until  It  be  filled  with  thee,— 
With  the  full-orbed  light  of  thee.^ 
O  belov^  u  thou  art  I 
With    the    soft  sad    smile    that 

flashes 
Underneath  th;  long  dark  lashes ; 
And  thy  floating  raven  h^r 
From  its  wreathed  pearls  |i>t.  slip; 
And  tny  breath,  like  balmy  air  ; 
And  thy  warm  wet  rosy  lip, 
Witli  my  flrst  kiss  lingering  there: 
Its  sweel  secret  unrevealed, — 
Sealed  by  me,  to  me  unsealed  ; 
And  .  .  .  but,  ah  I  she  lies  asleep 
In  yon  gray  stone  castle-keep. 
On  her  lids  tlie  happy  tear  : 
And  alone  I  linger  here  : 
And  to-morrow  morn  the  fight ; 
And    .    .    .    ab,   a:    '    ' 


ITere  she  brake,  trembling,  off ;  and 

on  the  lute, , 
Yet  vibrating  through  lis  melodious 

A  great  tear  plashed  and  tinkled. 

For  a  while 
She  sat  and  mused  ;   and,  .heavily, 

drop  bj  drop. 
Her  (ears  fell  down  ;  then  through 

tliem  a  slow  smile 
Stole,  full  of  Aprll-aweetness  \  and 

she  sang — 
—It  wns  a  sort  of  ballail  of  the  sea : 
A  song  iif  weather-beaten  marbiera. 
Uray-lieadeil  men  that  had  survived 

alt  winds 
And   held   a  jierilous  sport  among 

the  waves, 
Who  yet  sang  on  with  hearts  as  bold 

They  cleared    their    native    harbor 

with  a  shout. 
And   lifted   golden   anchors   in  the 

Merrily,  memly  drovo  OUT  barks, — 
Merrily  up  from  the  morning  beachl 
And    the    brine    broke    under   hu 

prows  in  sparks  ; 
For  a  spirit  sat  high  at  the  helm  ol 
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ATe  sailed  all  day  ;  and,  when  day 

was  done, 
dteered  after  the  wake  of  the  sunken 

sun, 
For  we  meant  to  follow  him  out  of 

reach 
Till    the   golden    dawn  was    again 

begun. 

With  lifted    oars,  with  shout  and 

song, 
Merry  mariners  all  were  we  I 
Kvery  heart  beat  stout  and  strong. 
Through  all  the  world  you  would 

not  see, 
Though  vou   should  journey  wide 

and  long, 
A  comelier  company. 
And    where,    the    echoing    creeks 

among, 
Merrilv,  steaidily, 

From  bay  to  bay  our  barks  did  fall, 
You  might  hear  us  singing,  one  and 

all, 
A  song  of  the  mighty  sea. 
But,  just  at  twilight,  down  the  rocks 
Dim  forms  trooped  fast,  and  clearer 

grew  : 
For  out  upon  the  sea-sand  came 
The  island-people,  whom  we  knew, 
And  called  us  : — girls  with  glowing 

locks  ; 
And  sunburnt  boys  that  tend  the 

herd 
Far  up  the  vale  ;  gray  elders  too 
With  silver  beards ; — tiieir  cries  we 

heard : 
They  called   us,  each   one  by  his 

name. 

**  Could  ye  not  wait  a  little  while,'' 
We  heard  them  sing,  *'for  all  our 
Bakes  ? 

A  little  while,  in  this  old  isle,'' 
They  sung,  "  among  the  silver  lakes? 
For  here,'*  they  sung,  **from  horn 

to  horn 
Of  flowery  bays  the  land  is  fair  : 
The  hillside  glows  with  grapf^s  :  the 

com 
Urow9  golden  in  the  vale  down  there. 


(i 


Our  maids  are  sad  for  you,"  they 

sung  : 
'*  Against  the  field  no  sickle  falls  : 
Upon  the  trees  our  harps  are  hune  : 
Our   doors    are  void  :    and   in  the 

stalls 
The  little  foxes  nest ;  amons 
The  herd-roved  hills  no   shepherd 

calls  : 
Your  brethren  mourn  for  you,"  they 

sung. 
Here  weep  your  wives :  here  passed 

your  lives 
Among  the  vines,  when  you  were 

young :  ^ 

Here  dwell  your  sires  :  your  house- 
hold iires 
Grow  cold.  Return  !  Return  \ "  they 

sung. 

Then    each    one  saw  his  kinsman 

stand 
Upon  the  shore,  and  wave  his  hand: 
And  each  grew  sad.     But  still  we 

sung 
Our  ocean-chonis  bold  and  clear  ; 
AikI  still  upon  our  oars  we  hung, 
And  held  our  course  with  steadfast 

cheer. 
**  For    we    are    bound    for    distant 

sliores," 
We  cried,  and  faster  swept  our  oars* 
"  We  pine  to  see  the  faces  there 
Of  men  whose  deeds  we  heard  long 

since, 
Wlio  haunt  our  dreams  :  gray  he- 

nxis  :  kings 
Whose  fame  the  wandering  minstrel 

sini^s  : 
And  maidens,  too,  more  fair  than 

ours. 
With  deeper  eyes  and  softer  hair. 
Like  hers  that  left  her  island  bo  wen 
To  wed  the  sullen  Cornish  Prince 
Who  keeps  his  court  upon  the  hill 
By  the  gray  coasts  of  Tyntagill, 
And  each,  before  he  diwS,  must  galD 
Some  faliy-land  across  the  mahL" 

But  still  "  return,  beloved,  return  I " 
The  simple  island-people  tun]^ : 
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And  still  each  mariner's  heart  did 

burn, 
As  each  his  kinsman  could  discern, 
Those  dim  green  rocks  among. 

"  0*er  you  the  rough  searblasts  will 

blow," 
They  sung,  "while  here  the  skies 

are  fair  : 
Our  paths  are  through  the  fields  we 

know  : 
And  yours  you  know  not  where.'* 

But  we  waved  our  hands  .  .  .  **  fare- 
well !  farewell ! " 
We  Cried  .  .  .  **  our  white  sails  flap 

the  mast : 
Our  course  is  set :  our  oars  are  wet : 
One  day,"  we  cried,  **  is  nearly  past: 
One  day  at  sea  I  Farewell !  fare- 
well! 
No  more  with  you  we  now  may 
dwell  I" 

And  the  next  day  we  were  driving 

free 
(With  never  a  sail  in  sight) 
Over  the  face  of  the  mighty  sea, 
And  we  counted  the  stars  next  night 
Rise  over  us  by  two  and  three 
With  melancholy  liglit : 
A  grave-eyed,  earnest  company, — 
And  all  round  the  salt  foam  white  I 

With  this,  she  ceased,  and  sighed 
..."  though  I  were  far, 

I  know  yon  moated  iris  would  not 
shed 

Eis  purple  crown  :  yon  clover-field 
would  ripple 

As  merry  in  the  waving  wind  as 
now  : 

As  soft  the  Spring  down  this  bare 
hill  would  steal. 

And  in  the  vale  below  fling  all  her 
flowers  : 

Each  year  the  wet  primroses  star  the 
woods  : 

And  violets  muffle  the  sharp  rivu- 
lets: 

Kound  this  lone  casement's  solitary 
panes 


The  wandering  ivy  move  and  mount 

each  year  : 
Each  year  the  red  wheat  gleam  near 

river-banks  : 

While,  ah,  with  each  my  memor>' 

from  the  hearts 
Of  men  would  fade,  and  from  their 

lips  my  name. 
O  which  were  best — the  wide,  the 

windy  sea. 
With  golden  gleams  of  undiscovered 

lands. 
Odors,  and  murmurs— or  the  placid 

Port, 
From  wanton  winds,  from  scornful 

waves  secure, 
Under  the  old,  green,  happy  hills  of 

home  ?  " 
She  sat  forlorn,  and  pondered.  Nigiht 

was  near. 
And,  marshalling  o'er  the  hills  her 

dewy  camps. 
Came  down  the  outposts  of  the  sen- 
tinel stars. 
All  in  the  owlet  light  she  sat  forlorn. 

Now  hostel,  hall,  and  grange,  that 

eve  were  crammed  : 
The  town  being  choked  to  bursting 

of  the  gates  : 
For  there  the  King  yet  lay  with  all 

his  Earls, 
And  the  Round  Table,  numbering 

all  save  one. 

On  many  a  curving  terrace  which 

o'erhung 
The    long    gray    river,    swan-like. 

through  the  green 
Of  quaintest  yews,  moved,  pacing 

stately  by, 
The  lovely  ladies  of  King  Arthur's 

court. 
Sighing,  she  eyed  them  from  that 

lonely  keep. 

The  Dragon-banners  o'er  the  turretA 

drooped. 
The  heavy  twilight  hanging  in  their 

folds. 
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And  DOW  and  then,  from  posterns  In 

the  wall 
The    knights   stole,   lingering    for 

some  last  Good  night, 
Whispered  orsighedthroughclosing 

lattices ; 
Or  paused  with  reverence  of  bendinjif 

plumes, 
And  lips  on  jewelled  fingers  gayly 

prest. 
The  silver  cressets  slione  from  pane 

to  pane  :  [forms  : 

And  tapers  flitted  by  with  flitting 
Clanged  the  (iaric  streets  with  clash 

of  iron  heels : 
Or  fell  a  sound  of  colts  in  clattering 

courts, 
And  drowsy  horse-boys  singing  in 

the  straw. 

These  noises  floated  upward.     And 

within, 
From  the  great  Hall,  forever  and 

anon, 
Brake  gusts  of  revel;  snatches  of 

wild  song, 
And  lauglitt»r ;  where  her  sire  among 

his  men 
Caroused  between  the  twilight  and 

the  dark. 
The  silence  round  about  her  where 

she  sat, 
Vext  in  itself,  grew  sadder  for  the 

sound. 
She  closed  her  eyes :   before  them 

seemed  to  float 
A  dream  of  liirhtcd  revels,  — dance 

and  song 
In     Guenver's     palace :     gorgeous 

tournaments; 
And  rows  of  glittering  eyes  about 

the  Queen 
'[Like  stars  in  galaxies  around  the 

moon). 
That  spnrkled  recognition  down  be- 
low, 
Where  rode  the  knights  amort  with 

lance  and  plume ; 
And  each  his  lady's  sleeve  upon  his 

helm: 


Murmuring  ..."  none  ride  for  me. 

Am  I  not  fair, 
Wliom  men  call  the  White  Flower 

of  Astolat?  " 

Far,  fur  without,  the  wild  gray  mar- 
ish  spread. 

A  heron  started  from  tlie  pools,  and 
flapped 

The    water    from    his   wings,  and 
skirred  away. 

The  last  long  limit  of  the  dying  light 

Dropped,  all  on  flre,  behind  an  iron 
cloud : 

And,  here  and  there,  through  some 
wild  chasm  of  blue,       [fens 

Tumbled  a  star.     The  mist  upon  the 

Thickened.     A  billowy  opal  grew  T 
the  crofts, 

Fed  on  the  land,  and  sucked  Into 
Itself 

Paling  and  park,  close  copse  and 
bushless  down, 

Changing  the  world  for  Fairies. 

Then  the  moon 

In  the  low  east,  uuprlsoned  from 
black  bars 

Of    stagnant  fog   (a   white  light, 
wrought  to  the  full, 

Summed  In  a  perfect  orb)  rose  sud- 
denly up 

Upon  the  silence  with  a  great  sur- 
prise, 

And  took  the   Inert  landscape  un- 
awares. 

White,  white,  the  snaky  river :  dark 

the  banks : 
And    dark    the    folding    distance, 

where  her  eyes 
Were  wildly  turned,  as  though  the 

whole  world  lay 
In  tliat  far  blackness  over  Carlyel. 
There  she  espied  Sir  Launcelot,  as 

he  rode 
His   coal-black  courser  downward 

from  afar, 
For  all  his  armor  glittered  as  he 

went, 
And   showed   like    silver:  and  his 

mighty  shield, 
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By  dint  of  knightly  combat  hackt 

and  worn, 
Looked    like    some    cracked    and 

frozen  moon  than  hangs 
By  night  o'er  Baltic  lieadlands  all 

alone. 

TO . 


As,  in  lone  fairv-lands,  up  some  rich 

shelf 
Of  golden  sand  the  wild  wave  moan- 

i^gly 
Heaps  its  unvalued  sea-wealth,  weed 

and  gem, 
Then  creeps  back  slow  into  the  salt 

sad  sea : 
So   from  njy   life's  new    searched 

deeps  to  thee. 
Beloved,  1  cast  these  weed-flowers. 

Smile  on  them. 
More  than  they  mean  I  know  not  to 

express. 
So  I  shrink  back  into  my  old  sad 

self, 
Far  from  all  words  where  love  lies 

fathomless. 

QUEEN   GUENEVERE. 

Thence,   up    the    sea-green    floor, 

among  the  stems 
Of  mighty  columns  whose  unmeas- 
ured shades 
From  aisle  to  aisle,  unheeded  in  the 

sun, 
Moved  without  sound,  I,  following 

all  alone 
A  strange  desire  that  drew  me  like 

a  hand, 
Came  unawares  upon  the  Queen. 

She  sat 
In  a  great  silence,  which  her  beauty 

flUed 
Full  to  the  heart  of  it,  on  a  black 

chair 
Mailed  all  about  with  sullen  gems, 

and  crusts 
Of  sultry  blazonry.     Her  face  was 

bowed, 
A  pause  of  slumbrous  beauty,  o'er 

the  light 


Of  some  delicious  thought  Dew-risen 

above 
The  deeps  of  passion.    Roand  her 

stately  head 
A  single  circlet  of  the  red  gold  fine 
Burned  IVee,  from  which,  on  either 

side  streamed  down 
Twilights  of  her  soft  hair,  from 

neck  to  foot.  [is, 

Green  was  her  kirtle  as  the  emerolde 
And  stiff"  from  hem   to  hem   with 

seams  of  stones 
Beyond  all  value;  which,  from  left 

to  right 
Disparting,  half  revealed  the  snowy 

gleam 
Of  a  white  robe  of  spotless  samite 

pure. 
And  fVom  the  soft  repression  of  her 

zone, 
Which  like  a  light  hand  on  a  lute- 
string pressed 
Harmony   ft*om   its    touch,   flowed 

warmly  back 
The  bounteous  outlines  of  a  glow- 
ing grace, 
Nor  yet  outflowed  sweet  laws  of 

loveliness. 

Then  did  I  feel  as  one  who,  much 

perplex  t. 
Led  by  strange  legends  and  the  light 

of  stars 
Over  long  regions  of  the  midnight 

sand 
Beyond  the  red  tract  of  the  Pyra- 
mids, [sky 
Is  suddenly  drawn  to  look  upon  the 
From  sense  of  unfamiliar  light,  and 

sees, 
Revealed  against  the  constellated 

cope 
The  great  cross  of  the  South. 

The  chamber  round 
Was  dropt  with  arras  green ;  and  I 

could  hear. 
In  courts  far  off*,  a  minstrel  praising 

May, 
Who   sang  .  .  .  Si  douc€y  si  douce 

est  la  Margarete  ! 
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To  a  faint  lute.  Upon  tlie  window- 
sill, 

Hard  by  a  latoun  bowl  tliat  blazed  i' 
the  sun 

Perched  a  strange  fowl,  a  Falcon 
Peregrine  ; 

With  all  his  feathers  puft  for  pride, 
and  all 

His  courage  glittering  outwanl  in  his 
eye: 

For  he  had  flown  from  far,  athwart 
strange  lands. 

And  o*er  the  light  of  many  a  setting 
sun, 

Lured  by  his  lovo  (such  sovereignty 
of  old 

Had  Beauty  in  all  coasts  of  Chris- 
tendom !) 

To  look  into  the  great  eyes  of  the 
Queen. 


THE  NEGLECTED  HEART. 

This  heart,  you  would  not  have, 
I  laid  up  in  a  grave 
Of  song  :  with  love  enwound  it ; 
And  set  sweet  fancies  blowing  round 

it. 
Then  1  to  others  gave  it ; 
Because  you  would  not  have  it. 
**8ee  you  keep  it  well,''  1  said  ; 
*'  This  heart's  sleeping — is  not  dead; 
But  will  wake  some  future  day  : 
See  you  keep  it  while  you  may." 

All  great  Sorrows  in  the  world, — 
Some  with  crowns  upon  their  heads. 
And  in  regal  purple  furled  ; 
Some  with  rosaries  and  l>eads  ; 
Some  with  lips  of  scorning,  curlo<l 
At  false  Fortune  ;  some,  in  weeds 
Of  mourning  and  of  widowhood, 
SUnditig  tearful  and  apart, — 
Each  one  in  his  several  mood, 
Came  to  take  my  heart. 

Then  in  holy  ground  they  set  it ; 
With  melodious  weepings  wet  it 
And  revered  it  as  they  found  it, 
With  wild  fancies  blowing  round  it. 


'  And  this  heart  (you  would  not  have) 
;  Being  not  dead,  though  in  the  gi*ave, 
:  Worked      miracles      and      marvels 

strange. 
And  healed  many  maladies  : 
Giving  sight  to  sealed-up  eyes. 
And  legs  to  lame  men  sick  for  change. 

The    fame    of    it    grew    great    and 

greater. 
Then   said  you,    "  Ah,    what's   the 

matter  ? 
How  hath  this  heart  I  would  not 

take, 
This    weak    heart    a    child    might 

break — 
This  poor,  foolish  heart  of  his — 
Since  won  worship  such  as  this  ?  " 

You  bethought  you  then  ..."  Ah 
me. 

What  if  this  heart,  I  did  not  choose 
;  To  reta,in,  ha.th  found  the  key 
\  Of  the  kingdom  ?  and  1  lose 

A  great  power  ?    Me  he  gave  it : 
;  Mine  the  right,  and  I  will  have  it." 

,  Ah.  too  late  !    For  crowds  exclaimed, 
I  ''  Ours  it  is  :  and  hath  l)een  claimed. 
Moreover,  where  it  lies,  the  spot 
Is  holy  ground  :  so  enter  not. 
None  but  men  of  mournful  mind, — 
Men  to  darkened  days  resigned  ; 
E<]ual  scorn  of  Saint  and  Devil  ; 
Poor  and  outcast  ;  halt  and  blind  ; 
Exiles  from  Life's  golden  revel  ; 
Gnawing  at  the  l)itter  rind 
Of  old  griefs  ;  or  else,  confined 
In  proud  cares,  to  serve  and  grind,— 
May  enter :   whom  this  heart  shall 

cure. 
But  go  thou  by  :  thou  art  not  poor , 
Nor  defrauded  of  thy  lot : 
Bless  thyself  :  but  enter  not  !*' 

APPEARANCES. 

Well,  you  have  learned  to  smi^Ot 
And  no  one  looks  for  traces 
Of  tears  about  your  eyes. 
Your  face  is  like  most  faces. 
.And  who  will  ask,  meiuiwhile, 
If  your  face  your  heail  belies  ? 
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Are  you  happy  ?    You  look  so. 
Well,  I  wish  you  what  you  seem. 
Happy  persons  sleep  so  light  ! 
In  your  sleep  you  never  ilroani  *.* 
But  who  would  care  to  know 
What    dreams    you    dreamed    last 
night  ;* 

HOW  THE  SONG  WAS  MADE. 

I  SAT  low  down,  at  midnight,  In  a 
vale 
Mysterious  with  the  silence  of  hlue 
pines  : 
White-cloven  hy  a  snaky  rivet-tail. 
Uncoiled  from  tangled  wefts  of  sil- 
ver twines. 

Out  of  a  crumbling  castle,  on  a  spike 
Of    splintered    rock,    a   mile    of 
changeless  shade 
Gorge<l  half  the  landscape.    Down  a 
dismal  dike 
Of  black  hills  the  sluiced   moon- 
beams streamed,  and  stayed. 

The  world  lay  like  a  poet  in  a  swoon. 
When  (iod  is  on  him,  filled  with 
Heaven,  all  through. — 
A  dim  face  full  of  dreams  turned  to 
the  moon. 
With   mild   lips  moist  in   melan- 
choly dew. 

I  plucked  bl'ie  nuigworl,  livid  man- 
drakes, balls 
Of  blossomed  nightshade,  heads  of 
hemlock,  long 
Wliite  grasses,  grown  in  oozy  inter- 
vals 
Of  marsh,  to  make  ingredients  for 
a  song  : 

A  song  of  mourning  to  embalm  the 
Past,— 
The    corpse-cold     Past, — that    it 
should  not  <lecay  ; 
But  in  dark  vaults  of  memorv,  to  the  , 
la**!,  '  I 

Endure  unchanged  :   for  in  some  : 
future  day  I 


I  will  bring  my  new  love  to  look  at 
it 
(Laying  aside  her  gay  robes  for  a 
moment) 
That,  seeing  what  love  came  to,  she 
may  sit 
Silent  awhile,  and  muse,  but  make 
no  comment. 

RETROSPECTIONS. 

To-night   she   will  dance   at   the 
palace, 
With  the  diamonds  in  her  hair  : 
And    the    Prince   will    praise    her 
beauty — 
The  loveliest  lady  there  ! 

But  tones,  at  times,  in  the  music 

Will  bring  back  forgotten  things  : 
And  her  heart  will  fail  her  some- 
times, 
AVhen  her  beauty  is  praised  at  the 
King*s. 

There  sits  in  his  silent  chamber 
A  stern  and  sorrowful  man  : 

But  a  strange  sweet  dream  comes  to 
him, 
While  the  lamp  is  burning  wan. 

Of  a  sunset  among  the  vineyards 

In  a  lone  and  lovely  land. 
And  a  maiden  standing  near  him, 

W^ith    fresh    wild- flowers  in    her 
hand. 

THY  VOICE  ACROSS  MY  SPIRIT 
FALLS. 

Thy  voice  across  my  spirit  falls 

Like  some  spent  sea-wind  through 
dim  halls 

Of  ocean-king's,  left  bare  and^\•ide 

(Green  floors  o'er  which  the  sea- 
weed crawls  !) 

Where  once,  long  since,  in  festal 
pride 

Some  Chief,  who  roved  and  ruled  the 
tide. 

Among  his  brethren  reigued  aud 
died. 
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1  dare  not  meet  thine  eyes  ;  for  so, 
In  gazing  there,  I  seem  once  more 
To  lapse  away  llirougli  days  of  yore 
To  homes  where  laugh  and  song  is 
o'er,  j 

Whose  inmates  each  went  long  ago —  ! 

IJke  some  lost  soul,  that  keeps  the 

semblance 
On  its  brow  of  ancient  grace 
Not  all  faded,  wandering  back 
To  silent  chambers,  in  the  track 
Of  the  twilight,  from  the  Place 
Of  retributive  Remembrance. 
Ah,  turn  aside  those  eyes  again  ! 
Their  light  has  less  of  joy  than  pain. 
We  a  re  not  now  what  we  were  then. 

THE  RUINED  PALACE. 

Broken  are  the  Palace  windows  : 

Rotting  is  the  Palace  floor. 
The  damp  wind  lifts  the  arras. 

And  swings  the  creaking  door  ; 
But  it  only  startles  the  white  owl 

From  his  perch  on  a  monarches 
throne. 
And  the  rat  that  was  gnawing  the 
harp-strings 

A  Queen  once  played  upon. 

Dare  you  linger  here  at  midnight 

Alone,  when  the  wind  is  about, 
And  the  bat,  and  the  newt,  and  the 
viper. 

And  the  creeping  things  come  out? 
Beware  of  these  ghostly  chambers  I 

Search  not  what  my  heart  hath 
been. 
Lest  you  And  a  phantom  sitting 

Where  once  there  sat  a  Queen. 

A  VISION  OF  VIRGINS. 

1  HAD  a  vision  of  the  night. 

It  seemed 
There  was  a  long  red  tract  of  barren 

land. 
Blockt  in   by  black  hills,  where  a 

half-moon  dreamed 


Of  mum,  and  whitened. 

Drifts  of  dry  brown  sand, 

This  way  and  that,  were  heapt  be- 
low :  and  flats 

Of  water  : — glaring  shallows,  where 
strange  bats 

Came  and  went,   and  moths  flick- 
ered. 

To  the  right 

A  dusty  ro?d  that  »»rept  along  the 
waste 

Like  a  white  snake  :  and,  farther  up, 
I  traced 

The  shadow  of  a  great  house,  far  in 
sight : 

A    hundred    casements   all    ablaze 
with  light  : 

And  forms  that  flit  athwart  them  as 
in  haste : 

And  a  slow  music,  such  as  some- 
times kings 

Conmiand   at  mighty  revels,   softly 
sent 

From  viol,  and  flute,  and  tabor,  and 
thf»  strings 

Of  many  a  sweet  and  slumbrous  in- 
stninient 

That  woiukI  into  the  mute  heart  of 
the  night 

Out  of  that  distance. 

Then  I  could  perceive 

A  glor>'  pouring  througli  an  open 
door. 

And  in  the  light  five  women.      I  be- 
lieve 

They  wore  white  vestments,  all  of 
them.     They  were 

Quite  calm  :  and  each  still  face  un- 
earthly  fair, 

Uneaithly  ^juiet.      So  like  statuei 
all, 

Waiting  nhey    stood    without  that 
lighted*  hall ; 

And  in  their  hands,  like  a  blue  star, 
they  held 

Each  one  a  silver  lamp. 

Then  I  beheld 

A  shadow  in  the  doorway.    And  One 
came 

Crowned  for  a  feast.      I  could  not 
see  the  Face. 


45^ 


MINOR  POEMS. 


The  Form  was  not  all  human.      As 

the  flame 
Streamed  over  it,  a  presence  took 

the  place 
With  awe. 
He,   turning,   took  them    by  the 

hand, 
And,  led  them  each  up  the  white 

stairway,  and 
The  door  closed. 


At  that  moment  the  moon  dipped 
Behind  a  rag  of  purple  vapor,  ript 
Off  a  great  cloud,  some  dead  wind, 

ere  it  spent 
Its  last  breath,  had  blown  open,  and 

so  rent 
You  saw  behind  blue  i>ools  of  light, 

and  there 
A  wild  star  swimming  in  the  lurid 

air. 


Of  a  lamp  slowly  dying.     As  (kIm 

blew 
The  dull  light  redder,  and  the  dry 

wick  flew 
In  crumbling  sparkles  all  about  the 

dark, 
I  saw  a  light  of  horror  in  her  eyes  ; 
A  wild  light  on  her  flusht  cheek  ;  a 

wild  white 
On  her  dry  lips ;  an  agony  of  surprise 
Fearfully  fair. 

The  lamp  dropped.  From  my  sight 
She  fell  into  the  dark. 

Beside  her,  sat 
One  w  ithout  motion  :  and  her  stem 

face  flat 
Against  the  dark  sky. 

One,  as  still  as  death. 
Hollowed  her  hands  about  her  lamp. 

for  fear 
Some  motion  of  the  midnight,  or  her 

The  dream   was  darkened.    And  a   should  fanViit  the  last  flicker.  Rosy- 


sense  of  loss 


clear 


Fell  like  a  nightmare  on  the  /and  :    The  light  oozed,  through  her  fingers. 


because 


o'er  her  face 


The  moon  yet  lingered  in  her  cloud-  ^here  was  a  ruined  beauty  hoveripe 

eclipse.  ^Ijg^g                         ^               ^ 

Then,  in  the  dark,  swelled  sullenly  ^  Qver    deep    pain,   and,  dasht  with 

across  lurid  grace 

The  waste  a  wail  of  woiiien  ^^  ^.^ning  bfoom. 

rp,    _         ,                  .?♦»",    •5*  The  light  grew  dim  and  blear  : 

The  moon  drew  up  out  of  the  (•h)ud.  ^nd  she,  toS,  slowly  darkened  in  her 

A<iain  pia^.^ 

I  had    a  vision   on   that   midnight  Another,  with  her  white  hands  lu^tly 


plain. 

Five  women  :  and  the  l)eauty  of 
despair 

Upon  their  faces  :  locks  of  wiM  wet 
hair. 

Clammy  with  anguish,  vv;umI»mv.I1ow 
and  loose 

O'er  their  bare  breasts,  tliat  seemed 
too  tilled  with  trouble 

To  feel  the  damp  crawl  of  the  mid- 
night dews 


lockt 
About   her  damp   knees,  muttering 

madness,  rocked 
Forward  and  back>vard.     But  at  last 

she  stopped. 
And  her  dark  head  u;x)n  her  bosom 

dropped 
Motionless. 

Then  one  rose  up  with  a  cry 
To  the  great  moon  ;  and  stretched  a 

wrathful  arm 
Of  wild  expostulation  to  the  sky. 


That  trickled  down  them.     One  was    Murmuring,  '' These  earth-lamps  fai! 

bent  hall  double,  us  !  and  what  harm  ? 

A  dismayed   heap,  thai   hung  o'er   Does  not  the  moon  shine?    Let  us 

the  last  spark  >  ris«  and  haste 
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To  meet  the  Bridegroom  yonder  o'er 

the  waste  ! 
For  now  I  seem  to  catch  once  more 

the  tone 
Of  viols  on  the  night.   'T were  better 

done, 
At  worst,  to  perish  near  the  golden 

gate, 
And  fall  in  sight  of  glory  one  by  one, 
Than  here  all  night  upon  the  wild, 

to  wait 
Uncertain  ills.    Away  !  the  hour  is 

late  !" 

Again  the  moon  dipped. 

I  could  see  no  more. 
Not  the  least   gleam  of    light  did 
heaven  afford. 

At  last,  I  heard  a  knocking  on  a  door, 
And  some  one  crying,  "Open  to  us, 

Lord  !'* 
There  was  an  awful  pause. 

I  heard  my  heart 
Beat 
Then  a  Voice—**  I  know  you  not. 

Depart." 
I  caught,  within,  a  glimpse  of  glory. 

And 
The  door  closed. 

Still  in  darkness  dreamed  the  land. 
I  could  not  see  those  women.     Not 

a  breath  ! 
Darkness,  and  awe  :  a  darkness  more 

than  death. 
The  darkness  took  them.   *  ♦  ♦  »  ♦ 


LEOLINE. 

Vs  the  molten-golden  moonlight. 

In  the  deep  grass  warm  and  dry, 
We  watched  the    fire-fly  rise    and 
swim 

In  floating  sparkles  by. 
All  night  the  hearts  of  nightingales, 

Song-sleeping,  slumbrous  leaves, 
Plowed  to  us  in  the  shadow  there 

Below  the  cottage-eaves. 

We  sang  our  songs  together 
Till  the  stars  shook  in  the  skies. 


We  spoke  —  we  spoke  of  common 
things. 
Yet  the  tears  were  in  our  eyes. 
!  And  my  hand, — I  know  it  trembled 
To  each  light  warm  touch  of  thine. 
But    we    were    friends,  and    only 
friends, 
My  sweet  friend,  Leoline  ! 

How  large  the  white  moon  looked, 
Dear  I 
There  has  not  ever  been 
Since  those  old  nights  the  same  great 
light 
In  the  moons  which  I  have  seen. 
I  often  wonder,  when  I  think, 
If  you  have  thought  so  too. 
And  the  moonlight  has  grown  dim- 
mer, Dear, 
Than  it  used  to  be  to  you. 

And  sometimes,  when    the    warm 
west-wind 
Comes  faint  across  the  sea. 
It  seems  that  you  have  breathed  on 

it, 
So  sweet  it  comes  to  me  : 
And  sometimes,  when  the  long  light 
wanes 
In  one  deep  crimson  line, 
I  muse,  **  and  does  she  watch  it  too. 
Far  off,  sweet  Leoline  ?*' 

And  often,  leaning  all  day  long 

My  head  upK)n  my  hands. 
My  heart  aches  for  the  vanisht  time 

In  the  far  fair  foreign  lands  : 
Thinking  sadly — **  Is  she  happy  ? 

Has  she  tears  for  those  old  hours  ? 
And  the  cottage  in  the  starlight  ? 

And   the  songs  among  the  flow^ 
ers?" 

One  night  we  sat  below  the  porch. 

And  out  in  that  warm  air, 
A  fire-fly,  like  a  djing  star. 

Fell  tangled  in  her  hair  ; 
But  I  kissed  him  lightly  off  again* 

And  he  glittered  up  the  vine, 
And  died  into  the  darkness 

For  the  love  of  Leoline  I 
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Between  two  songs  of  Petrarch 

I've  a  purple  rose-leaf  prest, 
More    sweet    than    common    rose- 
leaves, 

For  it  once  lay  in  her  breast. 
When  she  gave  me  that  her  eyes 
were  wet, 

The  rose  was  full  of  dew. 
The  rose  is  withered  long  ago  ; 

The  page  is  blistered  too. 

There's  a  blue  flower  in  my  garden, 

The  bee  loves  more  than  all : 
The  bee  and  I,  we  love  it  both. 

Though  it  is  frail  and  small. 
She  loved  it  too  — long,  lon^  ago  : 

Her  love  was  less  than  mine. 
Still     we    are    friends,    but     only 
friends, 

My  lost  love,  Leoline  I 

SPRING  AND  WINTER. 

The  world  buds  every  year  : 
But  the  heart  just  once,  ami  when 

The  blossom  falls  off  sere 
No  new  blossom  comes  again. 

Ah,  the  rose  goes  with  the  wind  : 

But  the  thorns  remain  behind. 

Was  it  well  in  him,  if  he 

Felt  not  love,  to  speak  of  love  so  ? 
If  he  still  unmoved  must  be, 

Was  it  nobly  sought  to  move  so  ? 
— ^Pluck  the  flower,  and  yet  not  wear 

it— 
Spurn,  despise  it,  yet  not  spare  it  ? 

Need  he  say  that  I  was  fair, 
Witli  such  meaning  in  his  tone. 

Just  to  speak  of  one  whose  liair 
Had  the  same  tinge  as  my  own  ? 

Pluck  my  life  up,  root  and  bloom. 

Just  to  plant  it  on  her  tomb  ? 

And  she'd  scarce  so  fair  a  face 
(So  he  used  to  say)  as  mine  : 

And  her  form  had  far  less  grace  : 
And  her  brow  was  far  less  fine  : 

But  'twas  just  that  he  loved  then 

More  than  he  can  love  again. 


Why,  if  Beauty  could  not  bind  him. 
Need  he  praise  me,  speaking  low : 

Use  my  face  just  to  remind  him 
How  no    face  could  please  him 
now? 

Why,  if  loving  could  not  move  him 

Did  he  teach  me  still  to  love  him  ? 

And  he  said  my  eyes  were  bright. 
But  his  own,  he  said,  were  dim  : 

And  my  hand,  he  said,  was  white, 
But  what  was  that  to  him  ? 

"  For,"  he  said,  **  in  gazing  at  you 

I  seem  gazing  at  a  statue." 

"  Yes,"   he  said,   *'  he  had   grown 
wise  now : 

He  had  suffered  much  of  yore  : 
But,  a  fair  face  to  his  eyes  now, 

Was  a  fair  face,  and  no  more. 
Yet  the  anguish  and  the  bliss. 
And  the  dream  too,  had  been  his." 

Then,  why  talk  of  "  lost  romances  " 

Being  **  sick  of  sentiment !  " 
And  what  meant  those  tones  and 
glances 
If  real  love  was  never  neant  ? 
Why,  if  his  own  youth   were  with- 
ered. 
Must  mine  also  have  been  gatheied? 

"Why  those   words    a   thought    too 

tender 
For  the  commonplaces  spoken  ? 
Looks  whose    meaning    seemed   to 

render 
Help  to  words  when  speech  came 

broken  ? 
Why  so  late  in  July  moonlight 
Just  to  say  what  s  said  by  noon- 

light  ? 

And  why  praise  my  youth  for  glad- 
ness. 
Keeping  something  in  his  smile 
Which  turned  all  my  youth  to  sad- 
ness, 
He  still  smiling  all  the  while  ? 
Since,  when  so  my  youth  was  over 
:  He    said  —  **  Seek    some    younger 
lover ! " 


MIXOK  POEMS. 


459 


A  woman  white  as  death,  and  fair 

as  dreams. 
I  would  liave  asked  her  '•  Whither 

do  we  sail?*' 
And    **  how?"    but    that    my    fear 

clung  at  my  heart, 
And  held  me  still.     She,  answering 

my  doubt, 
Said  slowly,  "To  the  Isle  of  Ava- 
lon." 
the  moon 
^Change    hue,   and    dwindle  in  the  |  And   straightway  we  were  nigh  a 

west,  as  when  i  strand  all  gold, 

Warm  looks  fade  inward  out  of  dy-    That  glittered  in  the  moon  between 


•'  For  the  world  buds  once  a  year, 
IJut  the  heart  just  once,"  he  said. 

True!  ...  so  now  that   Spring  is 
here 
All  my  flowers,  like  his,  are  dead. 

And  the  rose  drops  in  the  wind. 

But  the  thorns  remain  behind. 

KING  HEHMANDIAZ. 
TiiEX,  standing  by  the  shore,  I  saw 


mg  eyes, 
And  the  dim  sea  began  to  moan. 

I  knew 
My  hour  had  come,  and  to  the  bark 

I  went. 
Still  were  the  stately  decks,  and  hung 

with  silk 
Of  stol6d  crimson :  at  the  mast-head 

burned 
A  steadfast  fire  with  influence  like 

a  sUir, 
.\nd  underneath  a  couch  of  gold.    I 

loosed 
The  drippiug  chain.   There  was  not 

any  wind : 
But  all  at  once  the  magic  sails  began 
To  belly  and  heave,  and  like  a  bat 

that  wakes 
And   flits    by    night,    beneath    her 

swarthy  wings 
The  black  ship  rocked  and  moved. ! 

I  heard  anon 
A   humming  in  the  cordage  and  a 

sound 
Like  bees  in  summer,  and  the  bark 

went  on, 
And   on,  and   on,  until  at  last  the 

world 
Was  rolled  away  and  folded  out  of 

sight, 


the  dusk 
Of  hanging  bowers  made  rich  with 

blooms  and  balms. 
From  which  faint  gusts  came  to  me ; 

and  I  heard 
A  sound  of  lutes  among  the  vales, 

and  songs 
And  voices  faint  like  voices  through 

a  dream 
That  said  or  seemed  to  say,  *'  Hail, 

Ilermandiaz ! " 


SONG. 

In  the  warm,  black  mill-pool  wink- 
ing, 

The  first  doubtful  star  shines  blue: 
And  alone  here  I  lie  thinking 

O  such  happy  thoughts  of  you  I 

Up  the  porch  the  roses  clamber, 
And  the   flowers  we  sowed  last 
June ; 

And  the  casement  of  your  chamber 
Shines  between  them  to  the  moon. 

Look  out,  Love  I  fling  wide  the  lat- 
tice : 
Wind  the  red  rose  in  your  hair, 
.\nd  the  little  white  clematis 
Which  I  plucked  for  you  to  wear : 
And  I  was  all  alone  on  the  great  sea.  ' 
There  a  deep  awe  fell  on  my  spirit.    Or  come  down,  and  let  me  hear  you 


My  wound 


Singing  in  the  scented  grass, 


Began  to  bite.    I,  gazing  round,  be- ;  Through  tall  cowslips  nodding  near 

held  I  von, 

A  lady  sitting  silent  at  the  helm,        |      Just  to  touch  you  as  you  pass, 
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For,  where  you  pass,  the  air 
With  warm  hints  of  love  grows 
wise : 

Vou  —  the  (lew  on  your  dim  hair, 
And  the  smile  in  your  soft  eyes  ! 

From     the    hay  field     comes    your 
brother : 
There  your  sisters  stand  to/?ether. 
Singing  clear  to  one  another 
Through  the  dark  blue  summer 
wtiather, 

And  the  maid  the  latch  is  clinking 

As  she  lets  her  lover  tlirough  : 
But  alone,  Love,  I  lie  thinking 

0  such  tender  thoughts  of  you  I 

THE  SWALLOW. 

O  SWALLOW  chirping  in  the  spark- 
ling eyes, 
Why  hast  thou  left  far  south  thy 
fairy  homes^ 
To  build  between  these  drenched 
April  leaves, 
And  sing  me  songs  of  Spring  be- 
fore it  comes? 

Too  soon  thou  singest !    Yon  black 

stubborn  thorn 
Bursts  not  a  bud:   the  sneaping 

wind  drifts  on. 
Slie   that  once  flung  thee  crumbs, 

and  In  the  morn 
Sang  from  the  lattice  where  thou 

sing'st,  is  gone, 
flere  is  no  Spring.    Thy  flight  yet 

further  follow. 
Flv  off",  vain  swallow! 

Thou   com'st  to  mock  me  with  re- 
membered things. 

1  love  thee  not,  O  bird  for  me  too 

That  which  I  want  thou  hast,  —  the 

gift  of  wings : 
Oriuf  —  wl)ich  I  have  —  thou  hast 

not.    Fly  away  I 
Wlmt  hath  my  roof  for  thee?     My 

cold  dark  roof. 


Beneath   whose   weeping   thatch 
thine  eggs  will  freeze ! 
Summer  will  halt  not  here,  so  keep 
aloof. 
Others  are  gone;  go  thou.  In  those 
wet  trees 
I  see  no  Spring,  though  thou  still 

singest  of  it. 
Fare  hence,  false  prophet ! 

CONTRABAND. 

A  iiKAP  of  low,  dark,  rocky  coast. 
Where   the  blue-black  sea  sleeps 
smooth  and  even : 
And  the  sun,  just  over  the  reefs  at 
most. 
In  the  amber  part  of  a  pale  blue 
heaven : 

A  village  asleep  below  the  pines, 
Hid  up  the  gray  shore  from  the 
low  slow  sun : 
And  a  maiden  that  lingers  among 
the  vines. 
With  her  feet  in  the  dews,  and  her 
locks  undone: 

The  half-moon  melting  out  of  the 
sky; 
And,  just  to  be  seen  still,  a  star 
here,  a  star  there. 
Faint,  high  up  in  the  heart  of  the 
heaven ;  so  high 
And  so  faint,  you  can  scarcely  be 
sure  that  they  are  tliere. 

And  one  of  that  small,  black,  raking 
craft; 
Two  swivel  guns  on  a  round  deck 
handy ; 
And  a  great  sloop  sail  with  the  wind 
abaft; 
And  four  brown  thieves  round  a 
cask  of  brandy. 

That's  my  life,  as  I  left  it  last. 
And  what  it  may  be  henceforth  I 
know  not. 
But  all  that  I   keep  of  the   merry 
Past 
Are  trifles  like  these,  which  I  care 
to  show  not :  — 
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A.  leathern  flask,  and  a  necklace  of 
I)earl ; 
These  rusty  pistols,  this  tattered 
chart,  Friend, 
iind  the  soft  dark  half  of  a  raven 
curl  ; 
And,  at  evening,  the  thought  of  a 
true,  true  heart,  Friend. 

EVENING. 

A.LBEADY  evening  !   In  the  duskiest 
nook 
Of   yon  dusk  comer,  under  the 

Death*  s-head. 
Between  the  alcmhecs,  thrust  this 
legended, 
And    iron-bound,    and    melancholy 

book. 
For  I  will  read  no  longer.    The  loud 
brook 
Shelves  his  sha.-p  light  up  shallow 

banks  thin-spread  ; 
The  slumbrous  west  grows  slowly 
red,  and  red  : 
Up  from  the  ripened  corn  her  silver 
hook 
The  moon  is  lifting  :    and   deli- 
ciously 
Along  the  warm  blue  hills  the  day 
declines  : 
The  first  star  brightens  while  she 

waits  for  me. 
And  round  her  swelling  heart  the 
zone  grows  tight  : 
Musing,  half-sad,  in  her  soft   hair 
she  twines 
The  white  rose,  whispering,  **he 
will  come  to-night  I  " 

ADON. 


Day's  dazzling  spears  are  up  :  the 

faint  stars  fade  on 
The  white  hills,— cold,  like  Adon  I 

0*er  crag,  and  spar,  and  splinter 
Break  down,  and  roll  the  amber  mist, 

stem  li^ht. 
The  black   pines  dream  of  dawn. 

The  skirts  of  night 
Are    ravelled    in    the   East.     And 

planted  bright 
In  heaven,  the  roots  of  ice  shine, 
sharp  and  white, 
In  frozen  ray,  and  spar,  and  spike, 

and  splinter. 
Within  me  and  withoiit,  all's  Win* 
ter. 

Why  should  I  weep  for  Adon  ? 
Am  I,  because  the  sweet  Past  is  no 

more. 
Dead,  as  the  leaves  upon  the  graves 

of  yore  ? 
I  will  ?>reathe  boldly,  though  the  air 

be  f rore 
With  freezing  fire.     Life  still  beats 
at  the  core 
Of  the  world's  heart,  though  Death 

his  awe  hath  laid  on 
This  dumb  white  corpse  of  Adon. 


THE  PROPHET. 

When  the  East  lightens  with  strange 

hints  of  morn, 
The  first  tinge  of  the  growing  glory 

takes 
The  cold  crown  of  some  husht  high 

alp  forlorn, 
!  While  yet  o'er  vales  below  the  dark 


I  WILL  not  weep  for  Adon  I  \  v^^„  c?f  M?f!i™««««  a*,^  \r.  e:i«,.o« 

I  will  not  waste  my  breath  to  draw   ^^^"  breaks         ^ 

!?«,.  wl»^»l*^i!.Li  ^..^^«.,^oo       An  1  O  solitary  soul,  on  thy  still  head  : 

Sieorfent  skies  ^"^  ^'^' '  ^^^^  ^'*^^^  ^*^^'  ^^^  ^^' 


Are    husht,  and    breathing   out    a 

bright  surprise 
ftound  morning's  marshalling  star  : 

Rise,  Eas,  rise  ! 


erent  fear. 
Seeing  thee  crowned,  do  know  that 
day  is  near. 
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WEALTH. 

Was  it  not  enough  to  dream  the  day 
to  death 
Grandly  ?  and  finely  feed  on  faint 
perfumes  ? 
Between  the  heavy  lilacs  draw  thick 
hreath, 
While   the  noon    hiunmed    from 
glowing  citron-glooms  ? 

Or   walk   with    Morning    in    these 
dewy  howers, 
'Mid  sheaved  lilies,  and  the  moth- 
loved  lips 
Of  purple  asters,  bearded  flat  sun- 
flowers. 
And  milk-white  crumpled    pinks 
with  blood  i'  the  tips? 

But  I  must  also,  gazing  upon  thee, 
Pine    with    delicious    pain,    and 
subtle  smart. 
Till  I  felt  heavy  immortality. 
Laden  with  looks  of  thine,  weigh 
on  my  heart ! 


WANT. 

You  swore  you  loved  me  all   last 
June  : 
And  now   December's  come  and 
gone. 
The  Sunmier  went  with   you — too 
soon. 
The  Winter  goes — alone. 

Next  Spring  the  leaves  will  all  be 
be  green  : 
But  love  like  ours,  once  turned  to 
pain, 
Can  l>e  no  more  what  it  hath  been, 
Though  roses  bloom  again. 

Return,  return  the  unvalued  wealth 

1  gave  !    which    scarcely    profits 

you— 

The  heart's   lost  youth — the  soul's 

lost  health — 

In  vain  !  .  .  .  false  friend,  adieu  ! 


I  keep  one  faded  violet 

Of   all    once   ours, — ^you  left  no 
more. 
What  I  have  lost  I  may  forget. 

But  you  cannot  re.«tore. 

A  BIRD  AT  SUNSET. 

Wild  bird,  that  wingest  wide  the 
glimmering  moors.v 
Whither,   by  belts   of   yellowing 
woods  away  ? 
With  pausing  sunset  thy  wild  heart 
allures 
Deep  into  dying  day  ? 

Would  that  my  heart,  on  wings  like 
thine,  could  pass 
Where  stars  their  light  in  rosy  re- 
gions lose, — 
A    happy  shadow    o'er  the    warm 
brown  grass, 
Falling  with  falling  dews  ! 

Hast  thou,  like  me,  some  true-love 
of  thine  own. 
In  fairy  lands  beyond  the  utmost 
seas  ; 
Who  there,  unsolaced,  yearns   for 
thee  alone. 
And  sings  to  silent  trees  ? 

O  tell  that  woodbird  that  the  Sum- 
mer grieves. 
And  the  suns  darken  and  the  dayi 
grow  cold  ; 
And,  tell  her,  love  will  fade  with  fad- 
ing leaves. 
And  cease  in  common  mould. 

Fly  from  the  winter  of  the  world  to 
her  ! 
Fly,  happy  bird  I    1  follow  in  thy 
flight. 
Till  thou  art  lost  o'er  yonder  fringe 
of  fir 
In  baths  of  crimson  light. 

My  love  is  dying  far  away  from  me. 
She  sit«  and  saddens  in  the  fading 
west. 
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For  her  I  moani  all  day,  and  pine 
to  be 
At  night  upon  bor  breast. 

IN  TUAVEL. 

Now  our  white  sail  flutters  down  : 
Now  it  broadly  takes  the  breeze  : 
Now  the  wharves  upon  the  towu, 
Jiessening,  leave  us  by  degree's. 
Blithely  l)lows  the  morning,  shaking 
On  your  cheek  the  loosened  curls  : 
Kouud   our  prow  the   cleft  wave, 

breaking. 
Tumbles  off  in  heap6d  pearls, 
Which  in  forks  of  foam  unite, 
And  run  seething  out  to  sea, 
AVhere  o'er  gleams  of  briny  light 
Dip  the  dancing  gulls  in  glee. 
Now  the  mountain  serpentine 
Slips  out  many  a  snaky  line 
Down  the  dark  blue  ocean-spine. 
From  the  boatside.  while  we  pass, 
I  can  see,  as  in  a  glass. 
Pirates  on  the  flat  sea-sand. 
Carousing  ere  tliey  put  from  land ; 
And  the  purple-pointed  crests 
Of  hills  whereon  the  morning  rests 
Whose  ethereal  vivid  peaks 
Glimmer  in  the  lucid  creeks. 
Now  these  wind  away;  and  now 
Hamlets  up  the  mountain-brow 
Peep  and  peer  from  roof  to  roof; 
And  gray  castle-walls  aloof 
O'er  wide  vineyards  just  in  grape, 
From  whose  serfs  old  Barons  held 
Tax  and  till  in  feudal  eld, 
Creep  out  of  the  uncoiling  cape. 
Now  the  long  low  layer  of  mist 
A  slow  trouble  rolls  and  lifts, 
AVith  a  broken  billowy  motion, 
From  the  rocks  and  from  the  rifts. 
Laying  bare,  just  here  and  there, 
Black  stone-pines,  at  morn  dew-kist 
By  salt  winds  from  bound  to  bound 
Of  the  great  sea  freshening  round; 
AVattled  folds  on  bleak  brown  downs 
Sloping  high  o'er  sleepy  towns ; 
Viengths  of  shore  and  breadths  of 

ocean. 


Love,  lean  here  upon  my  shoulder, 
And  look  yonder,  love,  with  me : 
Now  I  think  that  1  can  see 
In  the  merry  market-places 
Sudden  warmths  of  sunny  faces : 
Many  a  lovely  laughing  maiden 
Bearing  on  her  loose  dark  locks 
Rich  fruit-baskets  heavy-laden, 
In. and  out  among  the  rocks, 
Knowing  not  that  we  behold  her, 
Now,  love,  tell  me,  can  you  hear, 
Growing  nearer,  and  more  near, 
Sound  of  song,  and  plash  of  oar. 
From  wild  bays,  and  inlets  hoar. 
While  above  yon  Isles  afar 
Ghostlike  sinks  la.st  night's  last  star? 

CHANGES. 

Whom  first  we  love,  you  know,  we 
sehlom  wed. 
Time  rules  us  all.     Aud  Life,  in- 
deed, is  not 
The  thing  we  planned  it  out  ere  hope 
was  dead. 
And     then,    we    women    cannot 
choose  our  lot. 

Much  must  be  borne  which  it  is  hard 
to  bear: 
Much  given  away  which  it  were 
sweet  to  keep. 
God  help  us  all !  who  need,  indeed, 
His  care. 
And  yet,   I  know,  the   Shepherd 
loves  Jlis  sheep. 

My  little  boy  begins  to  babble  now 
Upon  my  knee  his  earliest  infant 
prayer. 
He  has   his  father's  eager  eyes,  I 
know. 
And,   they  say  too,  his  mother's 
sunny  hair. 

But  when  he  sleeps  and  smiles  upon 
my  knee, 
And  I  can  feel  his  light  breath 
come  and  go, 
I  think  of  one  (Heaven  help  and 
pity  me  I) 
Who  loved  me,  and  whom  I  loved, 
long  ago. 
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Who  might  have  been  ...  ah,  vrliat 

I  dare  not  think  \ 
We  all  sre  chaiigeil.    nod  jDd^c:* 

fol'  U9  best, 
liod  !ielp  IIS  tlo  our  rtuty,  iiiicl  not 

And  trust  in  hravi'ii  huninly  for 
the  rest. 

Itiit  blaroe  ua  women  nut,  if  sume 
appear 
Too  cold  at  tines;  and  soroe  too 
gay  and  light 
Some  giicl'3  gnaw  deep.   Some  woes 
are  hard  to  bear. 
Who  kDows  the  Past?   and  who 
can  judge  us  right? 

K\\,  were  we  judged   liy   ultnt  wu 

might  have  been. 
And  not  br  what  we  are,  too  apt 

to  fall"' 
M;  little  child — he  sleeps  and  S'ulles 


JUDICIUM  PARllHS. 
I  SAID,  when  young,  "  Beauty's  the 
s  II  promt!  joy. 
Her  I  will  iihoose,  and  in  bU  forms 

will  face  her; 
Eye  to  eye,  lip  to  lip,  and  so  em- 
brace her 
IVIlh  my  whole  hewt."    I  said  this 
being  a  boy. 

'Flral.  I  wtU  seek  ber,— naked,  or 
chid  only 
In  her  own  godhead,  as  I  know  o( 

yore 
Great  bards  beheld  her."     So  by 
sea  aud  shore 
I  sought  her.  and  among  tile  uiouu- 

taluH  louely. 
■  There  be  great  suuseta  iii  the  won- 
drous West ; 
Atid  marvel  lu  the  orbiogs  of  the 


And  glory  in  tb«  Jubilees  o: 
And  power  In  the  deep  ncean.  Fnr 
the  rest, 

•'  (ireen-^laring    glaciers;    pnri'I>: 
clouds  of  pint- 
White  walls  of  ever-roarlkig  cau- 

Klue  Ihunder  drifting  over  thirst)' 

Tlie  homes  of  eagles;  Uicbc.  too  arr 

■■And  terror  shall  not  daunt  me  ^ 
so  It  be 
Bcautifnl  —  or   in    aurm   or  in 

eclipse  X 
lEucklug  pink  shells,  or  wncUuf! 
freighted  ships. 
I  sbaU  not  shrink  to  tliul  her  lu  Ilif 


"Nest,  I  H  111  seek  her— 111  all  sh», 
of  woo<i, 
(!ir  brass,  or  marble ;  or  lu  cul 

And  sensiious  lines,  to  make 
spirit  glad. 
And  she  Bhall  change  her  tlrv«a  « 
every  tnood. 

"  Rosc-lattlccd 


Some  witch's  bower:  p«lc  saUnr' 


t  sunset,  upon  jewdM 


"  White  nymphs  amonic  % 

shepherd  kings: 
And   pluk-hooved    FawtM; 

mooned  EndynloBB  : 
From  every  channel  thrutigh  which 

To  fertilize  the  world  with  lovrlj 
things. 


iwblrh       ^ 
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To  men,  In  earliest  times,  in  each 
condition, 
I  will  inscribe  on  portraits  of  my 
bride. 

^  Then,  that  no  single  sense  of  her 
be  wanting, 
Music  ;   and  all  voluptuous  com- 
binations 
Of   sound,   with  their  melodious 
palpitations 
To  chann  the  ear,  the  cells  of  fancy 
haunting. 

**  And  in  her  courts  my  life  shall  be 
outrolled 
As    one   unfurls   some   gorgeous 

tapestry, 
Wrought  o'er  with  old  Olympian 
heraldry. 
All  purple- woven  stiff  with  blazing 
gold. 

"And  I  will  choose  no   sight  for 
tears  to  flow  : 
I  will  not  look  at  sorrow  :  I  will 

see 
Nothing    less    fair    and    full    of 
majesty 
Than  young  Apollo  leaning  on  his 
bow. 

*'  And  I  will  let  things  come  and  go: 
nor  range 
For   knowledge :    but   from   mo- 
ments pluck  delight, 
The  while  the  great  (lays  ope  and 
shut  in  light. 
And  wax  and  wane  about  me,  rich 
with  change. 

*Some  cup  of   dim  hills,  where  a 
white  moon  lies, 
Dropt  out  of  weary  skies  without 

a  breath. 
In  a  great  pool :  a  slumbrous  vale 
beneatn  : 
^sd  blue  damps  prickling  Into  white 
fire-fliefl : 


''Some  sunset  vision  of  an  Oread, 
less 
Than  half  an  hour  ere  moonrise 

caught  asleep 
With  a  flusht  cheek,  among  cmsht 
violets  deep, — 
A  warm  half-glimpse  of  milk-white 
nakedness, 

*'  On  sumptuous  summer  eves:  shall 
wake  fc/  me 
Rapture  from  all  the  various  stops 

of  life  : 
Making  it  like  some  charmed  Ar- 
cadian fife 
Filled    by    a    wood-god    with    his 
ecstasy.'* 

These  things  I  said  while  I  was  yet 
a  boy. 
And  the  world  showed  as  between 

dream  and  waking 
A  man  may  see  the  face  he  loves. 
So.  breaking 
Silence,  I  cried  ..."  Thou  art  the 
supreme  Joy  I " 

My  spirit,  as  a  lark  hid  near  the  sun. 
Carolled    at    morning.      But  ere 

she  had  dropt 
Half   down    the   rainbow-colored 
years  that  propped 
Her  gold  cloud  up,  and  broadly,  one 
by  one 

Tlie    world's    great     han'est^lands 
broke  on  her  eye. 
She  changed  her  tone,  ..."  What 

is  it  I  may  keep  ? 
For  look   here,   how   the   merry 
reapers  reap  : 
Even  children  glean  :  and  each  puts 
something  by. 

**  The   pomps    of    morning    pass  r 
when  evening  comes, 
What  is  retained  of  these  which  I 

may  show  ? 
If  for  the  hills  I  leave  the  fields 
below 
I  fear  to  die  an  exile  from  meaN 
homes. 
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''Though    here    I    see    the   orient 
pageants  pass, 
I  am  not  richer  than  the  merest 

hind 
That  toils  below,  all  day,  among 
his  kind, 
And  clinks  at  eve  glad  horns  in  the 
dry  grass.** 

Then,  pondering  long,  at  length  I 
made  confession. 
•*  I  have  erred  much,  rejecting  all 

that  man  did  ; 
For  all  my  pains  I  shall  go  empty 
handed  . 
And  Beauty,  of  its  nature  foils  pos- 
session." 

Thereafter,  I  said  . . .  '*  Knowledge 
is  most  fair. 
Surely  to  know  is  better  than  to 

see 
To  see  is  loss  :  to  know  is  gain : 
and  we 
Grow  old.    1  will  store  thriftily,  with 


care. 


>> 


In  which  mood  I  endured  for  many 
years, 
Valuing  sill  things  for  their  further 

uses: 
And  seeking   knowledge    at    all 
open  sluices  ; 
Though  oft  the  stream  turned  brack- 
ish with  my  tears. 

Yet  not  the  less,  for  years  in  this 
same  mood 
I  rested  :    nor  from  any    object 

turned 
That  had  its  secret  to  be  spelled 
and  learned, 
Murmuring    ever,   "Knowledge    is 
most  good." 

Unto  which    end    I    shunned  the 
revelling 
And  ignorant  crowd,  that  eat  the 

fruits  and  die  : 
And    called    out  Plato    from  his 
century 
To  be    my  helpmate  :   and    made 
Homer  sing. 


Until  the   awful  Past  in  gathered 
heaps 
Weighed  on  my  brain,  and  sunk 

into  my  soul. 
And  saddened  through  my  nature, 
till  the  whole 
Of  life  was  darkened  downward  to 
the  deeps. 

And,  wave  on  wave,  the  melancholy 
ages 
Crept  o'er  my   spirit :    and    the 

years  displaced 
The  landmarks  of  the  days  :  life 
waned,  effaced 
From  action  by  the  Borrows  of  the 
sages '. 

And  my  identity  became  at  last 
The  record  of  those  others  :  or,  if 

more, 
A  hollow  shell  the  sea  song  in :  a 
shore 
Of     footprints    which    the     waves 
washed  from  it  fast. 

And  all  was  as  a  dream  whence, 

holding  breath, 
It  seemed,  at  times,  just  possible  to 

break 
By  some  wild  nervous  effort,  with 

a  shriek, 
Into  the  real  world  of  life  and  death. 

But  that  thought  saved  me.  Through 
the  dark  I  screamed 
Against  the     darkness,   and    the 

darkness  broke. 
And  broke  that  nightmare :  back 
to  life  I  woke. 
Though    weary     with    the    dream 
which  I  had  dreamed.. 

O  life  !    life  !    life  I    With  laughter 
and  with  tears 
I  tried  myself  :  I  knew  that  I  had 

need 
Of  pain  to  prove  that  this  was  lif^ 
indeed. 
With  its  warm  privilege  of  hopes  and 
fears. 
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O  Love  of  man  made  Life  of  man, 
that  saves ! 
O  man,  that  standest  looking  on 

the  light : 
That  standest  on  the  forces  of  the 
night : 
That  standest  up  between  the  stars 
and  graves ! 

O  man  !  by  man's  dread  privilege  of 
pain, 
Dare  not  to  scorn  thine  own  soul 

nor  thy  brother's : 
Though  thou  be  more  or  less  than 
all  the  others. 
Man's  life  is  all  too  sad  for  man's 
disdain. 

The  smiles  of  seraphs  are  less  awful 
far 
Than  are  the  tears  of  this  human- 
ity. 
That  sound,  in  dropping,  through 
Eternity, 
Heard    in    God's    ear  beyond    the 
furthest  star. 

If  that  be  true,  —  the  hereditary  hate 
Of  Love's  lost  Rebel,   since  the 

worlds  began,  — 
The  very  Fiend,  in  hating,  honors 
Man : 
Flattering  with  Devil-homage  Man's 
estate. 

If  tjvo  Eternities,  at  strife  for  us, 
Around   each  human   soul  wage 

silent  war, 
Dare  we  disdain  ourselves,  though 
fall'n  we  are. 
With  Hell  and  Heaven  looking  on 
us  thus? 

Whom  God  hath  loved,  whom  Dev- 
ils dare  not  scorn, 
Despise  not  thou,  —  the  meanest 

human  creature. 
Climb,  if  thou  canst,  the  heights 
of  thine  own  nature, 
And  look  toward  Paradise  where 
each  was  bom. 


So  I  spread  sackcloth  on  my  former 
pride : 
And  sat  down,  clothed  and  cov- 
ered up  with  shame : 
And  cried  to  God  to  take  away  my 
blame 
Among  my  brethren :  and  to  these 
I  cried 

To  come  between  my  crime  and  my 
despair, 
That  they  might  help  my  heart  up, 

When  God  sent 
Upon  my  soul  its  proper  punish- 
ment. 
Lest  that  should  be  too  great  for  me 
to  bear. 

And    so   I   made   my  choice:   and 
learned  to  live 
Again,  and  worship,  as  my  spirit 

yearned : 
So  much  had  been  admired — so 
much  been  learned  — 
So  much  been  given  me — O,  how 
much  to  give ! 

Here  is  the  choice,   and  now  the 
time,  O  chooser! 
Endle.ss  the  consequence  though 

l)rief  the  choice. 
Echoes  are  waked  down  ages  by 
thy  voice : 
Speak:  and  be  thou  the  gainer  or 
the  loser. 

And    I    bethought    me    long  .  .  . 
'*  Though  garners  split, 
If  none  but  thou  be  fed  art  thou 

more  full?  " 
For  surely  Knowledge  and  the 
Beautiful 
Are  human;  must  have  love,  or  die 
for  it ! 

To  Give  is  better  than  to  Know  or 

See : 
And  both  are  means :  and  neither 

is  the  end : 
Knowing  and  seeing,  if  none  call 

thee  friend. 
Beauty  and  knowledge  have  done 

naught  for  thee. 
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Though  I  at  Aphrodite  all  day  long 
Gaze  until  sunset  with  a  thirsty 

eye, 
I  shaJl  not  drain  her  boundless 
beauty  dry 
By  that  wild  gaze :  nor  do  her  fair 
face  wrong. 

For  who  gives,  giving,  doth  win 
back  his  grft : 
And  knowledge  by  division  grows 

to  more : 
Who  hides  the   Master's   talent 
shall  die  poor, 
And  starve  at  last  of  his  own  thank- 
less thrift 

I  did  this  for  another :  and,  behold ! 
My  work  hath  blood  in  it:   but 

thine  hath  none : 
Done  for  thyself,  it  dies  in  being 
done: 
To  what  thou  buyest  thou  thyself 
art  sold. 

Give  thyself  utterly  away.    Be  lost. 
Choose  some  one,  some  thing:  not 

thyself,  thine  own : 
Thou  canst  not  perish :  but,  thrice 
greater  grown,  — 
Thy  gain  the  greatest  where  thy  loss 
was  most,  — 

Thou  in  another  shalt  thyself  new- 
flnd. 
The  single  globule,  lost  In  the  wide 

sea. 
Becomes   an   ocean.    Each  iden- 
tity 
Is  greatest  in  the  greatuess  of  its 
kind. 

Who   serves  for  gain,  a  slave,  by 
thankless  pelf 
Is  paid;    who   gives  himself   is 

priceless,  free. 
I  give  myself,  a  man,  to  God :  lo, 
lie 
Kendcrs  me  back  a  saint  unto  my- 
self ! 


NIGHT. 
CoBfE   to    me,  not   as  once    thou 
camest.  Night! 
With  light  and  splendor  up  the 

gorgeous  West ; 
Easing  the  heart's  rich  sense  of 

thee  with  sighs 
Sobbed    out  of  all    emotion  on 

Love's  breast; 
While  the  dark  world  waned  wav- 
ering into  rest. 
Half  seen  athwart  the  dim  delicious 
light 
Of  languid  eyes : 

But    softly,  soberly;    and  dark  — 
more  dark ! 
Till  my  life's  shadow  lose  itself 

in  thine. 
Athwart     the    light    of   slowly- 
gathering  tears, 
That  come  between  me  and  the 

starlight,  shine 
From   distant  melancholy  deeps 
divine. 
While  day  slips  downward  through 
a  rosy  arc 
To  other  spheres. 

SONG. 

Flow,  freshly  flow, 

Dark  stream,  below ! 

While  stars  grow  light  above : 

By  willowy  banks,  through  lonely 

downs, 
Past  terraced  walls  in  silent  towns. 
And  bear  me  to  my  love ! 

Still,  as  we  go, 

Blow,  gently  blow. 

Warm  wind,  and  blithely  move 

These    dreamy    sails,  that    slowly 

glide,  — 
A  shadow  on  the  shining  tide 
That  bears  me  to  my  love. 

Fade,  sweetly  fade 
In  dewy  shade 
On  lonely  grange  and  grove, 
O   lingering    day!    and    bring  the 
night 
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Through  all  her  milk-white  mazes 

brif^ht 
That  tremble  o'er  my  love. 

Tlie  sunset  wanes 

From  twinkling  panes. 

Dim,  misty  myriads  move 

Down  glimmering  streets.  One  light 

I  see  — 
One  iiappy  light,  that  shines  for  me, 
And  lights  me  to  my  love ! 

FORBEARANCE. 

Call  me  not,  Love,  unthankful  or 
unkind, 
That  I  have  left  my  heart  with 
thee,  and  fled. 
I  were  not  worth  that  wealth  which 
I  resigned, 
Had  I  not  chosen  poverty  instead. 

Grant  me  but  solitude!   I  dare  not 
swerve 
From   my  soul's    law,  —  a   slave, 
though  serving  thee. 
I  but  forbear  more  grandly  to  de- 
serve : 
The  free  gift  only  cometh  of  the 
free. 

HELIOS  HYPERIONIDES. 

Helios  all   day   long   his   allotted 
labor  pursues ; 
Ko  rest  to  his  passionate  heart  and 
his  panting  horses  given, 
From  the  moment  when  roseate-fin- 
gered Eos  kindles  the  dews 
And    spurns    the   salt   sea-floors, 
ascending  silvery  the  heaven, 
Until  from  the  hand  of  Eos  Hespcros, 
trembling,  receives 
Ilis  flagrant  lamp,  and  faiut  in  the 
twilight  hanirs  it  up. 
Then  the  over- weaned  son  of  Hyper- 
ion lightly  leaves 
His  dusty  chariot,  and  softly  slips 
into  his  golden  cup  : 
And  to  holy  ^Ethiopia,   uuder   the 
ocean-stream. 


Back  from  the  sunken  retreats  of 
the  sweet  Hesperides, 
Leaving  his  unloved  labor,  leaving 
Ids  unyoked  team, 
He  sails  to  his  mnch-ioved  wife; 
and  stretches  his  limbs  at  ease 
In  a  laurelled  lawn  <livine,  on  a  bed 
of  beaten  gold,  \ 

Where  he  pleasantly  sleeps,  f  orget- 
tinghis  travel  bylandsandseas,' 
Till  again  the  clear-eyed  Eos  comes 
with  a  finger  cold. 
And  again,  IVom  his  white   wife 
severed,  Hyperionides 
Leaps    into    his    fianiing    chariot, 
angrily  gatliers  the  reins, 
Headlong  flings  his  course  through 
Urauos,  much  in  wrath. 
And  over  the  seas  and  mountains, 
over  the  rivers  and  plains, 
Chafed    at    heart,     tumultuous, 
pushes  his  burning  path. 

ELISABETTA   SIRANI. 
16G5. 

Just  to  begin, — and  end  I  somuch, — 
no  more ! 
To  touch  upon  the  very  point  at 
last 
Where  life  should  cling :  to  feel  the 
solid  shore 
Safe;   where,    the   seething   sea's 
strong  toil  o'erpast. 
Peace  seemed  appointed  ;  then,  with 
all  the  store  1 

Half-undivulged   of   the  gleaned 
ocean  cast, 
Like  a  discouraged  wave's  on  the 
bleak  strand. 
Where  what  appearedsome  temple 
(whose  glad  Priest 
To   gather   ocean's    sparkling   gift 
should  stand, 
Bidding  the  wearied  wave,  from 
toil  releast. 
Sleep  in  the  marble  harbors  bathed 
with  bland 
And  quiet  suushine,  flowing  from 
full  east 
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Ainon;;  the  laurels)  proves  the  dull 
blind  rock's 
Fantastic  front,  —  to  die,  a  disal- 
lowed, 
Dasht  purpose :  which  the  scornful 
shore-dift*  mocks, 
Even    as    it   sinks;    and    all    its 
wealth  bestowed 
In  vain,  —  mere   food  to  feed,  per- 
chance, stray  flocks 
Of  the  coarse  sea-gull !  weaving  its 
own  shroud 
Of  idle  foam,  swift  ceasing  to  be 
seen! 
—  Sad,  sad,  my  father !  .  .  .  yet  it 
comes  to  this. 
For  I   am   dying.     All  that   might 
have  been  — 
That  must  have  been!  .  .  .  the 
days,  so  hard  to  miss, 
So  sure   to   come!  .  .  .  eyes,   lips, 
that  seemed  to  lean         [kiss 
In  on  me  at  my  work,  and  almost 
The  curls  bowed  o'er  it,  .  .  .  lost! 
O,  never  doubt 
I  should  have  lived  to  know  them 
all  ngain, 
And   from    the   crowd   of  praisers 
single  out 
For  special  love  those  forms  be- 
held so  plain 
Beforehand.    When    my    pictures,, 
borne  about 
Bologna,  to  the  church  doors,  led 
their  train  [go. 

Of  kindling  faces,  turned,  as  by  tliey 
Up  to  these  windows, — standing 
at  your  side 
Unseen,  to  see  them,  I  (be   sure!) 
should  know 
And  welcome  back  those  eyes  and 
lips,  descried 
Long  since  in  fancy :   for  I  loved 
them  so, 
And   so    believed    them!    Think! 
.  .  .  B()lo«;na's  pride 
My    paintings!  .  .  .  Guido    Reni's 
mantle  mine  .  .  . 
And  I,  the  maiden  artist,   prized 
among 


The  masters,  ...  ah,   that  dream 
was  too  divine 
For  earth  to  realize!    I  die  so 
young. 
All  this  escapes  me !    6od^  the  gift 
be  Thine, 
Not   man's    then  .  .  .  better  so! 
That  throbbing  throng 
Of  human  'faces  fades  out  fast.  Even 
yours. 
Beloved  ones,  the  inexorable  Fate 
(Forallourvowed  affections !)  scarce 
endures  [late 

About  me.     Must  I  go,  then,  deso- 
Out   from   among  you?    Nay,    ray 
work  insures 
Fit  guerdon  somewhere,  —  though 
the  gift  must  wait ! 
Had  I  lived  longer,  life  would  sure 
have  set 
Earth's  gift  of  fame  in  safety.  But 
Idle. 
Death  must  make  safe  the  heavenly 
guerdon  yet. 
I  trusted  time  for  immortality,  — 
There  was  my  error !     Father,  ner  er 
let 
Doubt    of    reward    conAise    my 
memory ! 
Besides,  —  I  have  done  much:  and 
what  is  done 
Is  well  done.     All  my  heart  con- 
ceived, my  hand 
Made    fast .  .  .  mild  martyr,   saint, 
and  weeping  nun. 
And  truncheoned  prince,  and  war- 
rior with  bold  brand. 
Yet  keep  my  life  upon  them ;  —  as 
the  sun. 
Though  fallen  below  the  limits  of 
the  land, 
Still  sees  on  every  form  of  purple 
cloud 
His  painted  presence. 

Flaring  August's  here, 
September's     coming !       Summer's 
broidered  shroud 
Is  borne  away  in  triumph  by  the 
year: 
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Red  Aatuinn   drops,  from  all  his 
brriiiches  bowed. 
His  careless  weallb  upon  the  costly 
bier. 
We  must  be  cheerful.    Set  the  case- 
ment wide. 
One  last  look  o'er  the  places  I  have 
loved, 
One  last  long  look !  .  .  .  Bologna,  O 
my  pride 
Among  thy  palaced  streets !    The 
days  have  moved 
Pleasantly  o*er  us.     What  has  been 
denied 
To  our  endeavor?    Life  goes  un- 
reproved. 
To  make  the  best  of  all  things,  is  the 
best 
Of  all  means  to  be  happy.    This  I 
know, 
But  cannot  phrase  it  finely.    The 
night's  rest 
The  day's  toil  sweetens.    Flowers 
are  warmed  by  snow. 
All's  well  God  wills.     Work  out  this 
grief.    Joy's  zest 
Itself  is  salted  with  a  touch  of 
woe. 
There's  nothing  comes  to  us  may 
not  be  borne, 
Except  a  too  great  happiness.  But 
this 
Comes  rarely.    Though  I  know  that 
you  will  mourn 
The  little  maiden  helpmate   you 
must  miss. 
Thanks  be  to  God,  I  leave  you  not 
forlorn. 
There  should  be  comfort  in  this 
dying  kiss.  [self. 

Let  Barbara  keep  my  colors  for  her- 

I'm  sorry  that  Lucia  went  away 
In     some    unkiudness.     'Twas     a 
cheerful  elf ! 
Send  her    my    scarlet    ribands, 
mother;  say 
I  thought  of  her.    My  palette's  on 
the  shelf, 
Surprised,  no  doubt,  at  such  long 
holiday. 


In  the  south  window,  on  the  easel, 
stands 
My  picture  for  the  Empress  Eleft- 
nore, 
Still  wantlngsomefew  touches,  these 
weak  hands 
Must  leave  to  others.     Yet  there's 
time  before 
The  year  ends.     And  the  Empress* 
own  commands 
You'll  find  in  writing.     Barbara's 
brush  is  more 
Like  mine  than   Anna's;     let   her 
finish  it. 
O.  ,  .  .  and   there's    'Maso,   our 
poor  tislierman ! 
You'll  find  my  work  done  for  hlra  • 
something  lit 
To  hang  among  his   nets;    you 
liked  the  plan 
My  fancy  took  to  please  our  friend's 
dull  wit, 
Scarce  brighter  than  his  old  tin 
fishing-can.      .  .  [sail, 

St  Margaret,  stately  as  a  ship  full 
Leading  a  dragon   by  an  azure 
band ; 
The  ribbon  flutters gayly  in  the  gale; 
The  monster  follows  the  Saint's 
guiding  hand. 
Wrinkled  to  one  grim  smile  from 
head  to  tail ; 
For  In  his  horny  hide  his  heart 
grows  bland. 
—  Where  are  you,  dear  ones?  .  .  . 

'Tis  the  dull,  faint  chill. 
Which  soon  will  shrivel  into  burn- 
ing pain ! 
Dear  brother,  sisters, father,  mother, 
—  still 
Stand  near  me !    While  your  faces 
fixt  remain 
Within  my  sense,  vague  fears  of  un- 
known 111 
Are  softly  crowded  out,  .  .  .  and 
yet,  'tis  vain  I 
Greet  Giulio  Banzi;  greet  Antonio; 
greet  [gone, 

Bartolomeo,   kindly.     When   I'm 
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And  in  the  school-room,  as  of  old, 
you  meet, 
—  Ah,  yes!  you'll  miss  a  certain, 
merry  tone, 
A  cheerful  face,  a  smile  that  should 
complete 
The  vague  place  in  the  household 
picture  grown 
To  an  aspect  bo  familiar,  it  seems 
strange 
That  aught   should   alter  there. 
Mere  life,  at  least. 
Could  not  have  brought  the  shadow 
of  a  change 
Across  it.     Safely  the  warm  years 
incrcast 
Among  us.    I  have  never  sought  to 
range 
From  our  small  table  at  earth's 
general  feast, 
To  higher  places:  never  loved  but 
you, 
Dear  family  of  friends,  except  my 
art: 
Nor  any  form  save  those  my  pencil 
drew 
E'er  quivered  in  the  quiet  of  my 
heart. 
I  die  a  maiden  to  Madonna  true, 
And  would  have  so  continued.  .  .  . 
There,  the  smart. 
The  pang,  the  faiutness !  .  .  . 

Ever,  as  I  lie 
Here,  with  the  Autumn  sunset  ou 
my  face, 
And  heavy  in  my  curls  (whilst  it, 
and  I, 
Together,  slipping  softly  from  the 
place 
We  played  in,  pensively  prepare  to 
die), 
A  low  warm  humming  simmers 
in  my  ears, 


^-  Old  Summer  afternoons  !    faint 
IVagments  rise 
Out  of  my  broken  life  ...  at 
time  appears  [skies : 

Madonna -like  a  moon  in    mellow 
The  three  Fates  with  a  spindle 
and  the  shears : 
The  Grand  Duke  Cosmo  with  the 
Destinies : 
St.  Margaret  with  her  dragon :  flt- 
ftil  cheera 
Along  the  Via  Urbana  come  and  go: 
Bologna   with   her   towers!  .  .  . 
Then  all  grows  dim. 
And  siiapes  itself  anew,  softly  and 
slow. 
To    cloistered    glooms    through 
which  the  silver  hymn 
Eludes  the  sensitive  silence ;  whilst 
below 
The  southwest  window,  Just  one 
single,  slim. 
And  sleepy  sunbeam,  powders  with 
waved  gold 
A  lane  of  gleamy  mist  along  the 
gloom, 
Whereby  to  And  its  way,  through 
manifold  [tomb. 

Magnificence,    to    Guido    Reni*s 
Which,  set  in  steadfast  splendor,  I 
behold. 
And  all  the  while,  I  scent  the  in- 
cense fume. 
Till  dizzy  grows  the  brain,  and  d:\rk 
the  eye 
Beneath   the    eyelid.     When    the 
end  is  come. 
There,  by  his  tomb  (our  master's)  let 
me  lie, 
Somewhere,  not  too  far  off;  be- 
neath the  dome 
Of  our  own  Lady  of  the  Rosary; 
Safe,  where  old  (Viends  will  pass ; 
and  still  near  home  I 
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^iiiL,  are  you  bitting  and  watching  there  yet  ?    And  I  know,  by  a  certain 

skill 
That  grows  out  of  utter  wakefuhiess,  the  night  must  be  far  spent,  Will : 
For,  lying  awake  so  many  a  night,  I  have  learned  at  last  to  catch 
From  the  crowing  cock,  and  the  clanging  clock,  and  the  sound  of  the 

beating  watch, 
A  misty  sense  of  the  measiu^less  march  of  Time,  as  he  passes  here. 
Leaving  my  life  behind  him  ;  and  I  know  that  the  dawn  is  near. 
But  you  have  been  watching  three  nights,  Will,  and  you  look  so  wan  to* 

night, 
I  thought,  as  I  saw  you  sitting  there,  in  the  sad  monotonous  light 
Of  the  moody  night-lamp  near  you,  that  I  could  not  choose  but  close 
My  lids  as  fast,  and  lie  as  still,  as  though  I  lay  in  a  doze  : 
For,  I  thought,  **  He  will  deem  I  am  dreaming,  and  then  he  may  steal 

away. 
And  sleep  a  little  :  and  this  will  l)e  well."    And  truly,  I  dreamed,  as  I  la]f 
Wide  awake,  but  all  as  quiet,  as  though,  the  last  office  done. 
They  had  streaked  me  out  for  the  grave.  Will,  to  which  they  will  bear  me 

anon. 
Dreamed  ;  for  old  things  and  places  came  dancing  about  my  brain, 
Like  ghosts  that  dance  in  an  empty  house;  and  my  thoughts  went  slipping 

again 
By  green  back-ways  forgotten  to  a  stiller  circle  of  time. 
Where  violets,  faaed  forever,  seemed  blowing  as  once  In  their  prime  : 
And  I  fancied  that  you  and  I,  Will,  were  boys  again  as  of  old, 
At  dawn  on  the  hill-top  together,  at  eve  in  the  field  by  the  fold  ; 
Till  the  thought  of  this  was  growing  too  wildly  sweet  to  be  bonie. 
And  I  opened  my  eyes,  and  turned  me  round,  and  there,  in  the  lig^t  for- 
lorn, 
I  find  you  sitting  beside  me.    But  the  dawn  is  at  hand,  I  know. 
Sleep  a  little.     I  shall  not  die  to-night.     You  may  leave  me.     Go. 
£h  f  is  it  time  for  the  drink  ?  must  you  mix  it  ?  it  does  me  no  good. 
But  thanks,  old  friend,  true  friend  !  I  would  live  for  your  sake,  if  I  could. 
Ay,  there  are  some  good  things  in  life,  that  fall  not  away  with  the  rest. 
And,  of  all  best  things  upon  earth,  I  hold  that  a  faithful  friend  is  the 

best. 
For  woman,  Will,  is  a  thorny  flower  :  it  breaks,  and  we  bleed  and  smart : 
The  blossom  falls  at  the  fairest,  and  the  thorn  runs  into  the  heart. 
And  woman's  love  is  a  bitter  fruit  ;  and,  however  he  bite  it,  or  sip. 
There's  many  a  man  has  lived  to  curse  tlie  taste  of  that  fruit  on  his  lip. 
But  never  was  any  man  yet,  as  I  ween,  be  he  whosoever  he  may, 
That  has  known  what  a  true  friend  is.  Will,  and  wished  that  knowledge 

away. 
You  were  proud  of  my  promise,  faithful  despite  of  my  fall. 
Sad  when  the  world  seemed  over  sweet,  sweet  when  the  world  tamed 

gall: 
^en  I  cloaked  myself  in  the  pride  of  praise  from  what  God  i^rieved  to  teoi 
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Tou  saw  through  the  glittering  lie  of  it  all,  and  silently  mourned  for  me  : 
MHien  the  world  took  back  what  the  world  had  given,  and  scorn  with 

praise  changed  place, 
I,  from  my  sackcloth  and  ashes,  looked  up,  and  saw  hope  glow  on  your 

face : 
Therefore,  fair  weather  be  yours.  Will,  whether  it  shines  or  pours. 
And,  if  I  can  slip  from  out  of  my  grave,  my  spirit  will  visit  yours. 

O  woman  eyes  that  have  smiled  and  smiled,  O  woman  lips  that  have  kist 
The  life-blood  out  of  my  heart,  why  thus  forever  do  you  persist, 
Pressing  out  of  the  dark  all  round,  to  bewilder  my  dying  hours 
With  your  ghostly  sorceries  brewed  from  the  breath  of  your  poison* 

flowers  ? 
Still,  though  the  idol  be  broken,  I  see  at  their  ancient  revels, 
The  riven  altar  around,  come  dancing  the  self-same  devils. 
htnit  currite,  lente  currite,  noctia  equi  1 
Linger  a  little,  O  Time,  and  let  me  be  saved  ere  1  die. 
How  many  a  night  'neath  her  window  have  I  walked  in  the  wind  and 

rain, 
Only  to  look  at  her  shadow  fleet  over  the  lighted  pane. 
Alas  !  'twas  the  shadow  that  rested,  'twas  herself  that  fleeted,  you  see. 
And  now  I  am  dying,  I  know  it : — dying,  and  where  is  she  ! 
Dancing  divinely,  perchance,  or,  over  her  soft  harp  strings, 
Using  the  past  to  give  pathos  to  the  little  new  song  that  she  sings. 
Bitter  ?  I  dare  not  be  bitter  in  the  few  last  hours  left  to  live. 
Needing  so  much  forgiveness,  God  grant  me  at  least  to  forgive. 
There  can  be  no  space  for  the  ghost  of  her  face  down  in  the  narrow 

room, 
And  the  mole  is  blind,  and  the  worm  is  mute,  and  there  must  be  rest  in 

the  tomb. 
And  just  one  fa!liu*e  more  or  less  to  a  life  that  seems  to  be 
(Whilst  I  he  looking  upon  it,  as  a  bird  on  the  broken  tree 
She  hovers  about,  ere  making  wing  for  a  land  of  lovelier  growth, 
Brighter  blossom,  and  purer  air,  somewhere  far  off  in  the  south,) 
Failure,  crowning  failure,  failure  from  end  to  end, 
Just  one  more  or  le,ss,  what  matter,  to  the  many  no  grief  can  mend  ? 
Not  to  know  vice  is  virtue,  not  fate,  however  men  rave  : 
And,  next  to  this  I  hold  that  man  to  be  but  a  coward  and  slave 
Who  bears  the  plague-spot  about  him,  and,  knowing  it,  shrinks  or  fears 
To  brand  it  out,  though  the  burning  knife  should  hiss  in  his  heart's  hot 

tears. 
But  I  have  caught  the  contagion  of  a  world  that  I  never  loved. 
Pleased  myself  with  approval  of  those  that  I  never  approved. 
Paltered  with  pleasures  that  pleased  not,  and  fame  where  no  fame  could 

be. 
And  how  shall  I  look,  do  you  think,  Will,  when  the  angels  are  looking 

on  me? 
Yet  oh  1  the  confident  spirit  once  mine,  to  dare  and  to  do  I 
Take  the  world  into  my  hand,  and  shape  it,  and  make  it  anew  : 
Gather  all  men  in  ray  purpose,  men  in  their  darkness  and  dearth. 
Men  in  their  meanness  and  misery,  made  of  the  dust  of  the  earth. 
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Mould  tliem  afresh,  and  make  out  of  tliem  Man,  with  liis  spirit  sublime, 

Man,  the  great  heir  of  Eternity,  dragging  the  conquests  of  Time! 

Therefore  I  mingled  among  them,  deeming  the  poet  should  hold 

All  natures  saved  in  his  own,  as  the  world  in  the  ark  was  of  old; 

All  natures  saved  in  his  own  to  be  types  of  a  nobler  race, 

When  the  old  world  passeth  away,  and  the  new  world  taketh  his  place. 

Triple  fool  in  my  folly!  purblind  and  impotent  worm, 

Thinking  to  move  the  world,  who  could  not  myself  stand  firm ! 

Cheat  of  a  worn-out  trick,  as  one  that  on  shipboard  roves 

Wherever  the  wind  may  blow,  still  deeming  the  continent  moves ! 

Blowing  the  frothy  bubble  of  life's  brittle  purpose  away; 

Child,  ever  chasing  the  morrow,  who  now  cannot  ransom  a  day : 

Still  I  called  Fame  to  lead  onward,  forgetting  she  follows  behind 

Those  who  know  whither  they  walk  tiirough  the  praise  or  dispraise  of 

mankind. 
All  my  life  (looking  back  on  it)  shows  like  the  broken  stair 
That  winds  round  a  ruined  tower,  and  nevqr  will  lead  anywhere. 
Friend,  lay  your  hand  in  my  own,  and  swear  to  me,  when  you  have  seen 
My  body  borne  out  from  the  door,  ere  the  grass  on  my  grave  shall  be 

green, 
You  will  burn  every  book  I  have  written.     And  so  perish,  one  and  all, 
Each  trace  of  the  struggle  that  failed  with  the  life  that  I  cannot  recall. 
Dust  and  ashes,  earth's  dross,  which  the  mattock  may  give  to  the  mole  ! 
Something,  though  stained  and  defaced,  survives,  as  I  trust,  with  the 

soul. 

Something?  .  .  .  Ay,  something  comes  back  to  me  .  .  .  Think !  that  I 

might  have  been  .  .  .  what? 
Almost,  I  fancy  at  times,  what  I  meant  to  have  been,  and  am  not. 
Where  was  the  fault?    Was  it  strength  fell  short?    And  yet  (I  can  speak 

of  it  now !) 
How  my  spirit  sung  like  the  resonant  nerve  of  a  warrior's  battle-bow 
When  the  shaft  has  leapt  from  the  string,  what  time,  her  first  bright  ban- 
ner unfurled. 
Song  aimed  her  arrowy  purpose  in  me  sharp  at  the  heart  of  the  world. 
Was  it  the  hand  that  faltered,  unskilled?  or  was  it  the  eye  that  deceived? 
However  I  reason  it  out,  there  remains  a  failure  time  has  not  retrieved. 
I  said  I  would  live  in  all  lives  that  beat,  and  love  in  all  loves  that  be : 
I  would  crown  me  lord  of  all  passions ;  and  the  passions  were  lords  of  me, 
I  would  compass  every  circle,  I  would  ent<jr  at  every  door, 
In  the  starry  spiral  of  science,  nnd  the  labyrinth  of  lore. 
Only  to  follow  the  flying  foot  of  love  to  his  last  retreat. 
Fool !  that  with  man's  all-imperfect  would  circumscribe  God's  all-com- 
plete ! 
Arrogant  error !  whereby  I  starved  like  the  fool  in  the  fable  of  old. 
Whom  the  gods  destroyed  by  the  gift  he  craved,  turning  all  things  to  gold 
Be  wise :  know  what  to  leave  unknown.     The  flowers  bloom  on  the  brink. 
But  black  death  lurks  at  the  bottom.     Help  men  to  enjoy,  not  to  think, 
O  poet  to  whom  1  give  place !  cull  the  latest  eflfect,  leave  the  cause. 
Few  that  dive  for  the  pearl  of  the  deep  but  are  crushed  in  the  kraken's  jaws 
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While  the  harp  of  Arion  is  heard  at  eve  over  the  glimmering  ocean : 

He  floats  in  the  foam,  on  the  dauphin's  back,  gliding  with  gentle  motion^ 

Over  the  rolling  water,  under  the  light  of  the  beaming  star, 

And  the  nymphs,  half  asleep  on  the  surHice,  sail  moving  his  musical  car. 

A  little  knowledge  will  turn  youth  gray.    And  I  stood,  chill  in  the  sun. 

Naming  you  each  of  the  roses ;  blest  by  the  beauty  of  none. 

My  song  had  an  after-savor  of  the  salt  of  many  tears, 

Or  It  burned  with  a  bitter  foretaste  of  Hie  end  as  It  now  appears : 

And  the  world  that  had  paused  to  listen  awhile,  because  the  first  notes 

were  gay, 
Passed  on  Its  way  with  a  sneer  and  a  smile :  *'  Has  he  nothing  fresher  to  say? 
This  poet's  mind  was  a  weedy  flower  that  presently  comes  to  naught!  ** 
For  tiie  world  was  not  so  sad  but  what  my  song  was  sadder.  It  thought. 
Comfort  me  not.    For  If  aught  be  worse  than  failure  from  over-stress 
or  a  life's  prime  purpose.  It  Is  to  sit  down  content  with  a  little  success. 
Talk  not  of  genius  baffled.    Genius  Is  master  of  man. 
Genius  does  what  It  must,  and  talent  does  what  It  can. 
Blot  out  my  name,  that  the  spirits  of  Shakespeare  and  Milton  and  Bums 
Look  not  down  on  the  praises  of  fools  with  a  pity  my  soul  yet  spurns. 
And  yet,  had  I  only  the  trick  of  an  aptitude  shrewd  of  Its  kind, 
I  should  have  lived  longer,  I  think,  more  merry  of  heart  and  of  mind. 
Surely  I  knew  (who  better?)  the  Innermost  secret  of  each 
Bird,  and  beast,  and  flower.     Failed  I  to  give  to  them  speech? 
All  the  pale  spirits  of  storm,  that  sail  down  streams  of  the  wind, 
Cleavius?  tlie  thunder-cloud,  with  wild  hair  blowing  behind ; 
All  the  soft  seraphs  that  float  in  the  light  of  the  crimson  eve. 
When  Hesper  begins  to  glitter,  and  the  heavy  woodland  to  heave: 
All  the  white  nymphs  of  the  water  that  dwell  'mid  the  lilies  alone  ; 
And  the  buskined  maids  for  the  love  of  whom  the  hoary  oak-trees  groan; 
They  came  to  my  call  in  the  forest;  they  crept  to  my  feet  ft*om  the  river: 
They  softly  looked  out  of  the  sky  when  I  sung,  and  their  wings  beat  with 

breathless  endeavor 
The  blocks  of  the  broken  thunder  piling  their  stormy  lattices, 
Over  the  moaning  mountain  walls,  and  over  the  sobbing  seas. 
So  many  more  reproachful  faces  around  my  bed ! 

Voices  moaning  about  mc  :  "  Ah !  couldst  thou  not  heed  what  we  said?  " 
Peace  to  tlie  past !  it  skills  not  now :  these  thoughts  that  vex  It  In  vain 
Arc  but  the  dust  of  a  broken  purpose  blown  about  the  brain 
Which  presently  will  be  tenantless,  when  the  wanton  worms  carouse, 
And  the  mole  builds  over  mv  bones  his  little  windowless  house. 
It  is  growing  darker  and  stranarer,  Will,  and  colder, —  dark  and  cold. 
Dark  and  cold !     Is  the  lamp  gone  out?    Give  me  thy  hand  to  lioid. 
No:  'tis  life's  brief  candle  burning  down.     Tears?  tears,  Willi  Why, 
This  which  we  call  dying  is  only  ceasing  to  die. 
It  is  but  the  giving  over  a  game  all  lose.     Fear  life,  not  death. 
The  hard  thing  was  to  live,  Will.     To  whatever  bourn  this  breath 
Is  going,  the  way  is  easy  now.     With  flowers  and  music,  life, 
Like  a  pagan  sacriflce,  leads  us  aloncr  to  this  dark  High  Priest  with  the 

knife 
J  have  been  too  peevish  at  mere  mischance.     For  whether  we  build  It, 

friend. 
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Of  brick  or  Jasper.  Ufe'K  Urge  base  dwindles  iato  this  point  at  the  end, 
A  kind  of  Dotting !  Who  knows  whetlier  'tis  Attest  to  weep  or  laugh 
Ar  those  tliln  curtains  tlie  spider  spins  o'er  each  dusty  cplLnph? 
I  talk  wildly.     But  tliU  I  know,  tliat  not  even  the  host  an<l  first, 
When  all  Is  done,  can  clain  1iy  desert  what  even  to  the  lust  and  worst 
Of  UB  weak  workmen,  Uod  from  the  depth  of  his  Influite  mercy  glveth. 
These  bones  shall  rest  In  paace,  Tor  I  know  tliat  my  Redeemer  Uveth. 
Doubtriil  ImORcs  come  and  goi  uid  I  seem  to  be  passing  them  by. 
Bubbii'StliescbeoftliemliKl.  which  show  that  Uie  stream"  Is  harrying  nlgb 
To  the  home  of  waters.     Already  I  feet.  In  a  sort  ot  still  sweet  awe, 
The  ^reat  main  current  of  all  that  I  an.  beginning  to  draw  and  draw 
Into  perfect  peace.     I  nttain  at  last !  life's  a  long,  long  reaching  ont 
Of  tile  snni  to  something  he^vond  her.     Sow  comes  tile  end  of  all  doubt. 
Tlie  vanishing  point  In  tile  jitc-ture !     I  have  utt^i-ed  weak  words  to-nlgbt, 
And  Ibolish.     A  thousand  failures,  what  are  tlieae  lu  ibe  sight 
Of  tlic  One  All-Perfect  who,  whether  man  f:i1U  lu  his  work,  or  succeeds, 
Builds  surely,  solemnly  up  from  our  broken  days  and  deeds 
The  inflnlto  pui-pose  of  time.    We  are  hut  dny'laborvrs  alt. 
Early  or  late,  or  flrst  or  last  at  the  gate  lu  the  vineyard  walL 
Lord!  If.  In  love,  though  (klutlng  oft,  I  have  tended  thy  gracious  Vine, 
O,  quench  the  tlilrst  on  these  dying  lips.  Thou,  ivho  pourest  the  wlnel 
Husli :    1  am  in  the  way  to  study  a  long,  long  silence  now. 
I  know  at  last  what  I  cannot  tell :  I  see  what  I  may  not  show. 
Tray  awhile  for  my  soul.    Then  sleep.     There  Is  nothing  in  this  to  fear. 
I  shall  sleep  into  death.     Night  sleeps.    The  hoarse  wolf  howls  not  near, 
No  dull  owl  bents  the  eascmeni,  and  no  roui,'h  bearded  star 
Slares  on  my  mild  departure  I'lom  yon  dark  window  bar. 
Nature  takes  no  notice  of  those  that  are  coming  or  golug. 
To-morrow  [nakc  ready  my  grave,  Will.    To-morrow  new  flowers  will  be 
blowing. 
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THE  TITLARK'S  NEST. 

A  PARABLE. 

"Introlte,  nam  et  hulc  deii  sunt." 

— Apud  Gkllium. 

I. 

Where  o'er  lils  azure  birthplace  still 

the  smile 
Of  sweet  Apollo  kindles  golden 

hours, 
High  on  the  white  peak  of  a  glitter- 
ing isle 
A  ruin'd  fane  within  a  wild  vine's 

bowers 
Muffled  its  marble-pillar'd  peristyle ; 
As  under  curls,  that  clasp  in  frolic 

showers 
A  young  (jneen's  brow,  her  antique 

diadem's 
Stem  grandeur  hides  its  immemorial 

gems. 

The  place  was  solitary,  and  the  fane 
Deserted  save  that  where,  in  saucy 
scorn 
Of  desolation's  impotent  disdain, 
The  revelling  leaves  and  buds  and 
bunches  born 
From  that  wild  vine  along  a  roof- 
less lane 
Of    mouldering  marble  columns 
roam'd,  one  morn 
A  titlark,  by  past  grandeur  unop- 

prest. 
Had  boldly  built  her  inconspicuous 
nest. 


8. 

And  there  where  girt  by  priest?^  and 
devotees 
A  god  once  gazed  upon  the  sap- 
pliant  throng. 

Wild  foliage  waved  by  every  wan- 
dering breeze 
Now  sheltered  one  small  bird ;  to 
whose  lone  song, 

Companion'd  by  no  choral  minstrel- 
sies, 
An  agfed  shepherd  listen'd  all  day 
long. 

Unlearn'd  the  listener  and  untaught 
the  lay. 

But  blithe  were  both  in  their  in- 
stinctive way. 

4. 

Thither  once  came  a  traveller  who 

had  read 
Marcus  Vitruvius  PoUio,  and  had 

all 
The  terms  of  architecture  in  his 

head, 
Apophyge,  and  plinth,  and  astra- 
gal. 
He,  from  below,  had  in  its  leafy  bed 
Spied  out  the  carcass  of  an  antique 

wall. 
Keen  as,  from  heaven,  the  hovering 

condor  spies 
Where,  in  the  pampas  hid,  a  dead 

horse  lies. 

6. 

'  *  Pelasgian  ?    Nought  doth  old  Pan- 
sanias  say 
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About  this  ruin,  and  I  find  no  plan 
Or  note  of  it  in  learuM  Caylus ;  nay, 
I  doubt   not   it  was   missed   by 
Winclvelmann. 
The  prize  is  mine.    No  joke,  this 
hot  noon-day, 
To  climb  yon  hill !    But  Science 
leads  the  van 
Of  Enterprise ;  and  now's  the  chance 

to  shame 
The  English  Elgin's   cheaply-pur- 
cluksed  fame. 


6. 


*'  Ho,    you    there,    yonder   in    the 
bramble-bush  I " 
The  tired  explorer  to  the  shep- 
herd cried, 

"  A    drachma    for   thy    guidance, 
friend!"    But*' Hush!" 
The  grey-hair'd  herdsman  of  the 
hills  replied. 

Then,  pointing  upward  to  the  leaf- 
age lush 
That  rippled  round  the  ruin*d  fane, 
with  pride 

He   added    "Hark,  where    yonder 
loaves  are  swinging. 

The  god's  voice  from  his  sanctuary 
singing ! 


ti 


7. 


The   traveller   laugh*d.      *•  'Tis    a 
curruca  small, 
The    Orjfhen,   I    aurmlse,   whose 
note  we  hear. 
Her  nest  Is  haply  In  yon  temple  wall. 
An   earlier    songstress   she,   and 
sings  more  clear. 
Than    her   small    northern    cousin 
whom  we  call 
Atricapilla  Sylvia.    But  I  fear. 
My  worthy   friend,  we   must    not 

deem  divine 
Each  vagrant  voice  that  issues  from 
a  shrine.'' 


8. 

**Yet,"  said  the  old  man,  with  a 
pensive  smile, 
"  I  heard  my  mother  tell  when  I 
was  young 

(And  she,  Sir,  was  a  daughter  of 
this  isle) 
How  everything  that* s  here  had 
once  a  tongue, 

In  the  old  times.    Myself,  too,  many 
a  while 
Have  heard  the  streamlets  sing- 
ing many  a  song, 

And,  tho'  their  language  was  un- 
known to  me. 

The  reeds  were  moved  by  it,  as  I 
could  see. 

9. 

••  Sir,  when  I  was  a  boy  I  pastured 

here 
My  father's  goats  which  now,  Sir, 

are  mine  own. 
For  he  is  underground  this  many  a 

year, 
But  he  had  lived  his  life,   and 

Heaven  hath  shown 
Much  goodness  to  us,  and  my  chil- 
dren dear 
Are  all  grown  up;  and,  musing 

here  alone. 
Oft  have  I  wonder'd  *  Could  this 

temple  break 
Long    silence,    in    what    language 

would  it  speak?' 

10. 

"Full  sure  was  I  that  if  it  spoke 
to  me, 
Whate'er  its  language,  I  should 
understand. 
Then,  I  was  young :  and  now,  tho 
old  I  be, 
When  sweet  in  heaven  above  the 
silent  land 
That  voice  I  hear,  my  soul  feels 
glad  and  free, 
And  I  am  fain  to  bless  the  god's 
command, 
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With  welcome  prompt  responding 

to  the  voice 
lie  sends  from  heaven  to  bid  my 

heart  rejoice. 

11. 

*'  Ah,  not  in  vain  its  message  have 

I  heard  I 
And,  Sir,  tho*  it  may  be,  as  yon 

aver, 
The  voice  comes  only  from  a  little 

bird. 
Whose    name,    indeed,    I    never 

heard  of,  Sir, 
And  tho'  I  doubt  not  aught  by  you 

averr'd. 
For   you.    Sir,  seem    a   learned 

traveller, 
Yet  still  the  temple  that  contains 

the  song 
A  temple  is,  and  doth  to  God  belong. 

12. 

"  And  haply  to  the  little  bird  I  hear 
He  may  have  said,  '  I  am  myself 

too  high 
For  this  poor  man.     Speak  to  him 

thou,  speak  clear, 
And  tell  him,  little  bird,  that  he 

may  lie 
On  consecrated   groimd  and   have 

no  fear. 
But  listen  to  thy  messages,  and 

try 
To  understand.*    And  I  have  under- 
stood. 
For  when  I  listen.  Sir,  it  does  me 

good. 


>» 


13. 

•'Humph!"     said     the     traveller, 
"  Worthy  friend,  live  long 
Ere  yet  tliy  children  lay  thee  un- 
derground ! 

Pasture  thy  goats  in  peace,  and  may 
the  song 


Of   many   a  titlark    make   thee 

pleasant  sound, 
Warbled  all  day  thy  cottage  eaves 

among. 
Such  simple  songs  where  simple 

hearts  abound 
Fit  place  may  find,  but  not  in  halls 

where  hoar 
Poseidon  haply  held  high  state  of 

yore." 

14. 

**  Ay,  Sir,  it  is  but  right,**  the  old 

shepherd  said, 
"The  little  bird  should  to  the 

god  give  place 
Whenever  he  returns.    But  where 

is  fled 
The  sacred  Presence  that  once 

deign'd  to  grace 
These  lonesome  haunts  so  long  un- 
tenanted? 
Koam  where  you  will,  the  sanc- 

tuaried  space 
Is  vacant,  voiceless,  priestless,  un- 

possest. 
Save  for  the  bird  that  in  it  buildf^ 

her  nest. 

16. 

''  Yet  into  this  dead  temple's  heart 

hath  flown 
A  voice   of   life,  and  this  else- 

sllcnt  shrine 
The  bird  whose  nest  is  built  in  it 

hath  known 
How  to  make  vocal.     Thro*  the 

trembling  vine 
Hark,  the  fresh  carol !    Till  to  claim 

his  own 
The  god  returns  in  all  his  power 

divine. 
Still  unforbidden  let  me  hail  the 

strain 
That  haunts  with  living  song  the 

lifeless  fane.-' 
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FIRST  SERIES.— MAN  AND  WOMAN. 

"  Tbou  hMt  made  him  a  little  lower  than  the  angels."  —  Psalm  vlii. 
I. 
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Adam  and  Eve,  cast  out  of  Paradise, 

Wander'd  along  the  wilderness  for- 
lorn, 

Till  all  its  unfamiliar  sands  and  skies 

Were  one  dim  solitude  without  a 
bourne. 

Then  Eve,  outwearied,  sank  upon 
the  ground ; 

And,  where  she  fell,  motionless  she 
remain'd. 

Adam  had  cllmb'd  a  little  barren    **  ^Vhat  must  I?"    *'Thou  hast  set 


"  Man,  thou  hast  far  to  go.    It  is 

not  good 
To  look  behind  thee.    Forward  turn 

thy  head ! 
Thither  thy  way  lies."     And  the 

man  replied 
*'I   cannot."      "What  thou  canst 

thou  knowest  not," 
The  Archangel  answered,  *'  for  thou 

hast  not  tried.  [lot, 

But  trial  is  henceforth  Man*s  earthly 
And  what  he  must  he  can  do."  Adam 

cried 


mound 


aside  God's  word, 


A   few   steps   farther.      There    he   But  canst  not,"  said  the  Angel, '*  set 

stood,  and  strahi*d  aside 

His  backward  gaze  to  the  forbidden   Necessity ;  whose  bidding,  tho'  ab- 

bound  horr'd. 

Of  Eden.     Still  their  banisht  lord   Obey  thou  must."    And  Adam  ask'd 

could  see,  in  awe 

Though  faint  in  fading  light,  the    '*  Is  then  Necessity  another  Lord?  " 

happy  bowers  The  Angel  answer'd  "'Tis  another 

Where  nevermore  his   fallen  mate  Law." 

and  he  * '  Anotlier  Law !    But  me  thy  sweep- 

Might  roam  or  rest,  renewing  grief-  ing  sword 

less  hours;  Hath    left    not,"    Adam    mutter'd, 

And  Adam  groan'd.  |  "  hap  what  may, 

.  Another  Paradise  to  forfeit  still. 
Meunwhile,  unheard,  unview*d,  I  Wliat  if  that  other  Law  I  disobey?  " 
Jehovah's   arm'd   Archangel,   from  I ' '  Thou  canst  not,"  sigh*d  the  Seraph , 


the  gate 

He  had  shut  forever,  adown  the 
solitude 

And  darkness  of  that  world  all  deso- 
late 

The  footsteps  of  the  fugitives  pur- 
sued. 

Sudden  he  stood  by  Adam's  side, 
and  said. 


* '  for  thy  will 
Hath  lost  its  freedom,  which  was 

yesterday 
A  part  of  Paradise.    For  good  or  111 
Necessity  controls  it.    Wretch,  thou 

art 
Weary     already,     and    thou     fain 

wouldst  sleep, 
Yet  sleep  thou  dost  not,  tho*  thine 

eyelids  smart 
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With  the  unwilling  vigil  tliey  mast 

keep; 
Tis  thy  necessity  to  think  and  wake. 
To-morrow,  thou  wouldst  wake  and 

think.     In  vain ! 
Slumber  unwill'd  thy  thoughts  shall 

overtake, 
And  sleep  thou  shalt,  tho*  sleep  thou 

wouldst  not.    Pain 
Thou  wouldst  avoid,  yet  pain  shall 

be  thy  lot. 
Thou  wouldst  go  forth  —  Necessity 

forbids. 
Chains  fast  thy  weakness  to  onr 

hated  spot, 
And  on  thy  shut  wish  locks  her  Iron 

lids. 
Thou  wouldst  know  one  thing,  yet 

shalt  know  it  not. 
Thou  wouldst  be  ignorant  of  another 

thing, 
Yet  canst  not  choose  but  know  it. 

Un  forgot 
To  thy  reluctant  memory  shall  cling 
VVTiat  thou  wouldst  fain  forget,  for- 
gotten fleet 
From  foil'd  remembrance  on  evasive 

wing 
What  thou  wouldst  fain  remember. 

Cliaugc  or  cheat 
Necessity,  thou  canst  not." 

Shuddering 
Adam  crouch'd  low  at  the  Arch- 
angel's feet. 
And  cried  "  Whate'er  I  must  be,  and 

whate'er 
I  ca?i  be,  aid,  O  aid  me,  to  forget 
What  I  no  longer  may  be!    Even 

this  bare 
Inhospitable  wilderness  might  yet 
To  unremcmbering  eyes  seem  all  as 

fair 

As  Eden's  self,  nor  should  I  more 

repine  [pare." 

Were  I  once  more  unable  to  com- 

"  Poor   wretch,"   the    Angel    said, 

*'  wouldst  thou  resign 
All  that  remains  to  thee  of  Para- 
dise?" 


* '  Of  Paradise  is  anything  still  mine  ?- 
Sigh*d  Adam,  and  the  Angel  answer'd 

"  Yes, 
The  memory  of  It."    "  Thence,"  he 

groan*d,  *' arise 
My  sharpest  torments.     I  should 

suffer  less 
If  I  could  cease  to  miss  what  I  sur* 

vlve." 
"  Wouldst  thou  the  gift,  then,  of 

forgetfulness?" 
The  Seraph  ask*d.    And  Adam  cried, 

"Give I  give! 


>t 


With  looks  uplift,  that  searched  the 

deeps  of  heaven. 
Silent  the  Angel  stood,  till,  as  It 

were. 
In  response  from  the  source  of  glory 

given 
To  that  seraphic  gaze,  which  was  a 

prayer. 
Reorient  thro'  the  rifted  dark,  and 

high 
O'er  Eden,  rose  the  dawn  of  such  a 

day 
As  nevermore  man's  mourning  eyes 

shall  bless 
With  beauty  tliat  hath  wither'd  from 

his  way. 
And  gladness  that  is  gone  beyond 

his  guess. 
The  panting  Paradise  beneath  It  lay 
Beatifled  in  the  divine  caress 
Of  Its  eflVilgence ;  and,  with  fervid 

sigh, 
All  Eden's  folded  labyrinths  open'd 

wide 
Abysm  within  abysm  of  loveliness. 
Thither  the  Archangel  pointed,  and 

replied : 
"Adam,  once  more  look  yonder! 

Fix  thine  eye 
Upon  the  guarded  happiness  denied 
To  the  denial  of  it«  guardian  law. 
Contemplate   thy  lost   Eden  —  the 

last  time ! " 

And  Adam  lifted  up  his  face,  and 
saw 
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Far  off  the  bowery  lawns  and  bliss- 
ful streams 

Of  Eden,  fair  as  in  liis  sinless  prime, 

And  fairer  than  to  love  forbidden 
seems 

The  long'd-for  face  whose  lips  in 
dreams  requite 

k  doring  sighs  that,  save  in  passion- 
ate dreams, 

Are  disallow'd  idolatries.  Dark 
night 

Elsewhere  above  the  lifeless  waste 
was  spread, 

As  o'er  a  dead  face  the  blindfolding 
pall. 

•'  Seest  thou  thy  sinless  past?  "  the 
Angel  said. 

And  Adam  moan*d,  "  All,  all!  I  see 
it  all, 

And  know  it  mine  no  more ! " 

His  helmed  head, 
As  in  obedience  to  some  high  com- 
mand 
Delivered  to  him  by  no  audible  word, 
The  Archangel  bow'd.     Then,  with 

decisive  hand, 
He  seized  and  drew  his  formidable 

sword. 
Thro'  night's  black  bosom  burn'd 

the  plunging  brand ; 
Two-edg6d  flres,  the  lightnings  of 

the  Lord, 
Flasht  from  its  fervid  blade,  below, 

above. 
And,  where  their  brilliance  thro'  the 

darkness  broke. 
Clear  from  the  zenith  to  the  nadir 

clove 
Man's  sunder'd  universe.    At  one 

dead  stroke 
The  Archangelic  sword  had  hewn  in 

twain 
The  substance  of  Eternity. 

There  ran 
The  pang  and  shudder  of  a  fierce 

surprise 
Thro'  Adam's  soul;    and  then  he 

slept  again 


As  he  had  slept  before,  when  ho 
(likewise 

In  twain  divided  —  Man  and  Wo- 
man) began 

His  double  being. 

Upon  the  night-bound  plain. 
In  two  vast  fragments,  each  a  dim 

surmise, 
Eternity    had    fallen  —  one    part 

toward  man. 
The  other  part  toward  man's  lost 

Paradise. 
The  light  of  Eden  by  Its  fall  was 

crost. 
And  in  its  shadow  vanisht — save 

one  gleam 
Of  faintly-lingering  glory  that  was 

lost 
In  Adam's  slumber,  and  became  — 

A  Dream. 


Adam  had  lost  his  memory  by  the 

stroke 
Of  that  celestial  sword's  transfix- 
ing flame, 
And  so  forgot  his  dream  when  he 

awoke. 
Yet   did  its  unremember'd    secret 

claim 
Release  from  dull  oblivion's  daily 

yoke 
In  moments  rare.     He    knew  not 

whence  they  came, 
Nor  was  it  in  his  power  to  rein- 

voke 
Their  coming:   but  at  times  thro' 

all  his  frame 
He  felt  them,  like  an  inward  voice 

that  spoke 
Of  things  which  have  on  earth  no 

utter'd  name ; 
And  sometimes  like  a  sudden  light 

they  broke 
Upon  his  darkest  hours,  and  put  to 

shame 
His  dull  despondency,  his  fierce  un- 
rest, 
His  sordid  toil,  and  miserable  strife. 
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These  rare  brief   moments  Adam 

deem*d  his  best, 
And  caird  them  all  Tue  Poetry  of 

Life. 

II. 

THE  LEGEND   OF  MUSIC. 

In  that  dread  instant  when  Eternity 
Was  by  the  Angel's  sword  asunder 

riven, 
There  sounded  from  the  starry  deep 

aery 
That  shook  the  constellated  poles 

of  heaven : 


''Elohim!  Elohiml  what  hast  thou 
done, 

Whose  sword  hath  hewn  Eternity 
in  twain? 

One  part  of  it  is  now  the  Past,  and 
one 

The  Future  (phantoms  both,  ex- 
empt from  pain 

By  lifeless  unreality  alone !) 

And  the  pang'd  Present,  like  an 
open  wound. 

Between  them  gapes,  lest  aught 
should  close  again 

What  thou  hast  cloven." 

To  this  poignant  sound 

The  Seraph,  leaning  on  his  sword 
down-slanted, 

Listen'd,  and  in  compassion  or  dis- 
dain 

Smiled  gravely,  as  he  murmur'd 
"  It  is  well. 

The  Reign  of  Time  begins,  man 
prayer  is  granted." 


's 


Then  loud  he  call'd  to  the  Abvss  of 
Hell, 

*'  Stunn'd  rebels,  rouse  your  swoon- 
ing hosts,  and  rise, 

Tlio*  thunder-smitten,  from  the  Pe- 
nal Pit ! 

Time's  ravageable  realm  wide  open 
lij* 


For  your  invasion,  and  the  spoils 
of  it 

To  you  no  more  Eternity  denies. 

Find  in  its  painful  fields  your  pas- 
ture fit, 

Be  every  pulse  of  consciousness 
your  prey, 

And  chase  the  panting  moment  as 
it  flies ! " 

Hell  to  the  invocation  answered 
•*Yea!" 

And,  pour'd  in  surge  on  surge  of 
flame-pulsed  cries, 

The  fervid  rush  of  her  Infernal 
Powers 

Sounded  like  roaring  fire,  tho*  sight- 
less they 

As  midnight  storms. 

**  Eternity  is  dead! 

And  Time,  the  quivering  corpse  of 
it,  is  ours ! 

And  from  Eternity's  death-wound," 
they  said, 

"Fast,  fast,  the  life-drops  fall  — 
days,  minutes,  hours. 

Drop  after  drop,  with  world  on 
world,  away  — 

Into  the  final  nothingness  at  last ! 

To-day  sinks  swooning  into  yester- 
day, 

The  future  disappears  into  the  past. 

Eternity  lies  lost  in  what  hath  been 

Aud  is  no  more,  or  in  what  is  not 
yet ; 

For  all  the  rest  is  but  a  sigh  between 

A  hovering  fear  and  a  forlorn  re- 
gret. 

And  every  moment  but  begins  in 
vain 

A  world  that  is  with  every  moment 
ended ; 

For  broken  is  Eternity  in  twain, 

And  never  shall  Eternity  be  mended.'* 

This  sulleu  pa?an  waked,  where'er 
it  went 

Around  the  rolling  world,  respon- 
sive sounds 

Of  wrath  and  pain;  as  if  all  pas- 
sions pent 
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In  some  titanic  sool  had  burst  the 

bounds 
Of  individuality,  and  blent 
Their   personal    essence  with    the 

mindless  might 
Of  universal  forces.    First,  there 

came 
Ominous     suspirations,     tremours 

slight 
Of  sleepy  terror,  from  the  shudder- 
ing pores 
And  joints  and  sockets  of  earth's 

giant  frame ; 
Anon,  Behemoth,  bellowing,  with 

fierce  roars 
Shook  all  his  chains.    The  moun- 
tains, rack\l  and  pang'd 
By  earthquake,  thunder'd  from  their 

fiery  cores ; 
From  smitten  crag  to  crag  the  cata- 
racts clanged ; 
The  sharp  rain  hiss*d;    the  ocean 

howl'd ;  the  shores 
Shriek'd;   and  the  woods  tumultu- 

ously  twang'd 
Their  wailing  harps.     But  what  was 

felt  and  heard 
Thro'  all  that   uproar's  dissonant 

hurricane 
Was  not  the  inarticulate  noise  alone 
Of  winds  and  waves  and  woods  and 

mountains  stirr'd 
To  screaming  storm;   there  was  a 

mystic  strain 
Of  spiritual  agony,  a  tone 
Of  conscious  torment,  mingled  with 

the  train 
Of  those  unconscious  sounds, —  the 

personal  moan 
Of  some  invisible  being's  passionate 

pain. 

Wild  as  the  roar  of  an  uprooted 

world 
Wrench'd  from  its  orbit,  round  the 

Dream  of  Man 
This  swann  of  demon  discords  roU'd 

and  swirl'd. 
Thro'  Adam's  slumber,  as  it  hurtled 

by, 


Its  sounds  were  scatter'd ;  And  his 
dream  began 

Dimly  to  shape  beneath  his  sleep- 
shut  eye 

Weird  wavering  images  that  were» 
or  seem'd. 

The  echoes  of  those  sounds  made 
visible. 

So  that  to  Adam's  soul  the  dream 
he  dream'd 

Was  even  as  if  on  some  vast  cur- 
tain fell 

Troops  of  stupendous  shadows  in 
the  glare 

Shed  o'er  it  from  a  mighty  furnace, 
lit 

Behind  the  back  of  one  who,  to  his 
chair 

Fast  chain'd,  with  wistful  eyes  pe- 
ruses it. 

Wondering  what  sort  of  unseen 
beings  are  those 

Whose  phantoms  thro'  the  glory 
come  and  go : 

For  of  them  nothing  more  the 
watcher  knows 

Than  the  huge  shadows  they,  in 
passing,  throw 

Athwart  the  lurid  curtain;  nor 
whence  fiows 

The  light  those  shadows  darken, 
doth  he  know.^ 

Still  smiled  the  Seraph.  Slow,  in 
circuit  wide, 

Around  the  sphere  of  Adam's  dream 
he  drew 

The  solemn  splei^^lours  of  his  sword, 
and  cried 

'»Thus  far,  no  farther!"  The  In- 
fernal Crew 

In  vain  to  storm  that  a6ry  circle 
tried. 

And  round  it  hoarse  their  grovel- 
ling hubbub  grew, 

Reluctantly  beginning  to  subside 

In  sullen  howls  and  stified  bellow- 
ings. 
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Then  cried  the  An^el,  '  Waken, 
also,  you 

That  slumber  in  the  silence  of 
sweet  things, 

Voices  of  Consolation !  and  pursue 

From  hour  to  hour  with  your  fond 
welcomings 

Tliat  promise  fair  the  fleeting  hours 
renew ! 

Come  hither  from  the  hidden  heav- 
ens that  are 

Your  homes  on  earth !  Come,  with 
the  south  winds,  hither 

From  rosy  kingdoms  of  the  Vesper 
Star! 

Come,  with  the  sunrise,  from  the 
golden  ether ! 

Come  with  the  cushat's  goodnight 
coo,  from  bowers 

Uathed  in  the  tender  dews  of  even- 
tide, 

Or  with  the  hymn  that  to  the  matin 
hours 

The  laverock  sings  in  glorj'  unes- 
pied ! 


A  single  timorous  note  of  distant 

song. 
Like  the  first  chirrup  of  a  callow 

bird. 
Then,  one  by  cne,  from  here  and 

there,  arose 
Clear  in  the  far-off  stillness  of  the 

night 
(As  from  the  bosom  of  the  twilight 

grows 
Star  after  star)  a  multitude  of  light 
But  thrilling  tones,  a  choral  luir- 

mony 
Of  silvery  voices  in  symphonious 

scale ; 
Whose  heavenward  anthem  peal'd 

from  slty  to  sky, 
As  **  Hail !  **  they  sang,  "  Benignant 

Elohim,  hail! 
The  living  soul  of  dead  Eternity 
Thy  rescuing   sword   hath    free'd. 

From  its  dark  prison 
Released  at  last,  on  pinions  glorious 
Behold,  that  radiant  Spirit  is  now 

arisen ! 


llipi)le  light  music  of  the  restless  And  hark,  how  sweet  the  song  it 
»>re<^ze  sings  to  us ! 

Thro'  murmurous  haunts  of  sylvan  How  sweet  the  song,  how  fair  the 
oracles,  face!  for  tied 

And  loose  the  secrets  llsp'd  by  sum-  The  hovering   frown   erewhile   its 


raer  seas 

Into  the  husht  pink  ears  of  ])lush- 
ini^  shells ! 


aspect  wore, 
And  lo,  the  frigid  features  of  the 
dead 


Come,  with  remember'd  sounds  of    Are  flusht  with  spiritual  life !     No 

warbling  stream,  j  more 

And  whispering  bough,  from  wood- 1  Those  eyes  are  cold,  no  more  those 

land  cloisters !    Come,  \\^^  are  dumb. 

Consolers !    Enter  here,  and  let  the   And  *  Fear  no  more,'  they  sing,  '  to 

Dream  I  gaze  on  me  I 

That   Man   is  dreaming  be  hence-    Ye  call'd  me  Fate  when  I  was  frozen 

forth  your  home  I  "  numb 

In  the  cold  silence  of  Eternity, 
To  this  appeal  the  answer  lingerVl    And  then  ye  fear*d  me :  but  my  liv- 

long,  I  ing  home 

And  not  a  sound  upon  the  darkness    Henceforth  is  in  the  hearts  of  all 

stirr'd  i  who  live. 

Save  the  faint  moanings  of  the  De- 1  Fear  me  no  more,  then,  for  to  you 

mon  Throng.  !  I  come 

But  a  strange  note,  not  theirs,  at   With  an  eternal  gift  that  shall  sup- 
length  was  heard,  1  vive 
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Fate's  despot  nile  o'er  Time's  brief 

horoscope : 
Eternity  is  still  the  lorift  I  give 
To  all  who  trust  me,  and  my  name 

is  Hope.' " 

And  '*  Ave !  ave ! "  sang  the  Voices. 

'♦  Thee 
We  welcome,  holy  Hope,  that  from 

afar 
Dost  bring  the  promise  of  sweet 

things  to  be, 
Forever  sweeter  than  all  things  that 

are! 
Born   flying,   thy   fair  flight   thou 

CAnst  not  stop. 
But  into  the  sad  hearts   it  leaves 

behind 
Thou   dost,  in  passing,   from  thy 

pinions  drop 
One  spotless  plume  that,  cherisht, 

keeps  in  mind 
The  dear  remembrance  of  its  pas- 
sago.     We, 
Wliat  can  we  give  thee  in  retuni 

for  this? 
Take  at  their  best,  to  save  them, 

take  with  thee 
Our  sweetest  joys,  our  holiest  hours ; 

whose  bliss. 
To  thy  far  kingdom   borne  away, 

shall  be 
Better  and  brighter,  holier  still,  and 

higher ! 
Take  also.  Spirit  of  Eternity, 
Wliat  Time  made  ours,  to  make  it 

thine— Desire!" 

Closer  and  clearer  the  sweet  Voices 
grew. 

Borne  floating  on  their  own  song's 
rhytiimic  stream, 

Flutter'd  round  Adam's  slumber, 
downward  flew, 

And  settled  In  the  bosom  of  his 
dream. 

*'  Rest  there.  Consolers !  "  the  Arch- 
angel said, 

**And  you.  Disturbers,  strive  as  you 
have  striven, 


And  thou  —  dream  on,  poor  Dream- 
er!" 

Then  he  spread 
His  spacious  pinions,  and  retum'd 

to  heaven. 
Out  of  the  depths  of  Adam's  dream, 

and  clear 
All  round  it,  those  Consoling  Voi- 
ces pour'd 
Pure  strains  of  silver  sound,  that 

flU'd  the  sphere 
Traced  by  the  circuit  of  the  Angcl'ii 

sword. 
The     Demon     Powers,     resentful, 

roused  again 
Their    turbulent    cohorts    to    the 

overthrow 
Of  this  melodious  bulwark,  but  in 

vain; 
For  there  Hell's  surges  broke,  and 

hoai/^e  below 
Rbll'd  in  tumultuary  undertones 
Their  weltering  waves  of  passion 

and  of  pain, 
Goaded  and  groaning,  as  the  smit 

sea  groans 
When   the   stonn's  lash  is  on   its 

livid  mane. 

Those  sounds  were  heard  in  Heav- 
en ;  and,  down  the  light 

Of  all  the  listening  stars,  celestial 
streams 

Of  song  flow'd,  mingling  with  the 
troubled  flight 

Of  Uieir  fierce  tones  —  as,  while  the 
torrent  screams, 

The  calm  moon,  shining  thro'  a 
cloudless  night. 

Belts  his  tost  bosom  with  her  tran- 
quil beams. 

And    all    these    Voices,    with    the 

sounds  that  were 
Their    instrumental    slaves,  —  the 

Voices  sweet 
Of  Man's  Consolers,  hymning  praifie 

and  prayer, 
The  Voices  of  the  Passions  of  the 

Pit, 
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Sarth*8  dread  disturbers,  clarions 

of  despair, 
And  the  pure  Voices  of  the  Stars  — 

contending 
With  one  another,  pour'd  the  im- 
portunate tide 
Of  their  sonorous  strife,  in  strains 

ascending 
Beyond  the  visible  spheres,  to  where 

it  sighed 
About  the  elemental  boundary  wall 
Which  never,  to  the  other  unseen 

side, 
Tlie  swarming  senses  that  man's 

soul  enthral 
May  overpass.   For  shrouded  there, 

serene 
And  Irresponsive  to  the  strife  of 

all 
The  worlds  of  passion  and  of  sense 

—  unseen. 
Unheard  —  He  dwells,  Wlio  is,  and 

wills,  and  knows. 
And  there,  its  clamour  calm'd,  its 

vehement  play 
Of  contradictions  quench'd  in  the 

repose 
Of  a  sublime  accord  whose  spacious 

sway 
Iluslit  its  wild  course  to  an  hanuo- 

nious  close, 
Slowly   tile   sounding  tumult  died 

away. 

So,  when  all  storms  are  spent,  and 

Ocean's  sleep 
Ii(^viathan's  loud  voice  invades  no 

more. 
The  wearied  winds  into  the  silent 

deep 
Drop  the  last  echoes  of  his  dying 

roar. 
And  fold  their  heavy   wings,   and 

faintly  creep 
To  rest  on  some  lone  island's  desert 

shore ; 
Where   the    huge   billows    in    low 

waves  subside. 
And  the  low  waves  In  rippling;  shal- 
lows cease, 


While   the   luird   halcyon  on  the 

slumbrous  tide 
Broods,  and  the  breathing  stillnea« 

wliispers,  *'  Peace! " 

****** 
When  Adam    waked,    the    sounds 

that  in  his  dream 
Dream-woven  forms  had  worn  still 

haunted  him. 
Not  only  to  have  heard  them  did  he 

seem, 
But  even  to  have  seen  them,  in  a 

dim 
Indeflnite  world  that  of  life's  earth- 
ly scheme 
The  phantom  protoplast  appear'd. 

For  there 
Some  bliss  beyond  possession  was 

the  prize 
Relentless  wrestlers  strove  to  seize 

or  share ; 
And  o'er  a  battle-field  of  boundless 

size 
Hope  and  Desire  with  Terror  and 

Despair, 
And  Love  and  Faith  with  Hate  and 

Doubt,  contended; 
Importunately  rolling  to  and  fro, 
In    restless    contratlictlon     never 

ended, 
A  Yes  reverberated  by  a  No. 
Inttnlte  longing.  Infinite  resistance. 
Infinite  turmoil!  gaining  now,  now 

losing. 
And    then    again   with    passionate 

persistence 
Speeding  the  clamorous  chase  tliro' 

vast,  confusing, 
Inextricable  mazes;  but  still  ever. 
Beyond  the  strife  of  discords  and 

the  cry 
Of  conflict,  with  inveterate  endeav- 
our, 
Tending  towards  a  far  off  harmon?. 

And    MUSIC    was    the    name    the 

dreamer  gave 
To  that  dream-world's  mysterious 

sofinds.     In  vain,  [crave 

However,  for  long  years  did  Adam 
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To  hear,  In  this  world,  that  world's 
sounds  again. 

And  everywhere  on  earth  he  sought 
to  find 

Or  fashion  Images  that  might  ex- 
press 

The  echoes  of  them  lingering  in  his 
mind, 

But  nought  resembled  their  myste- 
riousness. 

His  sons  grew  up.    Memorial  words 

they  wrote 
On  sun-dried  river-reeds  in  cunning 

rhymes, 
Or  graved  them  on  the  rocks,  that 

men  might  note 
Who  went  before  them  in  the  after 

times. 
He  praised  their  scripture,  but  he 

shook  his  head. 
*•  The  higher  language  still  lies  out 

of  reach, 
And  sweet  your  rhymes,  my  sons ; 

but,  ah  I "  he  said, 
•*  They  are  not  music,  only  sweeter 

speech." 
His  sons  took  clay,  and  kneaded  it 

with  skill 
Into    the   images   of    beasts,    and 

men. 
And  gods.      But  »*  Music,"  Adam 

munnur'd  still, 
*'  In  form  alone  I  find  not."    Col- 
our then 
To     form     they     added  —  colour 

squeezed  and  ground 
From  herbs  and  earths  —  and  pict- 
ures rich  they  wrought 
Of  man,  his  doings,  and  the  world 

around. 
But  not  in  these  was  found  what 

Adam  sought. 
*'  Things  seen  and  known,"  he  said, 

**  they  mimic  well, 
But  all  things  known  and  seen  are, 

I  surmise, 
Themselves  but  pictures  of  invisi- 
ble. 
Or  echoes  of  unheard,  infinities. 


Definite  are  words,  forms,  and  col- 
ours, each : 
Music  alone  is  infinite." 

And  none 
Of    Adam's    offspring   understood 

that  speech, 
Save  Jubal  only.     Jubal  was  the 

son 
Of  Lamech,  whose  progenitor  was 

Cain. 
His  life's  ancestral  consciousness 
of  death 

Stretch'd  each  sensation  to  a  finer 
strain ; 

Into  his  listening  ear  earth's  light- 
est breath 

An   infinite    mystery  breath'd;    in 
every  sound 

That  mystery  sent  a  message  to  his 
soul ; 

Xor  could  he  rest  till  definite  means 
he  found 

Its  messengers  to  summon  and  con- 
trol. 

And    what    he    sought  by  wistful 
ways  unnumber'd. 

Searching,    at    last    he    found    in 
things  where  long 

Had  Music  on  the  breast  of  Silence 
slumber'd. 

Waiting  his  smnmons  to  awake  and 
throng 

The  bronzen  tubes  he  wrought  with 
stops  and  vents. 

Or  shells  with   silver  lute-strings 
overlaid. 

When  Jubal  play'd  upon  these  In- 
struments 

A     visionary     transport,     as     he 
play'd. 

Rose  in  each  listener  and  reveal'd 
to  him 

The  beauty  and  the  bliss  of  Para- 
dise, 

The  songs  and  splendours  of  the 
Seraphim. 

Albeit  these  transports  from  amer« 
device 
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Of  wind-blown  pipes  in  order  ranged 

arose, 
Or  strings  tliat,  smitten,  rendered 

response  sharp. 

And  Jubal  was  the  father  of  all 

those 
Whose  hand  is  on  the  organ  and 

the  harp. 

III. 
THE    LEGEND    OF   LOVE. 

EvK  had  heard  all,  but  nothing  had 

she  seen : 
For,  ere  the  Archangel's  sword  was 

drawn,  dividing 
The  oneness  of  Eternity,  between 
The   gates   of    Eden    fraudulently 

gliding. 
Athwart  the  wilderness  the  Snake 

slid  near. 
And,  where  beneath  the  weight  of 

one  day*8  ill 
Fallen  she  lay,  into  the  woman's 

ear 
He  whisper'd,   *'Look  notl    utter 

not  I  lie  still !  " 
Eve  heard,  and  at  his  bidding  still 

she  lay, 
Nor  look'd,  nor  utter'd. 

In  the  woman's  eyes 
Thus  linger'd  a  reflection  of  what 

they 
Last  look'd  on  ere  she  closed  them 

—  Paradise. 
For    all    the    Archangel's    weapon 

shore  away 
From  Man's  perception  was  what 

lay  before 
The    gaze    of    Adam    when    that 

sword's  sharp  ray 
(Rending  his  cloven  consciousness 

in  twain) 
Parted  the  l*resent  from  the  Past. 

But  o'er 
The  loveliness  that  in  their  looks 

had  lain 


When  last  on  Eden  from  afar  she 

gazed. 
The  lids  of  Eve  were  fallen  ere  (for 

bane 
Or  blessing)  Adam's  granted  prayer 

erased 
For  ever  from  the  records  of  his 

brain 
Each  memory  of  Paradise. 

And  there. 

In  Eve's  shut  eyes  whate'er  on  earth 
is  left 

Of  Eden — faint  reflections  of  it, 
fair 

Fallacious  phantoms  of  a  bliss  be- 
reft 

Of  all  reality  —  escaped  the  stroke 

That  from  remembrance  all  the  rest 
dlspeU'd. 

So  Adam  in  Eve's  eyes,  when  he 
awoke. 

Vague  semblances  of  Paradise  be- 
held; 

And  that  lost  gleam  of  Eden's  light 
that  still 

Dreamlike  and  dim  in  his  own  be- 
ing dwelt 

Responded  to  them  with  a  mystic 
thrill, 

Tho'  Adam  understood  not  what  he 
felt. 

And  still  Eve's  daughters  in  their 

looks  retain 
Those    mirror'd    mockeries    their 

mother's  eyes 
Bcqueath'd  them,  tho*  the  Paradise 

they  feign 
Is  now  a  long-forbidden  Paradise. 
Reveal'd  in  Woman's  gaze  Man  seems 

to  see 
The  wisht-for  Eden  he  hath  lost. 

He  deems 
That  Eden  still  in  Woman's  self 

must  be. 
And  he  would  fain  re-enter  it.    His 

dreams 
Are  kindled,  by  the  mystic  light 

that  lies 
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In  these  sweet  looks,  to  fervid  wish- 
fulness  ; 

And,  missing  what  he  ne'er  hath 
known,  he  sighs 

For  what,  itself,  is  bnt  a  sigh  —  the 
bliss 

Which  there  he  seeks,  and  there  is 
lost  again. 

No  more,  O  nevermore,  those  steps 

of  his. 
Whose  progress  is  bnt  a  progressive 

pain. 
The  Paradise  they  seek  may  reach 

and  rove ! 
Yet  still  the  search  Is  sweet,  albeit 

In  vain; 
It  lasts  for  ever,  and  men  call  it 

Love. 

IV. 

THE  LEGEND  OF  THE  IDEAL. 

Whex,  at  the  archangellc  bidding 

(blest 
With  onejbrief  vision  of  his  happy 

past 
In  all  the  lost  delights  of  Eden  drest) 
Adam  on  Paradise  had  looked  his 

last, 
There  every  form  of  loveliness  be- 
loved 
Whose  beauty,  dear  to  his  adoring 

eye. 
Had  breathed  delight  thro'  all  the 

haunts  of  yore, 
And  clothed  In  gladness  all  the  days 

gone  by. 
The  man  beheld,  save  one. 

For  Eve  no  more 
Among  the  abandon'd   bowers  of 

Eden  moved. 
Eden  was  Eveless. 

Thus,  Man's  memory 
Of  Woman  as  In  Paradise  she  was 
The    archangelic    sword    had    not 
transflxt. 


This  memory  made  in  Adam's  mind, 

alas, 
A  visionary  Image,  vaguely  mlxt 
With  that  stray  glimpse  of  Eden's 

light  that  fell 
Into  his   slumber,   and   became  a 

dream, 
The  dream  of  Adam's  life.    And 

there,  too  well 
Remember'd ,  with  her  beauty's  phan- 
tom gleam 
Mocking  him,  moved  the  Eve  of 

Paradise ; 
Immeasurably  fairer  than  the  Eve 
That  walk'd  by  Adam's  side  with 

sullen  sighs 
And  faded  cheek  —  condemn'd,  like 

him,  to  grieve 
And  to  grow  old ;  like  him,  to  brave 

the  bleakness 
Of  life's  long  desert ;  and,  with  him, 

to  share 
The  weight  of  many  a  burden,  borne 

In  meekness 
Or  borne  In  bitterness,  still  hard  to 

l>ear; 
An  earthly  woman,  with  a  woman's 
I  weakness, 

I  A  woman's  faults. 

That  phantom,  faultless  fair. 

(The  unforgotten  Eve  of  Pai^lse, 

Beautiful  as  he  first  beheld  her 
there, 

Ere  any  tear  had  dlmm'd  her  glori- 
ous eyes) 

Long  after  Paradise  Itself  had 
been 

By  him  forgotten,  haunted  Adam's 
gaze. 

And  Adam  made  comparison  be- 
tween 

The  faithful  partner  of  his  faultful 
days, 

Who  stray 'd,  and  slnn'd,  and  snffer'd 
by  his  side. 

And  that  Imagined  woman.  With 
a  sigh. 

Her  unattainable  beauty,  when  he 
died, 
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Adam  bequeathed  to  his  posterity, 
Who  call'd  it  The  Idbax. 

And  Mankind 

Still  cherish  it,  and  still  it  cheats 
them  all. 

For,  with  the  Ideal  Woman  in  his 
mind, 

Fair  as  she  was  in  Eden  ere  the  Fall, 

Still  each  doth  discontentedly  com- 
pare 

The  sad  associate  of  his  earthly  lot ; 

And  still  the  Earthly  Woman  seems 
less  fair 

Than  her  ideal  image  nnforgot. 

****** 

And  Adam  slept  and  dream'd  and 
waited  again 

From  day  to  day,  from  age  to  age. 
Apace 

Time  trod  his  self-repeating  path. 
To  Men 

Man  grew,  and  Adam  became  Ad- 
am's liace. 

t 

The  Race  of  Adam,  by  his  granted 

prayer 
Born  as  it  was  oblivious  of  lifers 

source, 
Went    onward,   liglited    only  here 

and  there 
And  now  and  then,  along  its  eyeless 

course. 
By  visionary  flashes  brief  and  rare 
Of  unexplain'd  remembrance,  that 

appear'd 
Vague  prescience.      For  the  goal 

whereto  Man  goes 
Is  his   recovered    starting-point  — 

tho*,  rear'd 
In    a    profound    forget  fulness,  he 

knows 
No  longer  whence  or  whither  winds 

the  track 
His  steps  have  enter'd,  and  so  lives 

like  those 
Who,    dreaming,    dream    not   that 

sleep  leads  at  last 
To  waking,  that  to  wake  Is  to  come 

back, 


And  that  what  seems  the  Future  is 
the  Past. 

But  round  that  Ghost  of  Human 

Loveliness 
Which  over  Human  Life's  unlovely 

way 
Hovered  afar,  evading  the  caress 
It  still  invoked,  the  reminiscent  ray 
Of  Eden's  glory   (lost  in  Adam's 

Dream 
And    mingled    with   his    soul)   so 

shone  and  glow'd, 
That  on  Man's  spirit  the  reflected 

gleam 
Of  its  divine  e£fVilgence  oft  bestow'd 
A  supersensuous  potency  of  sight. 
Piercing,  without  an  effort  of  his 

will. 
The  Universal  Veil  that  dims  the 

light 
Of  Universal  Truth.      A  teeming 

thrill 
Of  recognition  thro'  his  senses  ran 
From  things  that  power  reveal'd  to 

him :  and  he 
To  Nature  cried,  **  Behold  thy  mis- 
sing plan ! 
For  is  not  this  what  thou  hast  tried 

to  be?  " 
^Vhereto,   from    all  her  conscious 

deeps,  to  Man 
Nature  responded,  "  Yes! 


f» 


In  toil  and  pain 
At  other   times,   by    other   ways, 

Man's  wits 
Search  after  knowledge,  but  can 

ne'er  attain 
The  flying  point  that  on  before  him 

fllt«. 
For  he  Is  as  a  voyager  in  vain 
Sailing  towards  horizons  that  re- 
cede 
From  phantom  frontier  lines  of  sky 

and  main. 
With  furtive  motion  measured  by 

the  speed 
Of  their  pursuer.      But  wherercr 

shines 
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That  sadden  ray  of  reminiscence 

rare, 
There,  and  there  only,  the  conver- 
gent lines 
Of  the  orb'd   Universe  shut  fast, 

and  there 
Man's  knowledge  rests,  nntraveU'd, 

at  the  goal. 
For,  be  it  ne'er  so  trivial,  ne'er  so 

mean, 
The  one  becomes  the  All,  the  part 

the  Whole, 
When,  thro*  them  both,  what  each 

conceal'd  is  seen. 

And  age  by  age,  man  after  man  es- 
saying 

To  fix  for  endless  worship  and  der 
light. 

In  shrines  of  permanence  for  ever 
staying, 

These  gleams  of  truth  for  ever 
taking  flight, 


Men  fashion'd  forth  new  forms  of 

Time  and  Space, 
Idealising   both.      The  work  they 

wrought 
In  Space  was  Beauty,  and  in  Time 

'twas  Grace. 
These  two  ideals  ever3rwhere  they 

sought ; 
But  the  ideal  human  form  and  face 
Were  still  the  fairest,  still  the  love- 
liest. 
And  still  thro'  human  action,  human 

thought. 
And  most  of  all  thro*  human  love, 

men's  quest 
With  fondest  fervour  roams  to  find 

the  sphere 
Of  that  Ideal  World  wherein  the 

part 
Includes  the  Whole,  the  one  the  All. 

For  there 
Men  are  to  Man  transform'd,  and 

life  to  Art. 


SECOND   SERIES.— MAN  AND   BEAST. 


"  Tbou  ha«t  put  all  things  under  hiB  feet :  all  sheep  and  oxen,  yea,  and  the  beaata  of 
tue  field."  — Pbalx  viii. 


For  every  time  that  Adam  f  ear'd  he 

pray'd. 
And  every  thing  he  fear'd  he  wor- 

sliipt.    Orey 
And  great,  this  formidable  moun- 
tain made 
Gravely  along  the  plain  its  gradual 

way, 
Till  over  Adam  hover'd  its  hupt' 
shade. 
That  dript  upon  his  labour,  gazing   Then,  in  a  language  lost  for  ever 

round  i  and  aye, 

Me  saw  (and  at  that  sight  his  foar  !  The  Mountain  to  the  Man,  reproach- 


I. 

THE   LEGEND   OF   THE    ELE- 
PHANT. 

One  day  when  Adam,  as  he  dug  the 

ground. 
Lifted  his  forehead  to  wipe  ofl*  the 

sweat 


was  great) 
K  Ttountaiu  moving  toward  him. 

Sore  afraid, 
Adam  fell  prostrate  and  began  to 
pray. 


ful,  said  — 
•'  Dost  thou  not  know  me,  Adam?  " 

"  Mountain,  nay," 
The  Man  replied,  ''nor  did  I  ever 
see 
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A  mountaiD  move,  as  thou  dost. 

Yesterday 
I  met  a  mountain,  but  'twas  unlike 

thee, 
Far  larger,  and  it  lay  athwart  my 

track, 
Nor  moved  altho*  I  bent  to  it  my 

knee. 
So  on  I  pass'd  over  the  mountain's 

back. 
Was   that  a  sin?      So   many  sins 

tliere  be ! 
And  art  thou   come  to  punish  it, 

alack, 
By  marching  on  mine   own  back 

over  me?" 

"  Adam,"  the    Mountain   answcr'd 

him,  *'  arise!" 
Not  at  my  feet  thy  place  is.   Whence 

this  dread? 
Alas,  when  we  were  still  in  Para- 
dise 
Fast  friends  were  we."    But  Adam 

hung  his  head. 
And  mutter'd,  "  Friends?    I  know 

not  what  that  is. 
Why  dost  thou  persecute  me,  and 

pursue? 
Is  Paradise  a  wilderness  like  this? 
I  know  it  not,  and  thee  I  never 

knew." 
'•  Well  didst   thou  know  me  once, 

when  we  were  there," 
The  Mountain  answcr'd,  *'  nor  canst 

thou  deny 
'Twas  thou    who    gavest   me    the 

name   I   bear." 
But  Adam,   crouching,  cried,  "  It 

was  not  I ! 
I  never  gave  thee  anything  at  all. 
What  wouldst  thou?  worship?  sac- 
rifice? roots?  grain? 
Take,  and  begone!     Mountain,  my 

store  is  small." 


That  Adam  in  the  desert  had  for- 
got 

His  happier  birthplace.     The  good 
beast  was  grieved ; 

And    "  Those,"   he    said,    **  whoai 
thou  rememb'rest  not 

Remember  thee.    We  could  not  live 
bereaved 

Of  thy  loved  presence,  and  from 
end  to  end 

Of  Eden  sought  thee.     When  thou 
didst  not  come 

We  mourn 'd  thee,  missing  our  great 
human  friend. 

And  wondering  what  withheld  him 
from  his  home. 

I  think  the  fervour  of  our  fond  dis- 
tress 

Melted  the  battlements  of  Paradise. 

They  fell,  and  forth  into  the  wil- 
derness 

We  came  to  find  thee.    For  who 
else  is  wise 

As  thou  art?  and  we  hold  thee  great 
above 

Our  greatest.     Why  hast  thou  for 
saken  us 

For  this  drear  desert?     Was  not 
Eden  best? 

Unsweet  the  region  thou  hast  cho- 
sen thus ! 

Yet  less  forlorn  than  loss  of  human 
love 

Hath  left  the  bowers   by  love  in 
Eden  blest. 

So  where  thou  dwellest  shall  our 
dwelling  be. 

Since  joy  from  Eden   went  when 
thou  wert  gone. 

And  where  thou  goest  we  will  go 
with  thee. 

To  tell  thee  this  the  others  sent  me 
on." 


And  sullenly  the  savage  tum'd  again 
To  the  hard  labour  of  his  daily  lot. 

By  this  the  pitying  Elephant  per-   More  Elephants  like  thee? 
celved  beast  replied. 


Adam  look'd  \\\}  alarm'tl,  and  trem- 
bling cried. 

"  What  others?    Then  I  am  indeed 
undone ! 

The 
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*' Alas,  hast  thou  forgotten  every- 
one 
Of  thine  old  followers,  the  blithe 

beasts  that  were 
Thy  folk  In  Paradise?  which  for 

thy  sake 
We  hare  abandoned,  and  are  come 

to  share 
Thy  labour,  and  near  thine  our  lodg- 
ing make. 
For  Man  completes  us  all,  whatever 

we  be. 
And  to  his  service   faithfully  we 

pledge 
Our  several  forces.    Leaves  unto 

the  tree 
They  garment,  feathers  to  the  wing 

they  fledge. 
Wings  to  the  bird  they  bear,  and 

hands  to  thee. 
Belong  not  more  than  we  for  Man 

were  made. 
So  if  thou  sufferest  we  will  sufler 

too, 
And  if  thou  toilest  we  thy  toil  will 

aid. 
And  we  will  be  thy  loving  servants 

true. 
And  thou  shalt  be  our  master." 


Adam  said 
Nothing.      A  mist    that,   melting, 

tum'd  to  dew 
Was   in   his  eyes.      He  could   not 

speak  a  word. 
That  wTetched  savage  grovelling  in 

the  dust, 
Whose  rebel  will  had  disobey'd  the 

Lord, 
Whose  coward  heart  had  lost  both 

love  and  trust. 
Whose  dull  despair  had  from  his 

blinded  eye 
Effaced  the  Past,  and  to  the  Present 

left 
Nothing  but  degradation  utterly 
Of  nobler  reminiscences  bereft. 
What  could  he  answer  ? 


Nothing  did  he  say ; 
But  sank  down  silent  on  the  desert 

earth. 
And,  sinking,  flung  the  rough-hewn 

flint  away. 
Wherewith  he  had  been  digging  its 

hard  dearth. 
Then  closer  to  the  gentle  beast  he 

crept, 
And  hid  his  face  between  his  hands, 

and  wept. 


II. 
THE  LEGEND  OF   THE  ASS. 

The  Elephant  then  lifted  up  on 
high 

His  weaving  trunk,  and  trumpeted  a 
clear 

Sonorous  summons.  With  respon- 
sive cry 

To  that  glad  signal,  all  the  beasts 
drew  near. 

And  stood  round  Adam  who  was 
weeping  still. 

Not  one  faint  word  of  welcome  did 
he  say ; 

But  all  to  comfort  him  employ*d 
their  skill. 

And  each  beast  gave  him  some  good 
gift.     For  they. 

When  forth  from  Paradise  they 
w^ent  to  find 

Its  unforgotten  lord,  had  brought 
away 

As  many  of  the  treasures  left  be- 
hind 

By  Man  as  each  could  carry. 

So  that  day 

(Thanks  to  the  beasts,  who  had 
preserved  them)  he 

Some  precious  fragments  of  him- 
self at  length 

Recovered,  and  became  in  some 
degree 

Human  again.  Proud  consciousness 
of  strength 
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The  Lion  gave  him.    Honesty  of 

heart  [dull 

The  Dog.     A  vigilance  that's  never 
The  Lynx  bestow'd.     The  Beaver 

brought  him  art, 
The  Eagle  aspiration.    Tenderness 
The  Dove  contributed,  the  Elephant 
Benign  sagacity,  the  Fox  address. 
He  gained  a  sturdy  courage  from 

the  Bull : 
And,  all  combining  to  supply  Man's 

want, 
Each    beast    and    bird   in    tribute 

bountiful. 
Gave  Adam  something  he  had  lacked 

before. 
He   took  whatever  they  gave  him, 

and  began, 
As  gift  by  gift  he  gatlier'd  up  the 

store. 
Slowly  to  feel  himself  once  more  a 

man. 

One  beast  there  was  who  let  the 

others  pass, 
Each  with  his  tributary  offering. 
Before  him,  patiently.     It  was  the 

Ass. 
And  when  his  turn  came  some  good 

gift  to  bring, 
He  seem'd  to  look  for  something  in 

the  grass. 
But  did  not  offer  Adam  anything. 

Caressingly,    like   an   importunate 

child, 
Adam  approach'd  the  Ass,  whose 

shaggy  head 
He  fondled.    "  Gentle  are  thy  looks 

and  mild. 
Hast  thou  not  brought  me  any  gift?  *' 

he  said. 
The  Ass  replied,  *'My  gift  is  all 

unttt 
To  offer  thee."    Adam  was  vext, 

and  frowrfd. 
The  Ass  resumed,  "I  am  ashamed 

of  it, 
Althoujjh  in   Paradise  this  gift  I 

found. 


No  other  beast  to  take  it  had  a  mind. 
And  if  I  had  not  pick'd  it  from  the 

ground 
I  think  it  would  have  there  been 

left  beWnd." 

The  Man    heard   this    not  wholly 

without  shame ; 
But  still  he  answered  from  a  greedy 

heart, 
'*No  matter!  give  it  to  me,  all  the 

same.*' 

Then  said  the  Ass,  '*  If  of  a  mind 

thou  art 
To  share  with  me  mine  all,  I  do  but 

claim 
To  keep  a  portion  of  it.    Choose 

thy  part," 
And  in  two  parts  he  portioned  it. 

But  those 
Two  parts  appeared  unequal.     With 

the  zest 
Of  selfishness,  Man,  naturally,  chose 
The  biggest,  thinking  it  must  be 

the  best. 

But  Adam,  as  his  wont  it  was,  chose 

wrong, 
For  what  the  Ass  (with  a  prophetic 

sense 
Perchance  of  his  own  need  of  it  ere 

long) 
Had  saved  from  Eden  was  Bexkv- 

OLENCE. 

When  thus  partition'd  between  Man 

and  Beast, 
Benevolence  its  primal  beauty  lost ; 
And  Adam's  portion  proveil  to  be 

the  least 
Benignant,  tho*  he  fancied   it  the 

most. 
This  fraction  of  Benevolence  l)e- 

gan. 
When  mingled  with  Man's  charac- 
ter, alas, 
To  be  Stupidity;   and,  scorn'd   by 

Man, 
'Tis  Patience  that  has  rested  with 

the  Ass. 


THE  LEGEND   OF   THE  DEAD  LAMBS, 
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.III. 

THE  LEGEND    OF  THE  DEAD 
LAMBS. 

Death,  tho*  already  in  the  world, 

as  yet 
Had  only  tried  his  timorous  tooth 

to  whet 
On  grass  and  leaves.    But  he  began 

to  grow 
Greedier,  greater,  and  resolved  to 

know 
The  taste  of  stronger  food    than 

such  light  fare. 
To  feed  on  human  flesh  he  did  not 

dare. 
Till  many  a  meaner  meal  had  slow- 
ly given 
The  young  destroyer  strength  to 

vanquish  even 
His    restless  rival  in   destruction, 

Man. 
Meanwhile,  on    lesser  victims    he 

began 
To  test  his  power:  and  in  a  cold 

Spring  night 
Two  weanling  Lambs  first  perish'd 

from  his  bite. 
The  bleatings  of  their  dam  at  break 

of  day 
Drew  t6  the  spot  where  her  dead 

Lambkins  lay 
Tlie  other  beasts.  They,  understand- 
ing not, 
In  wistful  silence  round  that  fatal 

spot 
Stood  eyeing  the  dead  Lambs  with 

looks  forlorn. 

Adam,  who  was  upon  the  march 

that  mom. 
Missing  his  bodyguard,  tum'd  back 

to  see 
What  they  were  doing;  and  there 

also  he 
Saw  the  two  frozen  Lambkins  lying 

dead. 
But  understood  not.    At  the  last  he 

said, 


**  Since  the  Lambs  cannot   move, 

methinks  'twere  best 
That  I  should  carry  them." 

So  on  his  breast 
He   laid    their   little    bodies,    and 

again 
Set  forward,  f ollow*d  o*er  the  frosty 

plain 
By  liis  bewildered  flocks.    And  in 

dismay 
They  held  their  peace.    That  was  a 

silent  day. 
At  night  he  laid  the  dead  Lambs  on 

the  grass. 
That  night  still    colder  than    the 

other  was. 
And  when  the  morning  broke  there 

were  two  more 
Dead  Lambs  to  carry.    Adam  took 

the  four. 
And  in  his  arms  he  bore  them,  no 

great  way, 
Till  eventide.     That  was  a  sorrow- 
ful day. 

But,  ere  the  next,  two  other  lamb- 
kins died. 
Frost-bitten    in    the    dark.      Then 

Adam  tried 
To  carry  them,   all  six.     But  the 

poor  Sheep 
Said,  "Nay,  we  thank  thee,  Adam. 

Let  them  sleep ! 
Thou  canst  not  carry  them.     Tis 

all  in  vain. 
We  fear  our    Lambkins  will    not 

wake  again. 
And,  if  they  wake,  they  could  not 

walk  —  for  see, 
Their  little  legs  are  stiflfen'd.    Let 

them  be ! " 
So  Adam  left  the  Lambs.     And  all 

the  Herd 
Followed  him  sorrowing,  and  not  a 

word 
Was  spoken.    Never  tmtil  then  had 

they 
Their  own  forsaken.    That  was  the 

worst  day. 
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Eve  said  to   Adam,  as  they  went 

along, 
*'  Adam,   last  night  the   cold  was 

bitter  strong. 
Warm  fleeces  to  keep  out  the  freez- 
ing wind 
Have  those  six  Lambkins  thou  hast 

left  behind ; 
Bat  they  will  never  need  them  any 

more. 
Go,  fetch  them  here!   and  I  will 

make,  before 
This  day  be  done,  stout  garments 

for  us  both, 
Lest  we,  too,  wake  no  more."    Said 

Adam,  loth 
To  do  her  bidding,  "  Why  dost  thou 

suppose 
Our  Lambs  will   nevermore    have 

need  of  those 
Warm  fleeces  ?  They  are  sleeping." 

But  Eve  said, 
**  They    are    not    sleeping,    Adam. 

They  arc  dead." 
•♦Dead?     What  is  that?"   "  I  know 

uot.     But  I  know 
That   they   no   more  can  feel  the 

north  wind  blow, 
Nor  the   sun   burn.     They  cannot 

hear  the  bleat 
Of  their  own  mothers,  cannot  suf- 
fer heat 
Or  cold,  or  thirst  or  hunger,  weari- 
ness 
Or  want,  again."    "  How  dost  thou 

know  all  this?" 
Ask'd  Adam.     And  Eve  whisper'd 

in  his  ear, 
*'The  Serpent  told  me."    "Is  the 

Serpent  here? 
If  here  he  be,  why  hath  he,"  Adam 

cried, 
'*No    good     gift    brought    me?" 

Adam's  wife  replied, 
*♦  The  best  of  gifts,  if  rightly  un- 
derstood. 
He  brings   thee,   and  that  gift  is 

counsel  good. 
The   Serpent   is  a  prudent  beast; 

and  right ! 


For  we  were  miserably  cold  last 

night. 
And  may  to-night  be  colder;  and 

hard  by 
Those  dead  Lambs  in  their  woolly 

fleeces  lie. 
Yet  need  them  not  as  we  do.    They 

are  dead. 
Go,  fetch  them  hither ! " 

Adam  shook  his  head. 

But  went. 
Next  morning,  to  the  beasts'  sur- 
prise, [eyes 

Adam  and  Eve  appeared  before  their 

In    woollen    fleeces    warmly    gar- 
mented. 

And  all  the  beasts  to  one  another 
said, 

"  How  wonderful  is  Man,  who  can 
make  wool 

As  good  as  Sheep's  wool,  and  more 
beautiful!" 

Only  the  Fox,  who  snif  t  and  grlnn*d, 

had  guess'd 
Man's  unacknowledged  theft:   and 

to  the  rest 
He   sneer'd,    *'  How   wonderful   is 

Woman's  whim ! 
Sec,  Adam's  wife  hath  made  a  sheep 

of  him ! " 

IV. 

THE   LEGEND   OF   EVE'S 
JEWELS. 

From  that  day  forth  Eve  eyed  with 

tenderness 
The   Serpent,  to  whose  craft  she 

owed  her  dress. 
But  *'More,"  he  whisper'd  in  her 

ear  one  day, 
"Thou  still  mayst  owe  me,  if  it 

please  thee.     Say, 
Wouldst  thou  be  fair?  " 

The  woman  smiled,  ** Behold  me! 
Am  I  not  fair  already?"    "  Wh^ 
hath  told  thee 
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That  thou  art  fair?"  the  Serpent 

ask'd.    Again 
Eve  smiled,  and  answer'd,  '^Adam." 

«*Ah,  but  when?" 
He  ask'd.    And,  this  time  sighing 

as  she  smiled, 
She  said,  •*  Before  the  birth  of  our 

first  child." 
"  I  thought  so,"  said  the  Serpent. 

*'  Long  ago!" 
Eve's  eyes  grew  tearful.    She  re- 
plied, "  I  know 
It  was  but  yesterday  I  chanced  to 

trace 
Reflected  in  a  mountain  pool  the  face 
That  he  had  praised;   and  I  was 

satisfied 
That  certainly,  unless  the  water  lied, 
Adam  was  right."     "  \yas  right," 

the  Serpent  said, 
**So    was    last    summer    sweet." 

'*  Doth  beauty  fade?" 
Eve  mnrmur*d.     "  Ay,  with  youth," 

said  he.     "  And  thou 
Canst    make    me    young    again?" 

"  Not  that.     But  how, 
Wlien  youn^  no  more,  to  make  thee 

fair  again 
I  know  a  way."     "  Wliat-  way?" 

said  Eve.     "Explain!" 
*•  It  is,"  he  answer'd,  "  by  adorning 

thee." 
*•  And  what  wouldst  thou  adorn  me 

with?"  said  she. 
♦'  Myself ! "  he  whispered. 

Then  the  Serpent  roll'd 
His  ruby-colour'd  rings  and  colls 

of  gold 
Around  tlie  form  of  Eve :  her  neck 

enlaced, 


And  was  a  bracelet.    Last  of  all, 

her  brow 
He    crown'd,    and    cried,    *•  Man's 

Queen,  I  hail  thee  now  I  " 

Eve  blusht.     The  sense  of  some 

new  sexual  power 
Unknown  to  all  her  being  till  that 

hour. 
Within  it  kindled  a  superb  surprise. 
Back,    with   half-open'd   lips    and 

half -shut  eyes, 
She  lcan*d  to  its  rich  load  her  jew- 

ell'd  head. 

And  at  her  ear  again  the  Serpent 

said, 
"By    the    bright    blaze    of    thine 

adornment,  see 
What  in  the  years  to  come  thy  sex 

shall  be ! 
Mere  female  animal,  much  weaker 

than 
The  male  its  master,  not  the  Queen 

of  Man, 
Scarce  even  his  mate,  that  sex  was 

born ;  but  more 
Tlian  it  was  born  shall  it  become. 

Such  store 
Doth  in  it  lurk  of  secret  subtUty, 
Such  seed  of  complex  life,  as  l)y- 

and-by 
Shall  grow  into  full  Woman ;  and , 

when  grown. 
The  Woman  sliall  avenge,  tho'  she 

disown, 
The  Female,  her  forgotten  ances- 
tress. 
Mother  of  both,  my  glittering  caress 
Now  wakes   beneath  thy  bosom's 
kindled  Hnow 
And  was  a  necklace ;  girt  her  pliant '  Whole  worlds  of  Womanhood  In 

waist,  I  embryo ! 

And  was  a  girdle;  with  elastic  bound  ,  A  penal  law  controls  Man's  fallen 
Above  her  knee  his  wistful  clasp  "  state. 

en  wound,  ■  Its  name  is  Progress :  and,  to  stim- 

And  was  a  garter;   with  repeated.  ulate  [Decay, 

twist  I  That  progress  to  its  destin'd  goal. 

Of  twinkling  chain  entwined  her   Woman,  with  growing  power,  shall 

tender  wrist,  all  the  way 
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Its  course  accompany  —  from  hap- 
piness [distress ; 

And  ignorance  to  knowledge  and 

From  careless  impulse  to  contrived 
device ; 

From  spontaneity  to  artifice ; 

From  simple  to  sophisticated  life; 

From  faith  to  doubt,  and  from  re- 
pose to  strife. 

Whilst,  still  as  Progress  doth  its 
prey  pursue, 

The  weaker  shall  the  stronger-bom 
subdue, 

Man  subjugating  first  those  mon- 
sters grim 

Whose  strength  is  more  than  his; 
then.  Woman  him ; 

Tho*  he  bom  weaker  than  most 
beasts,  and  she 

Bom  weaker  even  that  man's  own 
weakness,  be. 

So  shall  the  Feminine  Force  that 
set  him  on 

Still  keep  him  going  till  his  course 
be  done.  [way, 

Far  hath  he  yet  to  travel  his  long 

But  thou  hast  started  him.  And 
on  the  day 

He  lost  that  Paradise  he  ne*er  had 
won, 

Here  was  his  progress,  thanks  to 
thee,  begun. 

That  was  Man's  first  step  forward. 
I  perceive 

He  (thanks  again  to  thee)  is  on  the 
eve  [him 

Of   yet  another.     Good  advice  to 

Thou  gavest,  whence  he  got  his 
winter  trim, 

So  wann  and  stout.  But  at  that 
fleecy  coat 

The  beasts,  liis  unprogressive 
friends,  I  note. 

Begin  to  look  suspiciously  askance. 

And  thence  do  I  predict  his  next 
advance. 

*Twixt  Man  and  Beast  the  inevita- 
ble strife 

Must  needs  enforce  *twixt  Man  and 
Man  a  life 


More  artificial.  And  therefrom 
shall  rise 

The  Future  Woman ;  f  orm*d  to  civ- 
ilize, 

Corrupt,  and  ruin,  raise,  and  over- 
throw [owe 

Cycles  of  social  types  that  all  shall 

To  her  creative  and  destructive 
sway 

Their  beauty's  blossom,  and  theb 
strength's  decay. 

Behold,  then,  in  thyself  the  primal 
source 

Of  Human  Progress,  and  its  latest 
force  I 

For,  since  from  thee  shall  thy  fair 
daughters.  Eve, 

A  subtler  sex  than  all  thy  sons 
receive, 

Their  beauty  shall  complete  what 
thine  began. 

Thou  crown'd  Queen  Mother  of  the 
Queens  of  Man ! " 

V. 
THE   LEGEND   OF   FABLE. 

With  many  a  plume  and  tuft  of 
brilliant  dye. 

And  blushing  berries  twined  in  belt 
and  tress, 

Eve  on  her  clothing  had  begun  to  try 

What  ornament  could  add  to  usef  ill- 
ness 

From  day  to  day.  But,  as  the  days 
went  by. 

The  more  she  prized  her  borrow'd 
charms,  the  less 

She  lovetl  their  owners  who,  approv- 
ing not 

Those  pUfer'd  splendours,  with  re- 
sentful eye  [^«t. 

Beheld  them  all.     For  out  the  secret 

How  from  the  bodies  of  the  dead 
were  torn  [in : 

The  garments  Eve  and  Adam  gloried 

And  to  the  beasts,  who  were  as  they 
were  bom. 

It  seem'd  a  scandal  and  a  sort  of  sin 

That  their  own  wool  and  fur  shonld 
thus  be  worn 
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By  limbs  not  theirs.     *  *  Let  each  de- 
fend his  skin ! " 
They  said  to  one  another. 

In  those  days 

There  was  a  little  animal  Eve  yet 

Loved  passing  well ;  for  it  had  pleas- 
ant ways. 

Was  smooth,  and  soft,  and  sleek, 
and  seem'd  to  set 

A  grateful  store  on  her  capricious 
praise. 

Curl'd  in  her  lap  'twould  nestle  with- 
out fear. 

And  let  her  stroke  its  back  and 
bosom  white,  [dear 

Until  to  Eve  this  beast  became  so 

That  in  its  confidence  she  took  de- 
light. 

But,  when  the  Herd  discover'd  that 
her  dress 

Was  stolen  from  their  plundered  kith 
and  kin, 

Eve's  little  favourite  fear'd  each 
fresh  caress 

Her  hand  bestow'd  on  it,  and  felt 
within 

Its  frlghtcn'd  heart  a  sharp  mis- 
trustfulness, [skin?" 

For  "If  slie  took  a  fancy  to  my 

The  creature  mused.  And  ever 
from  that  date 

It«  thoughts  and  looks  were  all  alert 
to  find 

Come  means  whereby  it  might  es- 
cape the  fate 

Whose  horrid  prospect  hover'd 
vague  behind 

Eve's  fondling  Angers.  Once,  when 
peering  round. 

Inquisitively  careful  to  explore 

All  nooks  and  corners  till  such 
means  were  found,        [floor. 

It  spied  a  heap  of  tlsh-bones  on  the 

Then,  from  Eve's  lap  down-sliding 
to  the  ground, 

It  roU'd  Itself  among  tliem  o'er  and 
o'er 

Till  it  became  a  Porcupine.  And 
•*How 


To  guard  my  skin,"  it  chuckled, 

"  nevennore 
Need  I  henceforth  take  any  pains, 

for  now 
My  skin  It  Is  that  will  henceforth 

guard  me ! " 

So  in  this  unapproachable  condition 
Secure  it  lived :  for  its  security 
Was  even  the  same  as  Man's  was  — • 
Ann'd  Suspicion. 

Suspicion  everywhere!  No  peace 
could  be 

On  earth  henceforth.  To  war  sus- 
picion led. 

Long  ages  Is  It  since  that  war  began. 

And  seas  of  bh)od  have  been  on  both 
sides  shed,  [Man 

Yet  still  It  lasts.     In  servitude  to 

Some  captived  beasts  survive.  The 
Dog  is  one. 

But,  just  because  the  Dog  to  Man  Is 
true. 

From  his  approach  his  former  com- 
rades run. 

Deeming  him  traitor  to  their  cause. 
Some  few 

(The  fiercest  and  the  savagest 
alone) 

An  Intermittent  and  unequal  strife 

Around  tlieir  dens  In  desert  la»ids 
pursue. 

And  thev  and  Man  are  enemies  for 
life. 

Nor  they  and  Man  alone :  for,  con- 
fidence 

Once  gone,  the  beasts  upon  eac:h 
other  prey'd 

Like  beasts,  without  the  plausible 
pretence 

Of  good  Intentions  by  Man's  nature 
made 

For  his  ]>a(l  doings  in  the  grim 
canii)aign 

'Twixt  him  and  them.  This  so 
revolted  her. 

That  Justice  from  the  world-wide 
battle-plain 

Fled  blushing.  Pity's  flight  was 
tardier : 
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Biit»   after  lingerinof  lon^  in  vain 

appeal 
From  heart  to  heart,  she  followed 

Justice  too,  [reveal 

Where  only  bloodstains  left  behind 
The  patiis  whereby  she   fled  from 

mortal  view. 

And  they,  the  gentle  Beasts  of  Para- 
dise 

That  were  Man's  once  familiar  in- 
timates, 

Far  from  the  menace  of  his  mur- 
derous eyes 

Whither,  ()  whither  are  they  gone  ? 
The  gates  [there 

Of  Paradise  are  shut  for  ever,  and 

No  refuge  for  Man*s  victims,  nor 
for  him. 

Remains  on  earth.  But,  from  the 
bowers  that  were 

With  EcUmi  lost,  the  pitying  Sera- 
phim 

Sow'd  in  the  waste  one  seed.  A 
forest  fair 

Sprang  from  it  —  giant  trees  of 
lusty  limb, 

Long  vaults  of  bloom  and  verdure 
nevep])are. 

Where  forms,  half-bird  half-blos- 
som, flash  and  swim 

From  boui^h  to  bough,  and,  husht 
in  windless  air, 

Soft  shadows  flutter  from  the  whis- 
perous wings 

Of  half-awaken'd  dreams;  while  all 
things  tliere 


Forthwith  imperishably  fabulous. 
For  History,  that  doth  so  loud  pro- 

clahn 
And  with  such  curiosity  discuss 
Man's  perishable  life   and    course 

unstable, 
Of  them  and  theirs  knows  nothing, 

and  the  name 
Of  their  unfading  Forest  Home  is 

Fable. 

[us, 
Far  oflf,  and  ever  farther  off  from 
That  Forest  and  the  dwelleirs  in  it 

seem. 
As  far  and  farther  on  we  travel 

fast, 
And  more  and  more  like  a  remem- 

ber'd  dream 
Becomes  the  glimmering  wonder  of 

the  Past. 
But,  o'er  a  winged  and  four-footed 

folk 
Whose  unsophisticated  natftre  yields 
Spontaneous    ser\'ice  to   her  even 

yoke, 
There  Justice  reigns  revered ;  there 

Pity  shields 
An  else  defenceless  flock ;  and  there 

do  they 
Their  joint    tribunal    hold,   where 

every  cause 
That  In  this  human  world  hath  gone 

astray, 
And  honest  trial  miss'd,  by  lovelier 

laws 
Than  ours  is  welcomed  to  impar- 


^«^""  r}r}'    »""""«    '"'''    "'*■" ,  All  ca^os  Tleaded,  be    they  what 


tilings. 
As,   down    the   bowerv  hollows  to 

tlie  brim 
Of     immemorial    seas,     melodious 

springs 
From   undiscoverable  sources  bear 
Primeval  secrets. 

Deep  into  the  dim 
But  deathless  shelter  of  that  blest 
repair 


they  may, 
All    rights     establish'd,     and     all 

wrongs  redress'd. 
How   far  away   it  seems,  how  far 

away ! 

Yet  one  step  only  from  the  trodden 

track 
That  to  its  daily  pilgrims,  every 

one. 


Tliose  gentle  l)easts  tleparted,  and  ;  Appears  to  be  the  very  zodiac 

became  i  The  universe  Itself  Is  travelling  on 
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Let  any  man  but  turn  aside,  and  lo ! 
Around  whatever  path  he  chance  to 

pace 
With  steps  unconscious  of  the  way 

they  go 
Far-reaching        Fable's       milllon- 

branch'd  embrace 


Methodically  playful,  neither  mis8*d 
Nor  much  advanced  his  unad ventur- 
ous way. 


Howbeit  along  that  dim  and  vast 
domain 
i  From  the  discourse  of  any  one  of 
Doth    its    unfathomable    influence  |  these 

throw.  i  Scant  guidance  did  Its  last  explorer 

gain. 
To  him  who  tells  these  tales  such  !  There  were  so  many  more  instnict- 


chance  befell 
Once  on  a  time :  and  in  that  Forest 

old 
(*Tho*  how  he  entered  it  he  cannot 

tell) 
With  one  whose   face  he  may  no 

more  behold 
Or  there  or  here,  he  was  beguiled 

to  dwell 
Full  many  a  month.     But  few  of 

his  own  kind, 
Among  tlie    folk  who    there    safe 

dwelling  have,  [find. 

To  greet  him  or  to  guide  him  did  he 
Of  these,  the  wisest  was  a  Phryg- 
ian slave. 
The  holiest  Assisi's  tender  Saint. 
Pha?dms  upon  the  borders  of  the 

land 
Sat  listening;    and    to    him    came 

echoes  faint 
From  voices  far  within.     His  care- 
ful hand 
On     tablets     smooth    deliberately 

wrote 
In    unimpulsive     verse,    correctly 

plann'd, 
All  that  thus  reach'd  him  from  a 

source  remote. 
But  there,  without  restraint,  from 

place  to  place 
And  led  by  none,  tho'  foUow'd  by  a 

band 
Of  Loves  and  Graces  whose  light 

steps  kept  pace 
With  his  inimitably  varied  lay. 
Free-footed  went  the  witty  Fabulist 
Of  social   Franco.     And   there  our 

Enghsh  Gay, 


ors !     Trees, 
Rocks,    rivers,    rainbows,    clouds, 

dews,  wind,  and  rain. 
No  less  than  birds  and  beasts,  tliat 

live  at  ease 
An    unmolested    life    by  hill    and 

plain 
Throughout  its  vocal  realms  (where 

all  that  is 
Is  all  alive)  have  tongues,  and  talk 

as  well 
As  men  or  books ;  nor  do  they  take 

amiss 
Tne  (|uestions  ask\l  them,  npr  re- 
fuse to  tell 
Their    secrets   to  the    souls    that, 

lingering  there. 
Have  learn'd  their  language. 

What  this  listener  heard, 
There   lingering  long,  he  may  not 

here  declare. 
But  many  a  tale  to  him  by  beast 

and  bird 
In   Fable  Land   imparted   (if  time 

spare 
The     life     of    any    purpose     long 

deferr'd,  [won, 

Or  to  postponed  occasion,  when  'tis 
Kecall   an  errant  will's   disbanded 

powers) 
Fain   would  he    tell    l)eneath     the 

lingering  sun 
Of  months  unborn,  that  hide  mid- 
summer hours 
Whose  golden  gossamers  have  not 

yet  spun 
Their  shining  clues  to  still-UDblos- 

som'd  bowers. 
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L'ENVOI. 


AD  JESOPUM. 

1. 

Say,  ^sop,  wast  thou  bom  a  slave, 
Who  dost  so  freely  speak? 

Thy  thoughts  so  upright  and  so 
brave! 
Thy  back  so  bent  and  weak? 

So  ugly  and  so  coarse  thy  face? 

And,  in  thy  fancies  all,  such  grace! 


Did 


2. 

comrades 


play  thee 


thy  rude 
pranks. 
Thy  master  beat  thee  sore. 
Yet    live    to    own    with    grateful 
thanks 
Thy  wit  had  saved  his  store? 
How  faird  sucli  wit  thyself  to  save 
From  an  unjust  and  cruel  grave? 

3. 

Hadst  thou,  indeed,  a  stammering 
tongue, 
Splay  foot  and  limping  walk, 
Whose    cliildren   are    so    fair  and 
strong? 
Didst  thou  with  Solon  talk? 
And  didst  thou  sup  with  Crcesus  too 
At  Sardian  feasts?  Is  all  that  true? 


4. 

Vain  questions !  Not  to  as  nor  thee, 
Dear  Sage,  it  matters  now 

If  true  or  false  the  stories  be 
Of  what  thou  Monst :  for  thoa 

Art  what  we  are :  and  all  thou  art 

We  will  receive,  and  all  impart. 


6. 

Of  thee,  who  knewst  the  world  so 
well, 
Not  much  the  world  hath  known* 
Thy  voice  to  us  doth  only  tell 
Our  secrets,  not  thine  own : 
But  thou  before  us  everywhere 
Hast  been,  and  still  we  find  theu 
there. 


6. 

Great  Sire  of  Fable !    Age  to  age 

Extends,  from  north  to  south 
From  east  to  west,  thine  heritage. 
That    grows     from    mouth     to 
mouth. 
And,  with  its  growth  still  growing 

thus. 
Thou  art  thyself  grown  fabulous. 


POEMS. 


TRANSFORMATIONS. 
(a  midsuntmer  night's  dream. 

1. 

''  Here  at  last  alone. 

You  and  I  together ! 

All  the  night  our  own, 

And  tlie  wann  June  weatlier! 

Not  a  soul  in  siijht ! 


) 


What  we  will,  we  may. 

Nothing  is  by  nighi 

As  it  was  by  day. 

Look  around  you  I     See, 

All  things  change  themselved. 

Blossom,  bower,  and  tree 

Turn  to  Fays  and  Elves ; 

Trivial  things  and  common 

Into  rare  things  rising. 

Wliy  should  man  and  woman 
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Be  less  enterprising? 
Fashion's  formal  creatures 
We  till  now  have  been, 
"With  prim-pattern'd  features 
And  a  borrow'd  mien. 
Now  the  mask  is  broken, 
Now  the  fetters  fall,    . 
Wishes  long  unspoken 
Now  are  all  In  all ! 
Wondrous  transformation 
Now,  for  you  and  me, 
Walts  our  Invocation. 
Say,  what  shall  we  be?  " 

2. 

**  What  you  will,"  said  She. 


3. 

•*  Look,  then,  and  listen  I    For  you 

must  be  waiting. 
Behind  a  high  grating, 
The  sound  of  my  signal.    Along  the 

wild  land 
I  have  ^allop'd  full  speed  on  my 

coal-black  steed 
To  free  my  love  from  my  foeman's 

hand, 
And  lo!   in   the  moonlight  alert  I 

stand 
Close  under  the  castle  wall. 
Look  out,  I  am  here ! 
Leap  down,  nor  fear! 
For  Into  my  rescuing  arms  you  fall. 
Safe  and  free.    They  are  round  you, 

see! 
One  saddle  must  serve  us,  so  cling 

to  me  well. 
And  away,  and  away,  thro'  the  night 

we  flee! 
But  hark !     'Tls  the  clang  of  the 

'larum  bell. 
Our    pursuers    awake.     For    dear 

life's  sake 
Cling  to  me  closer,  and  closer  still ! 
And    «peed,   speed,   my  coal-black 

steed! 
They  are  hurrying  after  ua  over  the 

hiU. 


But  clear'd  is  the  river,  and  civoss'd 

is  the  heath. 
Deep  into  the  sheltering  woods  we 

dart. 
And  O  what  a  ride !  for  I  feel  your 

breath, 
And  how  hot  it  bums !  and  I  hear 

your  heart. 
And  how  loud  it  beats  I  As  I  laugh 

*  We  part 
No  more,  come  life  come  death ! ' " 


4. 


ff 


**  No,  no,' 

Shesigh'd,  *<notso! 

Too  fiercely  fleets  your  coal-black 

steed. 
And  pleasure    faints    in  passion's 

speed. 
And  the  bliss  that  lingers  the  best 

must  be," 
Sigh'd  She. 

6. 

**  Listen,  then,  and  look,  once  more  I 
We  are  sailing  round  a  southern 

island. 
Fragrant  breathes  the  dusky  shore, 
Folded  under  many  a  moonUt  high- 
land. 
Fragrant  breathes  the  dusky  shore, 
And  where  dips  the  languid  oar 
Wavelets  dimple  flash  and  darkle, 
Odours  wander,  flreflles  sparkle : 
Thro'  them  all  our  bark  is  gliding. 
Gliding  softly,  gliding  slowly : 
Not  a  cloud  their  sweetness  hiding. 
All  the  heavens  are  husht  and  holy : 
Midniji^ht's  panting  pulse  uncertain 
Faintly  fans  the  heaving  curtain 
O'er  the  silkcn-plllow'd  seat 
Where  you  lie  with  slipper'd  feet. 
Tresses  loosed,  and  zone  unbound; 
While,  my  ribbon'd  lute  unsUnglng, 
I,  your  troubadour,  beside  you. 
O'er   Its    chords,    that    trembling 

sound. 
Four  the  song  my  soul  is  singing : 
List,  and  let  Its  music  guide  you, 
Till  the  goal  of  dreams  be  found  I " 
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6. 


f» 


**  Ah,  stay  sol 

She  murmur'd  low, 

**  Song  and  stream  for  ever  flow  I 

And,  if  this  be  dreaming,  never 

Let  me  wake,  but  dream  for  ever, 

Dreaming  thus,  if  dream  it  be  I " 

Then  He : 

7. 

'*  As  night's  magic  blends  together 
Moonbeams,     starbeams,     odours, 

dews, 
In  a  hu»L  '^f  happy  weather. 
Earth  and  iicaven  to  interfuse ; 
So  my  song  draws  softly  down 
All  your  soul  into  mine  own, 
Bounteous  gift  on  gift  bestowing : 
First,  that  heaven,  your  face ;  and 

then 
Heaven's  divinest  stars,  those  eyes 
Under  dewy  lashes  glowing; 
Last,  those   lips,  whose  smile  ca- 
resses 
All  tlieir  breath  beatifles ; 
And  the  fragrance  o'er  me  flowing 
From      those       downward-shaken 

tresses. 
Whose  delicious  wildernesses 
Hide  such  haunts  of  happy  sighs ! " 

8. 

•Rise,  ah  rise!" 

Faint   She   whisper'd.     **Hold   me 

fast! 
For  away  the  flxt  earth  flies, 
And  I  know  not  where  we  are. 
What  is  coming?    What  is  past? 
Bursting,  flashing,  fleeting,  see, 
Swiftly  star  succeeds  to  star 
Till  ...  in    what    new   world    are 

we?" 
"  Love's,"  said  He. 

9. 

**  Song  and  lute  the  spell  obeying, 
('ease  in  silence  sweeter,  stronger. 
Than  song-singing  or  lute-playing : 


And,  entranced,  I  know  no  longer 
Whither  are  my  senses  straying : 
But  I  feel  my  spirit  blending 
With  the  bliss  of  thine,  and  end- 
ing 
Tremulously  lost  in  thee ! " 

10. 

"Hush!"  sigh'dShe, 

**  Lest  this  dream,  if  dream  alone 

And  no  more  than  dream  it  be, 

By  a  breath  should  be  undone. 

For  ah,"  She  sigh'd, 

**  I  and  thou,  what  are  we  now?" 

And  He  replied, 

"'  Thou  art  I,  and  I  am  thou, 

And  we  are  onel " 


NORTH  AND  SOUTH. 


1. 


Far    in    the    southern    night    she 
sleeps ; 
And  there  the  heavens  are  husht, 
and  there. 
Low  murmuring  from  the  moonlit 
deeps. 
Faint  music  lulls  the  dreamful  air. 
No  tears  on  her  soft  lashes  hang. 

On  her  calm  lips  no  kisses  glow. 
The  throb,  the  passion,  and  the  pang 
Are  over  now. 

2. 

But  I  ?  From  this  full-peopled  north. 
Whose  midnight  roar  around  me 
stirs, 
How  wildly  still    my    heart    goes 
forth 
To   haunt   that   silent   home  of 
hers! 
There  night  by  night,  with  no  re- 
lease. 
These  sleepless  eyes  the  visioii 
see. 
And  all  its  visionary  peace 
But  maddens  me. 
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ATHENS. 

(1865.) 

The  burnt-out  heart  of  Hellas  here 
.    behold ! 
Quench'd  flre-pit  of  the  quick  ex- 
plosive Fast, 
Thought's  highest  crater — all  its 
fervours  cold, 
Ashes  and  dust  at  last ! 

And  what  Hellenic  light  is  living 
now 
To  gild,  not  Greece,  but  other 
lands,  is  given : 
Not  where  the  splendour  sank,  the 
after-glow 
Of  sunset  stays  in  heaven. 

But  loud  o*er  Grecian  ruins  still  the 
lark 
Doth,  as  of  old,  Hyperion's  glory 
hall. 
And  from  Hyinettus,  in  the  moon- 
light, hark 
The  exuberant  nightingale ! 

CINTRA. 

(1868.) 
1. 

In  the  brake  are  creaking 

The  tufted  canes, 
And  the  wind  is  streaking 

With  fugitive  stains 
A  welkin  haunted  by  hovering  rains. 

2. 

Low  lemon-boughs  under 

My  garden  wall. 
In  the  Quinta  yonder. 
By  fits  let  fall 
Here  an  emerald  leaf,  there  a  pale 
gold  ball, 

3. 

On  the  black  earth,  studded 
With  droplets  bright 


From  the  fruit  trees,  budded. 
Some  pink,  some  white. 
And  now  overflooded  with  watery 
light. 

4. 

For  the  sun,  thro'  a  chasm 
Of  the  colourless  air, 
With  a  jubilant  spasm 
From  his  broken  lair 
Upleaps  and  stands,  for  a  moment, 
^        bare! 

6. 

But  a  breath  bewilders 

The  wavering  weather; 
And  those  sky-builders 
That  put  together 
The  vaporous  walls  of  the  cloud' 
bound  ether 

6. 

From  the  mountains  hasten 

In  pale  displeasure 
To  mortice  and  fasten 
The  bright  embrasure. 
Shutting  behind  It  day*s  innermost 
azure. 

7. 

On  the  bleak  blue  rim 
Of  the  lonesome  lea, 

Shapeless  and  dim 

As  far  things  at  sea. 
Maf  ra  yon  nebulous  clump  must  be  I 

8. 

Across  the  red  furrows 

To  where  In  the  sides 
Of  the  hills  he  burrows 
(As  a  reptile  hides) 
The  many-lcgg'd,  long-back'd,  aqne- 
duct  strides. 

9. 

Just  over  the  pines. 

As  from  tapers  snuff'd. 


5o8 


POEMS, 


A  thin  smoke  twines 

Till  its  course  is  luff'd 
the  edge  of    the  cliff,  by  the 
breeze  rebuff *d; 

10. 

Whence,  downward  turning 

A  dubious  haze, 
(From  the  charcoal-burning) 
It  strays,  delays. 
And  departs  by  a  dozen  different 
ways. 

11. 

The  chestnuts  shiver, 

The  olive  trees 
Recoil  and  quiver. 

Stung  by  the  breeze, 
LtKe  sleepers  awaked  by  a  swarm 
of  bees. 

12. 

Down  the  glimmering  lanes 
The  grey  oxen  go ; 

And  the  grumbling  wains 
They  drag  onward  slow 
Wail,  as  they  wind  in  a  woeful  row, 

13. 

With  fruits  and  casks 

To  the  seaside  land. 
Where  Colares  ba  ks 
In  a  glory  bland. 
And  from  gardens  overhanging  the 
scented  sand 

14. 

Great  aloes  glisten 

And  roses  dangle. 
But  listen !  listen  I 

The  mule-bells  jangle, 
Rounding    the    rock-hewn    path's 
sharp  angle. 

15. 

As  their  chime  dies  out 
The  dim  woods  among. 


With  the  ghostly  shout 
And  the  distant  song 
Of  the  muleteers  that  have  pass*d 
along, 

16. 

From  behind  the  hill 

Whence  comes  that  roar, 
Up  the  road  so  still 

But  a  minute  before? 
Tis  a  message  arrived  from   the 
grieved  seashore. 

17. 

And,  tho*  close  it  seems, 

Yet  from  far  away 
It  is  come,  as  in  dreams 

The  announcements  they 
To  the  souls  that  can  understand 
convey. 

18. 

For  whenever  you  hear, 
As  you  hear  it  now, 
That  sound  so  clear, 

You  may  surely  know 
Foul  weather's    at  hand,  tho*    no 
wind  should  blow. 

19. 

But  the  cork  wood  is  sighing. 

It  cannot  find  rest ; 
And  the  raven,  flying 

Around  his  black  nest, 
Hath  signaird  the    storm    to   the 
Sierra's  crest. 

20. 

Plaintive  and  sullen. 
Penal va  moans ; 
The  torrents  are  swollen ; 
The  granite  bones 
Of  Cruzalta  crackle  with  split  pine 


cones ; 


21. 


Roused  and  uproarious 
The  huge  oaks  yell 
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Till  the  ghost  of  Honorlus 
Is  scared  from  his  cell, 
Where  not  even  a  ghost  could  In 
quietude  dwell ; 

22. 

For  the  woods  all  around 

Its  cork-clad  walls 
Are  storm'd  by  the  sound 
Of  the  waterfalls 
That  have  shattered  their  mountain 
pedestals. 

23. 

On  the  topmost  shelf 
Of  the  Pena,  fast 
As  the  rock  itself, 
In  a  cluster  vast 
Stood  castle  and  keep  but  a  mo- 
ment past ; 

24. 

Now,  In  what  to  the  sight 

Is  but  empty  air, 
They  are  vanisht  quite. 

And  the  sharp  peak,  bare 
As  a  shaven  chin,  is  upslanted  there. 

25. 

Can  a  film  of  cloud, 

Like  the  flat  of  Fate, 
In  Hs  sightless  shroud 
Thus  obliterate 
The  ponderous  mass  of  a  pile  so 
great  ? 

26. 

'Twas  a  fact,  yet  a  breath 

Has  that  fact  dlspell'd. 
So  truth,  underneath 
A  cloud  compell'd 
To  hide  her  head,  is  no  more  be- 
held. 

27. 

The  achievement  of  years. 
By  a  minute  efikced, 


Departs,  disappears, 
And  Is  all  replaced 
By  a  cold  blank  colourless  empty 
waste. 

28. 

All  forms,  alas, 

That  remain  or  flee 
As  the  winds  that  pass 

May  their  choice  decree, 
Stand  faster  far  than  have  stood 
by  me 

29. 

The  man  I  served, 

And  the  woman  I  loved. 
But  what  If  they  swerved 

As  their  faith  was  proved. 
When  a  mountain  can  be  by  a  mist 
removed? 
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On  the  Uzarded  wall  and  the  gold- 
orb'd  tree 
Springes  splendour  again  Is  shin- 
ing ; 
But  the  glow  of  Its  gladness  awakes 

in  me 
Only  a  vast  repining. 

To  Sorrento,  asleep  on  the  soft  blue 
breast 
Of  the  sea  that  she  loves,  and 
dreaming, 
Lone  Capri  uplifts  an  ethereal  crcjt 
In  the  lumiuous  azure  gleaming. 

And  the  Sirens  are  singing  again 
from  the  shore. 
'Tis  the  song  that  they  sang  to 
Ulysses ; 
But  the  sound  of  a  song  that  is 
sung  no  more 
Mv  soul  ia  their  music  misses. 
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FRAGRANCE. 
(a  spring  ballad.) 


DEDICATION 


TO 


Hkri  Spring  with  her  gifts  is  come. 

She  hath  nven  white  ouds  to  the  hedge, 
To  the  wandering  swajlow  a  home, 

And  a  rose  to  your  window  ledge. 
In  return  for  the  gifts  she  gave 

A  gift  for  herself  she  sought, 
And  I,  of  the  best  I  have, 

Gave  to  her  a  single  thought. 
That  thought  was  a  thought  of  you, 

Spring  laid  it  the  leaves  among. 
There  fed  it  on  light  and  dew. 

And  retum'd  it  to  roe  In  a  song. 
Bo  the  twice-given  gift,  as  to  me 

Spring  brought  it,  to  you  I  bring: 
For  this  song  is  the  child  of  three, 

Us  two,  and  our  playmate.  Spring. 


BALLAD. 
1. 

The  soul  of  all  the  souls  that  have 
become 

Sweet  odours,  I  am  Fragrance  from 
afar. 

Deep  hid  in  Beauty's  bosom  was 
my  home, 

And  knowm  to  me  her  inmost  mys- 
teries are. 

2. 

I  know  the  secret  of  the  Rose.    She 

blushes, 
I  know  the  reason  why. 
A  hopeless  passion  in  her  heart  she 

hushes 
For  the  bright  Beetle-Fly. 
He  was  a  bold  and  brilliant  cavalier : 
He  woo'd  her  in  the  love-time  of 

the  year 
A  livelonfj  summer  day  : 
He  woo'd  her,  and  he  won  her :  then 

betrav'd  her. 
And,  breakinir  all  the  vows  that  he 

had  made  her, 


Upon  a  sky-built  sanbeam  sailed 
away. 

3. 

Then  the  Rose  wisht  for  wings  to 

follow  him, 
But  all  her  wisliings  were  of  no 

avail. 
Wl*at  she  could  do,  she  did.     In 

pilgrim  trim 
From  bower  to  bower  she  wander'd 

down  the  dale, 
ALd     climb'd    and     climb*d,    and 

peep*d  into  the  dim 
Nest  of  the  Nightingale. 

4. 

The  Nightingale  beheld  her,  and 
averr'd 

That  she  was  fairest  of  the  fair. 
He  said, 

•*  Fair  crimson-wingM  creature,  be 
a  bird! 

And  I  with  thee,  and  none  but  thee, 
will- wed." 

His  amorous  song  the  Rose  resent- 
ful heard. 

And  shook  her  head. 

6. 

Into  that  amorous  song  there  slid  a 

tear. 
The    Rose    w^as    weeping,    sad    at 

heart  was  she. 
But  still  the  Nightingale  with  song 

sincere 
Sang  to  her  in  the  twilight  from 

the  tree. 
**  C>  wert  thou  but  a  bird !   thou  art 

so  dear. 
Thee  would  I  mate  with,  and  wed 

none  but  thee ! " 
"Nay,"  sigh'd  the  Rose,  **  I   seek 

mine  absent  fere, 
A  lover    bold    and    born  of    high 

degree. 
My  heart  is  sad  because  he  Is  not 

here. 
Sir  Scarabajus  he ! " 
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6. 


The  Evening  Wind  passed  by,  and 

beard  her  boast, 
And    to    the    Rose    he    whlsper'd, 

laughing  low, 
**  Poor    Rose,   thine    absent    lover 

thou  hast  lost, 
For  he  Is  faithless,  and  forsaken 

thou ! 
I  met  liim  on  my  travels  at  the 

Court 
Of  Queen  Spirtea  of  Ulmaria. 
The  Meadow  Queen  is  she,  and  all 

amort 
Sir  Scarabaeus,  for  her  sake,  that 

day 
Had  sworn  to  break  a  lance.     The 

tilt  was  short, 
I  left  hlin   lying  wounded  in  the 

dust, 
And  only  know  that,   by  the  last 

report. 
Thy  gallant  liad  received  a  mortal 

thrust. 
Now  all  tlie  common  flowers  that 

far  and  wide 
Have  envied  thee  because  thou  art 

so  fair 
Are  laughing  at  thee.   But  whate'er 

betide, 
Come  thou   with   me,  and    I  will 

bring  thee  where 
Thou  yet  mayst    find  him  in  his 

fallen  pride.** 
The  poor  Rose  hung  her  head,  and, 

in  despair, 
•'  Had  I  but  wings ! "  she  sigh*d, 
•*  Had  I  but  wings !  " 

7. 

^  Witli  laughter  light  again, 

•*Thou  hast  them,"  that  perfidious 

Wind  replied, 
*•  And  I  will  show  thee  how  to  use 

them."    Then 
He  breathed  upon  the  Rose,  and, 

undenied, 
Pluckt   from   her  one  by  one  her 

petals  fair; 


But,  soon  dissatisfied 

With  his   sweet   theft,  along  the 

tliankless  air 
He  tost  the  stolen  petals  here  and 

there. 
And  off  he  hied. 


8. 

Me  for  himself  he  would  have  kept. 

But  I 
Beheld  thee,  as  the  Evening  Wind 

went  by 
Bearing   me    with   him.      To    the 

Wind  I  said 
'*  Walt  for  me ! "  and  I  slid  Into  thy 

soul. 
When  the  Wind  miss'd  me  he  be- 
lieved me  dead. 
And  so  went  on  without  me  to  his 

goal. 
Which   he  shall  never   reach,   for 

every  hour 
It  changes! 

From  that  moment  I  became 
The    Inmate    of    thy    thoughts.     I 

have  the  power 
To    perfume    all    the    paths    they 

haunt.     My  name 
Another's  lips  miist  teach  thine  own 

to  spell. 
Untold  I  leave  it,  lest  the  Evening 

Star 
Sliould  guess  it  in  thine  eyes.    With 

thee  to  dwell, 
And  thine  to  be  for  ever,  from  afar 
I  come  with  secrets  laden,  I  can 

tell 
To  none  but  thee.     So  sweet  my 

whispers  are. 
That  with  their   fragrance  fill'd  is 

ever)   thought 
That  I  have  breathed  on.    Maiden 

pure  and  fair, 
A    paradise    of    perfumes    I    have 

brought 
That  thy  sweet  soul  may  breathe 

In  sweetest  air. 
Ah,  keep  it !    The  SouFs  Fragrance 

lost,  can  aught 
That  loss  repair? 
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LINES  1 

COMPOSED  IN   SLEEP. 

Thi3  Is  ilie  place.     Here  flourish'd 

Wicked  Deeds 
And  wither  d,  in  a  world  without  a 

name, 
Buried  ere  ours  was  bom.     Fierce 

troops  of  Crimes 
vVeapon'd  and  crown'd,  athwart  a 

desert  land 
Of  wasted  loveliness,  to  reach  this 

place 
Travell'd    in    pomp:    here  settled, 

and  here  died, 
Grown   old   and  weak :  and,  dying 

left  l>^hind  [graven 

No  chronicle  upon  the  bare  rock 
Of  what  they  were  or  what  they 

did.     The  lives 
They   cramra'd  with  evil,  all  their 

wicked  loves, 
Their    wicked    hates,    Death    and 

slow  Time  have  turn'd 
Into  a  sly  grey  silent  ghostliness, 
A  stealthy-footed  Fear,  that  prowls 

for  prey, 
Creeps  on  the  wretch  who  wanders 

,    here  unwarn'd. 
Catches  liini.  with  long  fingers,  by 

the  head, 
Nor  lets  him  go  till  all  his  mind  is 

gone. 

This  was  their  city's  tower'd  acrop- 
olis. 


»  These  lines  are  the  result  of  a  slumber, 
not  induced  by  any  narcotic,  from  which  the 
writer  awoke  under  an  extraordinarily  vivid 
impression  that  be  had  coniposed  in  his 
sleep  a  poem  of  considerable  length.  Of  the 
I)urport  of  the  poem  he  retained  only  a  vague 
and  shadowy  notion ;  but  more  than  a  hun- 
dred lines  of^  it  were  lingering  (as  it  seemed 
to  him)  so  distinctly  in  his  recollection  that 
he  hastened  to  write  them  down.  His  mem- 
ory, however  (or  the  illusion  which  had 
usurped  the  function  of  memory),  suddenly 
and  conipletely  failed  him  at  the  iwint  where 
this  fragment  breaks  off.  He  has  never 
been  able  to  complete  it;  and  it  Is  ]>rinted 
he'-e.  without  alteration,  as  a  psychological 
cur.'osity. 


T\iis    sprawling   hoop  of    roofless 

ruin  huge 
Whose  heart  is  hollowness.     These 

broken  ribs 
Of  crumbled  stone  and  mounds  of 

rippling  grass 
Were  wails  whose  builders,   when 

those  walls  were  built, 
Kings  put  to  death,  that  none  the 

plan  might  tell 
Of   secret    chambers    cruelly  con- 
trived 
For  lust  and  murder:  and  therein 

were  born 
Abominable  pleasures.    Round  them 

now 
Rank  ivy  rustles  with  the  revelr>' 
Of  spangled  reptiles.     Down  in  a 

dry  well 
There  hath  been  dwelling  for  three 

thousand  years 
An    old  white    newt,  wMter   than 

leprosy. 
He  only  knows  the  long-forgotten 

names 
Of  those   strong  scarlet  blossoms 

on  the  brink 
That  once  w^ere  Sins.  .  .  . 

PROMETHEIA. 

(FREEDOM    OF    SPEECH    AND    PRESS, 

ET  c.€:teua.) 

Mephistopueles  (ad  spectatores) . 
"  Am  ende  hJio^en  wir  doch  ab 
Von  creaturen  die  wir  roachten.** 

—  Faust.  —  Second  Part. 
(Birth  of  the  Homupculue.) 

PART   I. 

"  God  of  the  Gods,  and   Lord  of 

Heaven !     Since  now 
Repentant  Power  rejects   not  Rea- 
son's use. 
Here  on  tlie  Path  of  Progress  stay 

not  thou 
Thy  steps  by  me  well-counseird ! ' 

(Thus  to  Zeus 
;  Prometheus  spake.)  '*  From  Earth's 
i  primordial  womb 

'  Mute  to  the  birth  her  progeny  ar« 
1  brought. 
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To  death  they  go,  as  Into  life  they 
come, 

Condemn'cl  to  suffer  all  and  utter 
nought. 

Read  In  the  language  c  i  their  long- 
ing eyes 

The  passionate  petition  of  the 
dumb. 

And  grant  the  long*d-f or  gift,  mere 
life  denies, 

A  voice  to  Will,  to  Feeling,  and  to 
Thought ! 


»» 


But  Zeus,   mistrustful,    murmur'd 

"  To  what  end?" 
*'  No  end  of   ends,"  he  answered, 

'*  and  in  each 
A  fresh  beginning !  for  with  better 

fraught 
Is  every  best,   as  world  on  w^orld 

ascend, 
In  ceaseless    self -uplif tings,   life's 

immense 
Capacities  of  growth.     Voice  leads 

to  speecli, 
Speech  to  intelligence,  intelligence 
To    liberty,    and  liberty"  .  .  .  '^To 

what  ?  " 
Zeus    interrupted.     "  Ever  out  of 

reach 
Thy  thoughts  run  on,  and  all  thy 

language  still 
Sounds  revolutionary."  "  Still !  why 

not  ?  " 
Prometheus   laugh'd.     '*  We    share 

the  imputed  crime. 
From  revolutionary  fountains  flow 
Fresh  streams  of  force;  and,  tho' 

enthroned  sublime 
On   spoil'd  Olympus,  what  thyself 

wert  thou 
Without    the   Revolution,   Son    of 

Time?" 
♦'  Titan,"  the  God,  with  darkening 

aspect,  8igh*d, 
"  It  was   to  ravish,   not  retain,  a 

throne 
That  on  the  Revolution  we  relied; 
Wherein   thy  services  have  every 

one 


Been  well  requited."  "  Ay,"  Prome- 
theus cried, 

"  Witness  Mount  Caucasus  I " 
"  What's  done  is  done," 

Zeus  answer'd.  "  Not  till  thou  hadst 
tum'd  our  foe 

And  fllch'd  our  fire,  did  we  retaliate 
thus. 

But  witness  also  thou,  that  (long 
ago 

Recall'd  with  recompense  from  Cau- 
casus) 

Thee  hath  our  later  friendship  fa- 
vour'd  so, 

That  thine  is  now  copartnership 
with  us 

In  all  our  own  Olympian  empery. 

By  thy  weird  wisdom  guided.  Why 
discuss 

The  unalterable  past  ?  Nor  thou 
nor  I 

Fresh  conflict  crave.  This  much 
concede."    "  I  do," 

Prometheus  mutter'd,  "and  the 
reason  why 

Full  well.  Fate-driven  Thunderer,  I 
know ! 

For  thy  reluctant  power  perforce 
obeys 

The  strict  compulsions  of  Neces- 
sity." 

'•  Her  iron  yoke,"  replied  the  God, 
' '  she  lays 

On  Gods  and  Titans  both,  and  none 
can  close, 

None  ope,  her  hidden  hand.  Forget 
the  days 

That  disunited  us,  nor  indispose 

A  confldence  that  fain  would  rest 
assured 

Rather  in  him  sage  Themis  loves  to 
praise. 

Than  in  the  perjured  Titan  who 
abjured 

The  cause  of  his  own  kindred." 
•'And  for  whose, 

Ungi-ateful  God?"  "Nay,  my  Pro- 
metheus, mine 

The  cause,  I  know,  for  which  thou 
didst  change  sides.' 
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"  Not  thine,"  the  Indignant  Titan 

cried,  •'  not  thine! 
Nor  thine  nor   thee,  Monarch   of 

Parricides 
From  Sire  to  Son,  I  sought!    In 

god  or  worm 
I  care  not  where  the  sign  of  it  I  see, 
But  let  me  find,  beiieath  the  poorest 

germ, 
Some  promise  of  improvement,  that 

to  free 
A  hlnder'd  progress  to  a  higher  term 
Needs  all  the  aid  a  Titan  can  afford. 
And  mine  shall  not  be  wanting  to 

confirm 
The  effort  that  aspires    to    over- 
come ! " 

Zens,  shaking  his  sheaved  thunders 
at  the  word, 

Exclalm'd,  "  Inveterately  venture- 
some! 

Whom  should  the  upstart  over- 
come?   Not  me?  " 

'*  Aud  wh}^  not  thee,"  Prometheus 
cried,  **  new  lord 

Of  a  usurpt  dominion?  Why  not 
thee, 

Thee  and  •  thy  kindred  all,  whose 
starry  home 

To  Kronos  once  belonged,  if  its  en- 
deavour 

Of  higlier  worth  than  thine  and 
theirs  should  be? 

Kronides,  never  have  I  flatter'd, 
never 

Deceived  thee,  or  betray'd !  Forget 
not  thou 

That  In  the  Race  of  Uranus  for  ever 

Power  hath  been  lost  and  won  by 
overthrow. 

Unovorthrown,  wouldst  thou  pre- 
serve it,  dare 

To  rule  without  oppression !  Fear- 
less now. 

Fling  the  lone  scepter  of  a  world- 
wide care 

Into  the  lap  of  Freedom!  Safest 
thus  [there 

Shall    Its    supremacy    remain,   for 


Rebellion  breathes  not.     Had  not 

Kronos  pent 
Our  Giant  Brotherhood  In  Tartarus. 
His  might  have  been  (thy  treason 

to  prevent)  [of  us. 

The  hundred-handed  help  he  lack'd 
Confide  In  Liberty,  the  friend  of  all. 
And  live  by  all  befriended !     With 

her,  grow 
From  growth  to  growth.  In  a  per- 
petual 
Increase  of  growing  greatness  I    So 

shalt  thou. 
Still  onward  borne  with  all  that*s 

onward  going. 
Be  never  by -gone,  never  out  of  date  J 
Tls  at  the  price  of  ever  greater 

growing 
Eternity  is  granted  to  the  great." 

Zeus  answer'd  with  an  indecisive 

sigh. 
"Prophet,"  he  said,  **who,  in  the 

hoary  Past 
Where  the  old  Gods  and  the  old 

Ages  lie. 
Sole  of  thy  kindred  didst  the  hour 

forecast 
Wlilck  thou  alone  survlvest,  proph- 
esy 
(If  still  the  gift  of  prophecy  thou 

hast) 
What  destiny  for  me,  should  I  deny 
The  gift  thou  cravest,  Is  reserved 

by  Fate?" 
"  The  sadness  of  Immense  satiety," 
Prometheus  murmur'd.   * '  Pause  and 

meditate ! " 
He  added.     "I,  the  Spokesman  of 

the  Dumb, 
Am  also  Seer  of  the  Unseen."    • '  But 

what," 
Zeus  slgh'd  again,  "will  they  next 

crave,  to  whom 
The  voice  to  crave  it  hath  been 

granted?"    "That 
Shall  they  themselves  inform  thef 

by  and  by," 
Exclaim'd    the    surly    Giant,   ao<7 

theveat 
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His  shoi^ldcrs  hnflfe  he  shrugged. 

Without  reply 
Zeus  mused    awhile;    but,   spying 

Eros  pass 
Full-quiver*d  for  a  chase  of  sweeter 

cry 
Than  Cynthia  leads  along  the  moon- 
lit grass, 
When,  thro'  the  rustling  grove  and 

glimpsing  sky, 
riiin    shadows,   fast    pursued    by 

shadows,  flee, 
The    God,   impatient,   glanced    at 

Earth's  mute  mass ; 
Then  waved  an  acquiescent  hand,  as 

he 
Tum*d  from  the  Titan  with  a  faint 

"  Alas, 
Prometheus,  thou  art  compromising 

me!" 

PART  n. 

Leaving    in  haste   the    Olympian 

CouncU  Hall, 
The  apostate  Titan  down  to  Earth 

convey'd 
The    grudged    concession    wrung 

from  Zeus.     There,  all 
In  conclave  multitudinous  array'd. 
His  clients  he  together  call'd  (from 

man 
In    fair  Apollo's    faultless    image 

made, 
To  man's  close  copy,  made  on  the 

same  plan. 
The  flat  faced  ape)  and  all  the  bars 

undid 
Which  had  till  then  lock'd  merci- 
fully fast 
The  innumerable  voices  that,  un- 

chid. 
Now  into  riotous  utterance  nisli'd 

at  last. 

This  done,  preferring  to  appreciate 
The  concert   from  a  distance,  he 

return'd 
To  the  Olj-mpians  —  in  whose  looks 

irate 
A  relisht  indignation  he  discern'd. 


The  Gods  and  Goddesses,  the  Demi- 
gods 
And  Demigoddesses,  all  demi-nude, 
(As  Classic  Art's  correctest  periods 
Prescribed  to  each  the  appropriate^ 

attitude) 
Were  listening,  with  more  wonder 

than  delight. 
To  the   new  noisiness  of   earthly 

things. 
For  quick  and  thick  each  animal 

appetite 
Throbb'd  into  sudden  sound  from 

the  loud  strings 
Of  throats  in  thousands  loosed ;  and 

left  and  right 
Chirru pings,    cro wings,    bowlings, 

bello  wings, 
And  barkings  —  bass  and  treble  of 

mingled  mirth 
And    pain  —  were    now    profusely 

vomited 
In  vehement  hubbub  from  the  vocal 

Earth. 

Meanwhile,  as  with  sloped  shoulder, 

shufliing  tread 
Evasive,  mien  morose,  and  furtive 

eye. 
Thro'  Heaven's  bright  groups  the 

burly  Titan  sped. 
Their  comments  were  not  compli- 
mentary. 
'*  Please  to  explain,"  resentful  Herd 

said, 
•'This   new  caprice,   or  stop  that 

peacock's  cry ! 
My  bird  will  be  a  byword  and  a  scoff 
If*  this    continues!"     *'Ah,    Fair 

Majesty, 
This  new  caprice  is  an  old  debt 

paid  off," 
Prometlieus   answer'd.      "  Fops  in 

pomp  array 'd 
Must  now  reveal  what's  in  them ,  to 

the  ear, 
Wlio,  to  the  eye,  havre  heretofore 

di  splay 'd 
Only  what's  on  them.     But  have 

thou  no  fear, 
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Thy  favourite  makes  an  admirable 
show  — 

From  one  so  beautiful  exact  no 
more ! " 

Eos  complaln'd  of  the  cock*s  clam- 
orous crow, 

Superfluously  sounded  o'er  and  o*er. 

'*  Prometheus  might  at  least,"  she 
said,  *'  for  me 

Have  managed  to  contrive  a  less 
absurd 

And  indiscreetly  strepitant  min- 
strelsy 

Than  the  loud  shriek  of  that  ridicu- 
lous bird ! " 

•*  Sweet  Cousin,  thine  indulgence," 
he  replied, 

"  For  the  cicala's  strains  (I  grant 
that  these 

Have  not  as  yet  been  duly  deified) 

Leaves  to  less  plaintive  notes  small 
chance  to  please 

An  ear  compassionately  prejudiced. 

Sleep  sounder,  and  wake  later! 
What  liath  drawn 

Tliy  blushing  charms,  untimely  thus 
enticed, 

O  rosy-tlnger'd  Daughter  of  the 
Dawn, 

From  that  soft  couch  Love's  self 
were  fain  to  lie  on  ? 

Is  it  the  memory  of  Ccphalus, 

Or  else  the  expectation  of  Orion?" 

With  jests  sarcastic  curtly  answer- 
ing thus 

The  just  reproaches  of  the  Gods, 
that  jrreat 

Ungainly  Titan  strode  from  spot  to 
spot, 

Superbly  heedless  of  the  scorn  and 
hate 

His  course  provoked.  Olympus 
loved  him  not. 

Despite  his  ancient  birth  and  lineage 
high ; 

And  even  the  new-made  Deities, 
whose  past 

Was  but  of  yesterday,  with  side- 
long eye 


Look'd  on  him  as  a  god  of  lower 

caste. 
The  restless  spirit  that  from  his 

peers  in  Heaven 
Ever  aloof  the  unquiet  Giant  held 
Had  to  his  strenuous  Titanism  given 
A  tone  Incongruously  coarse.     Im- 

pell'd 
By  unintelligible  vehemence. 
His  uncouth  grandeur  grieved  the 

fluent  grace 
Of  the  Olympian  Quiet  with  Intense 
Abrupt     explosive     ardours;      as 

apace 
On  its  swift  course,  all  rough  with 

rocks  and  roots, 
And  fiercely  fiutterlng  with  volcanic 

fire, 
Some  ravaged  morsel  of  a  mountain 

shoots 
Across  the  cloven  crystal  of  a  lake 
In  whose  clear  depths   stars  and 

still  clouds  admire 
The  lucid  forms  their  own  reflec- 
tions take. 

Sole,  Aphrodite  (she,  that  Fairest 

Fair, 
Whose  sacred  sweetness  from  its 

rancorous  tooth 
The  Titan's  ])iting  wit  was  pleased 

to  spare, 
—  She  for  whose  solitary  sake,  in 

truth. 
The  sullen  menace  of  his  face  at 

whiles 
A    fond    mysterious    fer\'our    un- 

avow'd 
Made  soft  and  luminous  with  hov- 
ering smiles, 
Like    summer    lightnings    thro'    a 

sleeping  cloud) 
Sole,   Aphrodite   found   a   curious 

cliarm 
In  tills  grim  God-bom  Mocker  of 

the  Gods ; 
And,   waving    to   Prometheus   her 

white  ann , 
She  beckon'd   liim   with   amicable 

nods. 
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Submissive  to  her  signal  he  drew   Must  these  alone,  the  darlings  of 

near,  the  Spring, 

And  with  a  questioning  gaze  the   Whose   souls  are  lill'd  with  lyiic 

Goddess  eyed.  ecstasies, 

*' Titan,  well  done! "  she  whisper'd    Unheard,    or    even    if    heard    un- 

in  his  ear;  i  heeded,  sing?" 

**  What  long^on  Earth  I  miss'd  thou  ! 

hast  supplied.  i  The  Titan's  eye,  with  a  soul-searcb 

I  love  the  lion's  roar,  the  ring-dove's  ing  glare.  [scricKl 

•    coo :  Sounded  the  secret  dwelling  unde- 

By  both  alike  love's  needs  are  well   In    those    small    bosoms.      "  And 

express'd:  what  seest  thou  there?" 


The  amorous  bull's  deep  bellowing 

charms  me  too. 
But  why  hast  thou  withheld  the  last 

and  best 
Of  all  thy  gifts  from  those  who, 

tho'  but  few. 


The  Goddess  a^k'd   him.     Sighing 

he  replied 
•'What  I   should  have  foreseen!" 

"But  what  is  that?" 
Full  on  the  glorious  beauty  of  her 

face 


Most  claim  on  thy  solicitude  pos-    Prometheus   gazed.     •*  O   Goddess, 


so^s'd?" 
rromethcus,       by       astonishment 

tongue-tied. 
An  interrogatory  eyebrow  raised. 
"  Those  larks  and  nightingales  that 

yonder  hide. 


ask  not  what! 
Thou  who,  supreme  in  beauty  and 

in  grace. 
Art  by  adoring  worlds   proclaim'd 

divine, 
What  kindred  could  thy  confident 


The  Goddess  answer'd  as  on  Earth  I  godhood  trace 

she  gazed,  j  In  a  shy  loveliness  so  unlike  tliine? 

*'  Inaudil)lc  and  invisible  to  all!  A  loveliness  of  its  own  self  afraid, 

Darkling  they  haunt  the  shadows  ;  A  Bastiird  Beauty,  fearing   to  be 


round  them  furl'd, 
Silent  amidst  the  universal  brawl 
And    babble    of    the    emaucipat(Kl 

world. 
Yet  heaven  is  husht  to  hear  their 

minstrelsy : 
For  these  the  moon  and  stars  are 

not  too  sweet, 
For  those   the   sun  himself  is  not 

too  high : 
And   shall  they  have  no  listeners? 

Hearts  that  beat 
With  base   emotions    tlhd   ignoble 


seen , 
Yet  fainting  to  be  love<l,  that  seeks 

the  shade ! " 
The  Goddess  laugh'd  "What  doth 

my  Titxm  mean? 
What  bastard  is  he  speaking  of?" 

And  he, 
"  Ay,   'tis   a  Beauty  bastard-born, 

and  not 
Authentically  certified  to  be, 
A  Beauty  surreptitiously  begot 
From  Heaven's  embrace  of  Earth-, 

and  breathing,  see. 


voice,  [ity   Between  them  both  in  secrecy  and 

Wrath,  and  Unreascm,  and  Vulgar- 1  shame 

Speak  loud.  Stupidity  and  Spite  An  unacknowleclged  life!"  "But 
rejoice  what,"  said  she. 

In  utterance  unrestricted.  Say.  '•  Is  this  poor  Heaven-bom  Earth- 
then,  why  child's  luckless  name?  ' 

(Where  Folly's  fife  with  Envy's  "  Its  name,"  rrometheus  sigh'd, 
clarionvies)  !  "  is  Foksy." 


5iS 


POEMS, 


♦'A    woman?"     "No."     "A   man, 

thcMi?"     "Ah,  still  less!" 
The  glorious  sexual  Gocldess  blush'd 

outright, 
"Is     Hermes,    then,    a    father?" 

"  Nay,  my  guess 
Divines     not     Hennes."      *'  Zeus, 

then?  am  I  right?" 
•'  I  doubt  ..."   '*  If  there's  a  doubt, 

'tis  Zeus !    Suppress 
The  father's  name,  however.     Well 

we  know 
The  mother  Is  the  love-tale's  text, 

of  course. 
The  father  but  the  pretext.     Name 

the  mother ! " 
**  But  thou  wouldst  not  believe  me 

..."     "  Worse  and  worse! 
'Tls    Herd,    then?"     '*  Not    Herfe.' 

"  There's  no  other 
Of   whom  the  thing's  incredible  — 

unless 
Perchance  'tis  Pallas?  "     "  No  alas, 

not  slic : " 
"  And  why  alas?"    With  keen  sug- 

m'stiveness, 
For  s')le  reply  the  Titan  glowingly 
(lazed    on    tlie    (Joddess,    till    she 

bhisird  again, 
"  Matchless  impertinent  I  "    Hut  he, 

unmoved, 
'*  Goddess,  I  warn'd  thee  that  thou 

wouldst  not  deign 
To  give  me  credit  ..."    "  For  such 

pert  unproved 
Assertion?     Fie,    to   say   it  to  mv 

face !  " 
"But  I  said   nothing."     "And  yet 

all  Implied. 
What   next,    I  wonder!"    "Queen 

of  every  grace 
And   all    that's   beautiful,"   Prome- 

tlicus  cried, 
"Tell  mo  ihii  parents!"     "Known 

to  all  are  they,  [divine." 

Zeus    and     Dione,    i)otli    of    them 
"Thev!"    cried   the   Titan,  "  tliev 

tliy  parents?     Nay, 


Had  nobler    birth!    Those    stupid 

Gods  are  not 
The  true  begetters  of  a  deity 
Above  their  own.     'Twas  otherwise 

begot. 
Slid  from  the  starry  bosom  of  the 

sky, 
A  single  drop  of  sacred  ichor  pure. 
The  mvstic  blood  of  Uranus,  con- 

.^in'd 
In  one  bright  bead  thy  whole  pro- 

geniture : 
Hid  in  the  heart  of  Ocean  It  re- 

main'd 
Till  there  it  brought  thy  wondrous 

self  to  birth : 
And,    even    so,    one    glimpse    of 

Heaven  unstain'd. 
That  fell  reflected  in  a  glance  from 

Earth 
To     Heaven     uplifted,    this    new 

Beauty  bore  — 
Which  hath  no  sex,  no  mother,  and 

no  sire. 
No    kin    on    Earth,    no    home    in 

Heaven  —  nay  more, 
'Tis  neither  man   nor  woman,  but 

the  soul. 
Of  the  wide  world's  unsatisfied  de- 
sire. 
And  thro'  the  universe,  without  a 

goal. 
Its  hungcriug  heart    must  wander 

high  and  higher. 
Till  from   the   Gods  It  gain  (as  I, 

for  those 
Poor  mortals  yonder,  snatch'd  from 

Zeus  his  fire) 
The    Immortality    they    dread    to 

lose." 

"  But  this  new  Beauty,  do  those 

bosoms  small 
Enshrine  it? "  ask'd   the   Gotidess. 

"  Ah,  subdued," 
Prometheus  mummr'd  bltterlv,  "  bv 

all 
The  vulgar  voices  of  the  multitude 


Great    and    dear    Goddess,   beauty  I  That  loves  Its   own   monopoly  of 
sucli  as  thine  ,  noise. 
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No  homage  hath  the  homeless  one !  The  hand  of  man :  whose  Angers 
on  Earth!  Ave  shall  bind 

And  vainly  its  unanswered  sonj? '  Together  all  that  his  flvc^  wits'  re« 
employs  I  joice 

The  gift  I  gave.     In  darkness  and   To  wrench    from  Time's  tenacious 


treasuries, 
As,   guided    onward  by  a  wingM 

voice. 
Earth's  wingless  lord  to  his  high 

future  hies  I** 


PAUT  in. 


in  dearth, 
By  noise  and  glare  engirt,  unheard 

it  sings, 
Unseen  it  stirs.     For    this,   from 

Zeus  I  craved, 
What  he  denies  me  still,  the  gift,  of 

wings  — 
For    birds  —  birds    only  —  that    in 

some  sweet  bird  The  Titan  quive/d.    Strenuous  tre- 

Lifc's  sweetest  voice,  from  Earth's  '  mours  ran 

loud  hubbub  savetl.  Thro'  his  huge  limbs,  rocking  their 

Might  soar  in  song  to  Heaven,  and  ;  heaviness 

there  be  heard.  Like    wind-rack'd    oal«s ;     and    Uis 

Nevei  while  man   breathes  mortal  deep  eye^s  began 

breath  shall  he,  To  glow  witli  a  prophetic  passion. 

The  Earthbom,  hand  or  foot  from  1  '*  Yes! 

Earth  withdraw  :  ;  And  tlieu,"  he  munnur'd,  *'  then  the 

For  there  uplifted  must  his  king-  Race  of  Man 

dom  be  (Taught    by    that    winged    voice) 

By     agelong     labour.      Language,  perchance  may  guess 

there,  and  Law  !  The  giant  purpose,  the  stupendous 

Hath  he  to  found ;  create,  for  social  >  plan 

power  I  That,     brooding    o'er    its    cloudy 

And  spacious  trade,  the  Senate  and  ;  cradle,  I 

the  Mart;  ;  Have    for    the     infant     fashion'd. 

Establish    Science    in    her    starry  Changeless  (iods, 

What  profits  you  your  immortality? 


tower. 
And  mint  the  glowing  miracles  of 

Art. 
Such  is  the  task  by  me  for  man  de- 

sign'd ! 
But  ever,  as  on  Earth  his  task  he 

plies. 
Higher  tlian   foot  and  hand  must 

heart  and  mind. 
Uplifted    o'er    the  earthly  labour, 

rise. 
Let  mini  and  heart,  then,  heaven- 
ward pathways  find 
Upon  the  wings  of  every  bird  that 

flies, 
Wliile  hand  and  foot  stay  fast  to 

Earth  confined: 


Thro'  endless  self-repeating  periods 
To  be  the  same  for  ever,  is  to  i)e 
For  ever  lacking  life's  divinest  gift. 
The   faculty  of  growth.     No   inch 

can  ye  [uplift. 

Your  future  o'er  your  present  selves 
What  good  in  such  proloug'd  inep 

titude? 
But  to  be  evergrowing  young  again. 
From  age  to  age  eternally  renew'd 
With  breath  new-born,  and  ardour 

to  attain 
Goals  ever  new,  by  courses  never 

done. 
—  This  gift,  to  gods  ungiven,  or 

given  in  vain, 


Lest   Earth   should  haply  lose  her   My  forethought  hath  reserved  for 
fairest  prize,  man  alone ! 
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Death  was  the  blind  condition  jeal- 
ous Zeus, 
To  balk^my  purpose,  on  mankind 

imposed, 
But  Death  my  purpose  serves :  for 

Death  renews 
Man's  youth,  whose  course  old  age 

might  else  have  closed. 
Unprescient    God,    *tis    well    thou 

couldst  not  guess 
Tliat    to    these    hands    the    fetter 

forged  by  thee 
Gave  all  required  by  their  inventive- 
ness 
To  shape  the  sword  tliat  cuts  each 

fetter  free ! 
Mankind  must  die!  The  flat  forth 

is  gone. 
Die?     When  I  heard  that  word  of 

doom  proclaimed. 
More  self-restraint  I  needed  to  sup- 
press 
A    shout    cf    joy,   than   when    my 

strangled  groan 
Burst  not  the  bitten  lips  its  anguish 

shamed, 
And   not  a  cry  revealed  the  dumb 

distress 
Of  my  Caucasian  martyrdcmi.     By 

Death 
The  llace  of  Man  shall  be  from  age 

to  age 
Replenisht    with     tlie     perdurable 

breath 
Of  enciless    birth,    and    vigour    to 

engage 
fn  ventures   }iew.     Death's   sickle, 

as  it  reaps 
The  old  grain,  to  the  young  the  soil 

restores, 


And  in  a  hundred  ages  (what  care  T 
How  many  births  as  many  deatliiik 

succeed?) 
Man's  Race,  enrich'd  a  hundredfold 

thereby. 
Remains  as  young    as    ever.    Oft 

with  heed 
Have  I    the    Ocean   watch'd,    and 

watch'd  the  shore.  ^ 
The  sand,   rejected  by  the  wave's 

wild  shock. 
Gathers  in  heaps  and,  growing  more 

and  more. 
And  high  and  higher,  hanlens  till  at 

last 
The  wave  returning  breaks  upon  a 

rock, 
And  is  Itself  rejected.     Tost  and. 

cast 
By    Time's    recurrent    waves,   son 

after  sire, 
From  death  to  death,  like  that  sea- 
driven  sand, 
Grains  of  Humanity,  with  past  on 

past 
Your  greatening    future   pile,   and 

high  and  higher, 
Based  on  each  others'  buried  shouhl- 

ers,  stand!" 

"What     art     thou      mutterimr? " 

Aphrodite  said. 
"  Mysterious    dreamer,    dost    tliou 

meditate 
The  Gods' destnictlon?"     High  his 

shaggy  head 
The  Titan  lifted,  and  replie<l  elrte, 
*'  Not      thine,     Anadvomenft,      not 

thine ! 
Passion's  imperishable  autocrat. 
And  still  the  harvest  springs,  and  |  Thee    only   of    the   Gods    I    deein 

the  soil  keeps  i  divine. 

Still  fresh  for  growth  its  tlisencum- !  And  permanent  is  thy  sweet  power 

ber'd  pores.  j  as  Fate. 

A  man  is  dead,  long  live  Mankind !  |  Receive  mine  oath,  and  aid  me !  " 

From  soul  I  "  How?     In  what?'* 

To  soul  each  life's  acquest  trium- .  "  Inspire  in  Zeus  the  wish  to  be  a 


phantly 


bird 


Pas,««^s   in   sure    succession.     Ages   That  he  may  woo  a  mortal." 

roll,  I  Letting  fal! 
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Sweet  lids  o'er  sunny  eyes  as  this 

she  heard, 
The  Goddess  smiled,  and  answer'd 

**  Is  that  all?" 

PART   IV. 

Pretentious    patrons    of    mankind, 

what  pranks 
However  monstrous  has  your  pride 

disdained 
For  pushing  forward  its  own  pur- 
pose?   Thanks 
To  your  activity,  what  tears  have 

stained 
The  trophies  of    man's  progress! 

What  a  sea 
Of  blood,  to  float  your  cockle-boats, 

been  shed  I 
Your  fellow  man  from  prejudice  to 

free, 
Your  fellow  man's  incorrigible  head 
Have  you  chopp'd  off  wltli  philan- 

tliropic  glee. 
By  basket fuls,   benign  Philanthro- 
pists ! 
And,  promising  a  better  life  instead; 
This    life  have    you,   evangelising  .  And  that  Is  an  Indignity  to  none. 

Priests, 
With  penance  flU'd!     Your  famed 

phllosopliles. 
By  *i;\'ay  of  throwing  light  on  what 

men  find 
Compassionately    dark,    bum    out 

their  oyes, 
Vaunting    Philosophers!     In    vain 

mankind 
For  refuge   from   Its    benefactors 

sighs. 


The  Son  of  Asia  and  Iftpetus 
His  end  attaln'd.    For  how  thence- 
forth could  Zeus 
(Plagued  by  the  Importunate  soUcit- 

ings 
Of  such  a  crafty  counsellor)  refuse 
Even  to  the  meanest  bird  a  pair  of 

wings  ? 
Promiscuous    benefits    can    rarely 

claim 
A  better  origin.     To  elevate 
One  favourite,  lest  It  should  Incur 

the  blame 
Of  personal  preference  In  affairs  of 

State, 
Some  dozen  mediocrities  as  high 
The   Crown   must   needs  advance. 

If,  still  Irate, 
The  Public  Voice  protests,  to  brave 

Its  cry 
There  are  at  least  thirteen  Instead 

of  one : 
The  wrong,  moreover,  that  Is  done 

thereby 
To  no  one  In  particular  Is  done : 
'Tls  but  a  general  calamity, 


His  purposes  humane  the  Titan's 
mind 

Found  less  Inhuman  means  to  real- 
ise. 

He  merely  made  a  god  ridiculous. 


Vet  vast  and  Irremediable  was 
The  failure  of  Prometheus.     From 

the  day 
He  Tuilversallsed  the  voice,  alas. 
Whilst  every  vulgar  brute  could  say 

his  say. 
To    souls    refined  and  delicate  re- 

maln'd 
No  refuge    from    the    hubbul)    all 

around 
But  their  own  silence :   and   such 

souls  refraln'd 
(Dmnfounded   quite  by  a  disgust 

profound) 
From  audible  utterance.  The  loqua- 
cious zest 


When  Zeus  had,  for  the  sake  of   Of  Earth's  coarse  crowd  had  In  the 

Ganymede,  finer  few 

Assumed  an  eagle's  form,  succumb-   Life's    highest    note    unknowingly 

Ing  thus  I  suppress'd. 

To  Aphrodite's  influence,  thro*  that '  That  was  the  Titan's  flrst  mistake. 

deed  I  A  new 
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And  worse  one  he  fell  into,  In  his 
quest 

Of  means  to  mend  it:  for  he  did 
but  brew 

A  base  resentment  in  the  human 
breast 

By  giving  wings  to  birds.  Man's 
envy  drew 

Between  the  smallest  sparrow  and 
himself 

Comparisons,  from  one  grudged 
point  of  view. 

Displeasing  to  the  self-conceited 
elf. 

A  third  mistake  Prometheus  might 
have  then 

Committed,  and  from  Zeus  in  some 
weak  mood 

The  envied  gift  of  wings  for  envi- 
ous men 

Perchance  obtained,  had  Man's  In- 
gratitude 

Not  prematurely  ended  his  career. 

Mortals,  and  mortals  to  a  man 
agreed 

In  censuring  all  attempts  to  inter- 
fere 

With  thoir  mortality,  men  first  de- 
creed 

The  Abolition  of  the  Gods:  and 
liere, 

Prometheus  held  their  sacrilegious 
deed 

Was  justifiable,  altho*  severe : 

But  men  no  sooner  from  the  Gods 
were  freed, 

Tlian  of  a  Titan's  aid  so  sure  they 
were 

Their  godless  freedom  had  no  fur- 
ther need, 

That  they  fortliwith  proclaim'd  it 
everywhere 

Mankind's  Titanic  Patron  had  be- 
coni« 

To  man  no  more  than  an  enormous 
myth ; 

The  monstrous  trance  of  dreaming 
Heathendom, 

Not  to  be  any  longer  trusted  with 


Traditional  influence  on  the  human 

mind. 
Thus,  having  fail'd  to  benefit  the 

few, 
And  by  the  ungrateful   multitude 

malign'd, 
A  sad  self -exile,  seeking  to  eschew 
The  sight  of   his  own  failure  in 

mankind, 
Prometheus  from    man's    fatuous 

world  withdrew. 

• 

But  first  to  his  lame  brother  he  re- 

sign'd 
His  slighted  scepter.    Epimetheus' 

sought 
To  avenge  Prometheus,  and  rebuke 

men's  blind 
Ingratitude  for  gifts  that  cost  them 

nought. 
Strict  penalties  to  granted  prayers 

he  join'd. 
And    puuish'd    with  a  knowledge 

dearly  bought 
The  pride  that  had  disdainf ullv  de- 
clined 
Gratuitous     instruction.       Aftkb- 

THOUGHT 

Succeeded    Forethought    as    the 

Ruling  Power 
Of  Progress,  and  the  Race  of  Man 

was  taught 
A   painful  prudence  by   Pandora's 

dower 
Of  ever  unanticipated  woes 
From  wishes  bom. 

The  formidable  place 
Of  his  first  martyrdom  Prometheus 

chose 
For  his  last  refuge  from  a  thankless 

race. 
There,  wandering  far  and  farther 

out  of  sight. 
Along    waste  ways    indefinite    as 

those 
Traced  by  the  shadows  travelling  in 

the  fiight 
Of  silent  clouds  o'er  solitary  snows, 
*'  Rash  Race  of  Suicides !  "  lie  mused 

in  scorn, 
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**  You  to  your  own  precocious  appe- 
tite 
Have  fall'n  a  prey :  your  future  yet 

unborn 
You  have  devoured:  and,  fumbled 

ere  unfurVd, 
Broken  is  all  its  promise  in  the  bud ! 
No  more  can  I  redeem  you  from  a 

world 
Wliere  Genius,  bringing  fire,  found 

only  mud  [self. 

Wheref  rom  to  make  an  image  of  it- 
Ah,  what  to  you  is  left  for  which 

to  live, 
To  toil,  to  suffer?    Perishable  pelf. 
Lust  without  love,  coarse  pleasures 

that  contrive 
Their  own  defeat,  and  joy  that  never 

stays! 
What  with  those  aspirations  will 

you  do, 
Which  should  have  been  as  pinions 

to  upraise 
Humanity  above  the  Gods?    Pursue 
The  trivial  tenour  of  your  thankless 

days 
From  things  desired  to  things  pos- 

sest  in  vain. 
But  there  my  gifts  can  aid  you  not, 

I  know! 
Alas,  and  what  will  now  be  their 

worse  pain, 
In  whom  tliose  gifts  their  glowing 

pogsies 
With  aching  pangs  commingle?  Woe 

to  you. 
Poor  children  of  my  frustrate  enter- 
prise ! 
Poets,  can  you  be  silent?" 

That  austere 
And  somber  martyr's  reminiscent 

eye 
Survey'd    the    snow-ribb*d     crags 

around  him  there, 
And  the  lost  Titan  murmur'd,  with 

a  sigh 
Soon   frozen  in  their  freezing  at- 
mosphere, 
"  If    not  .  .  .  well,  learn  to  suffer, 

even  as  I ! " 


A  SIGH. 

The  Passion  and  the  pain  of  yore 
Slow  time  hath  stiU'd  in  vain, 

Since  all  that  I  can  feel  no  more 
I  yearn  to  feel  again. 

NECROMANCY. 

Why  didst  thou  let  me  deem  thee 
lost  for  years. 
Youth  of  my  heart?    And,  now 
that  I  have  shed 
O'er  thy  false  grave  long-sin ce-for- 
gotten  tears. 
And  put  away  my  mourning  for 
the  dead. 
And  learn'd  to  live  without  thee  half 
content. 
What  brings  thee  back  alive,  tho* 
in  disguise? 
For  thou,  with  this  fair  stranger's 
beauty  blent, 
Art  smiling  on  me  thro'  another's 
eyes. 

URIEL. 
(a  mystery.) 

DEDICATION. 

To  you,  the  dead  and  gone,  bright-eyed  De- 
sires 

Whose  beauty  lights  no  more  my  dwindled 
day, 

Ilere,  sitting  lone  beside  forsaken  fires, 
I  dedicate  this  lay. 

1. 

I  HEARD  a  Voice  by  night,  that  call'd 

to  me 
*' Uriel!  Uriel!" 
The  night  was  dark,  and  nothing 

could  I  see. 
Yet  knew  I  by  the  Voice  thi^t  it  was 
i  She 

i  Whom  my  soul  loves  so  well 
That  when  She  calls  Her  follower  I 

must  be. 
Whether  She  call  from  Heaven  01 

from  Hell. 
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if 


Then  to  the  Voice   *»  What  is   thy 

will?"  said  I. 
But  for  sole  response  thro*  the  dark- 
ness fellf 
Repeated  with  the  same  importunate 

cry, 
Mine    own    name    only,    ** Uriel! 

Uriel ! " 
I  could  not  sleep  nor  rest  upon  my 

bed, 
So  I  rose  up,  and  thro'  the  husht 

house  pass*d 
With  steps  unlighted  (for  my  lamp 

was  dead) 
Out  on  the  heath. 


3. 


That  Voice  flew  onward  fast, 
Still  calling,  and  still  onward  after  it 
T  follow'd,  far  outsped:  for  there, 

beneath 
The  moonless  heaven,  not  even  a 

marsh-flre  lit 
Night's     fearful     sameness;      and 

athwart  the  heath. 
Not  fast  and  free  as  flew  the  Voice 

that  led. 
But   halting    oft,  my   steps    went 

stumblingly. 
Each   footstep,  as  It  fell,  recoil'd 

with  dread 
From  what  it  toucht;  and,  tho'  I 

could  not  see, 
I  felt  that,  w^here  I  trod,  the  plain 

was  spread 
With    corpses.     Heap'd    so    thick 

they  seem'd  to  be, 
That  I,  at  every  moment,  fear'd  to 

tread 
Upon  a  dead  man's  face.    Yet,  un- 

deterr'd. 
My  feet   obey'd  a  will  not  mine, 

whose  spell 
Their  course  constrain'd.     For  still 

that  Voice  1  heard, 
And  still  the  Voice  call'd  *' Uriel! 

Uriel ! " 


At  last  a  livid  light  began  to  grow- 
Low  down  in  heaven.     It  was  the 

moon  that,  pent 
Behind  a  slowly  crumbling  cloud 

till  now. 
Athwart  thin  flakes  of    worn-out 

vapour  sent 
A  fllmy  gleam.    And  I  could  see 

thereby 
The  corpses  that  lay  litter'd  on  the 

heath. 
Each  white  up-slanted  face  and  un- 

shut  eye 
Was  staring  at  me  with  the  stare  of 

death : 
Hamess'd  in  rusty  mail  from  head 

to  heel 
Was  each  dead  body :  and  each  dead 

right  hand 
Grasp'd  by  the  hilt  a  blade  of  blood- 

stain'd  steel. 
But  broken  was  each  blade.    And, 

while  I  scann'd 
Those  dead  men's  faces,  I  began  to 

feel 
A  sadness  which  I  could  not  under- 
stand: 
But  unto  me  it  seem'd  that  I  had 

seen. 
And  known,  and  loved  them,  some- 
where, long  ago : 
Tho*  when,  or  where,  and  all  that 

was  between 
That  time  and  this   (if  what  per- 

plex'd  me  so 
With  mimic  memories  had  Indeed 

once  been) 
I  knew  no  longer.    On  this  fatal 

plain 
Vast  battle  must  have  once  been 

w^aged,  so  keen 
That  none  was  spared  by  the  relent- 
less foe 
For  unmolested  burial  of  the  slain. 

6. 

And,  as  I  gazed  upon  them,  won* 
dering  why 
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These  niirememberable  faces  seem*d 
Mysteriously  familiar  to  mine  eye, 
The  cloudy  light  that  on  their  corse- 
lets gleam'd 
Grew  clearer,  and  a  sound  began  to 

swell 
Moaning    along    the    heath:     the 

swarthy  sky 
Was  scourged  by  a  strong  wind :  the 
moonlight  stream'd, 


We  built  are  fallen,  aU  our  bannerg 

torn, 
All  our   swords    broken,  all    our 

strong  watch  fires 
Quencht,  and  in  death  have  we  been 

left  forlorn 
Of  sepulture,  tho*  sons  of  princely 

sires, 
Born  to  find  burial  fair  with  saints 

and  kings, 


Flooding  the  land :  and  on  the  dead   Where,  over  trophied  tombs,   the 
men  fell  taper  shines 

Its   frigid  splendour.     Then  stark   On  tablets  rich  with  votive  offerings, 
upright  rose  And  priestly  perfumes  soothe  me- 

Each  dead  man,  shouting,  **  Uriel !  1  mortal  shrines. 

Uriel ! "  I  And  that  is  why  we  cannot  find  re- 

An'.i  in  the  windy  air  aloft  all  those  '  pose 

Arm'd  corpses  waved  their  shatter'd   In  the  bare  quiet  of  unburled  death ; 


swords. 


6. 


I  cried, 
••  What  are  ye?  and  what  name  is  It 

you  bear? 
Corpses  or  ghosts?    Is   Life   with 

Death  allied,  | 

To  breed  new  horrors  in  this  hideous  ! 

lair 
Of  Desolation?"    And  they  all  re-' 


But  ever,  when  at  night  the  wild 

wind  blows 
Upon  the  barren  bosom  of  this  heatli, 
Our  dead  flesh  tingles,  and  revives, 

and  glows 
With  the  brief  passion  of  a  bor- 

row'd  breath. 
Breathed  by  the  wind :  and  on  as  the 

wind  goes 
Go  with  the  wind  we  must,  where'er 

that  be, 


pll^  A  lonesome   pilgrimage  along   the 

**  Thine  is  our  name,  for  thine  our  night, 

Legions  were,  I  "^^  ^^  wind  falls  again,  and  with 

An(\,  thine  would  still  be,  if   thou  '  i<^  we. 

hadst  not  died.  Farewell ! " 

But  corpse  or  ghost  thou  art  thy- 
self, and  how  ^• 
Should  we  thy  death  sur\ive?    It  is   The  wild  wind  swept  them  from  my 

not  we'll  i  sight 

When  the  dead  do  not  know  the  '  Even  as    they  spake,   and  all  the 

dead,  nor  know  |  heath  was  bare. 

The  date  of  their  owti  death-day,    Sighingly  the  wind  ceased.     Tlie 

l>iel !  '  night  was  still. 

Our  leader  bold  in  many  a  flght  wast   The  dead    were    gone. 


thou. 
And  we  fought  bravely.     But  thy 

foes  and  ours 
Were  strongest.     And  the  strife  is 

over  now. 
And  we  be  all  dead  men.    And  those 

tall  towers 


Only  the 

moonlight  there 
Upon  the  empty  heath  lay  clear  and 

chill. 
Then  I  remember'd  long-forgotten 

things, 
And  all  my  loss.     I  could  no  farthef 

fare 
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Along  tliat  haunted  heath ;  for  my 

heart's  strings 
Were  aching,  gnaw'd  by  an  immense 

despair. 
Flat  on  the  spot  where  last  they 

stood  I  fell, 
And  clutch*d  the  withered  fern,  as 

one  that  clings 
Fast  to  a  grave  where  all  he  loved 

lies  dead, 
And  wept,  and  wept,  and  wept. 

"Rise,  Uriel," 
The  Voice  I  knew  still  call'd,  '*  and 

follow  me ! " 
But  I  could  only  weep,  so  vast  a  well 
<  )f  tears  within  me  flow^'d.    At  last 

1  said, 
'•  What  heart  or  hope  have  I  to  fol- 
low thee? 
Are  not  the  Legions  lost,  that  at  thy 

caU 
To  mine  own  overthrow  and  theirs 

lied? 
For  I  have  seen  again  their  faces  all. 
And  death  was  all   I  saw   there." 

' '  Let  them  be  I " 
The    Voice    replied.     *'  The    dead 

shall  live  again 
When   we   have   rcach'd    the    goal 

whereto  I  go, 
And  there  shalt  thou  rejoin  them. 

Nor  till  then 


Like  a  white  Angel.  And  along  the 
night 

Her  voice  still  call'd  me  **  Uriel  1 
Uriel  I " 

Again  I  follow'd.  And  it  seem'd 
that  days. 

And  niglits,  and  weeks,  and  months, 
and  years  went  by. 

As  on  we  went  by  never-ending  ways 

Thro*  worlds  and  worlds.  And  ever 
was  mine  eye 

Fixt  on  that  beckoning  Form  with 
faithful  gaze. 

And  seasons  little  erred  for  —  shine 
or  shade. 

Or  heat  or  cold  —  pursued  us. 
Many  a  Spring, 

And  many  a  Summer,  many  an  Au- 
tumn, stay*d 

My  panting  path,  and  round  me 
strove  to  fling 

Their  fervid  arms,  and  many  a  Win- 
ter made  [ding 

His  frozen  fingers  meet  and  fiercely 

In  lean  embrace  that  long  my  course 
delay 'd. 

And  rain  and  Pleasure  both  essay 'd 
to  wTing  ' 

My  purpose  from  me.  But  still, 
sore  afraid 

Lest  I  should  lose  my  Guide  by  tar- 
rying, 


Canst  thou  thyself  return  to  life,  for  I  Forward   I    press'd    whenever  the 

thou  Voice  said 

Thyselr  art  also  fall'n   among  the    **  Uriel  I  Uriel  I  linger  not  I** 

slain. 
But  look   upon   me,  faithless  one,  9. 

and  know  At  last 

That  I  am  life  in  death,  and  joy  in    \ve  reach'd  what  seem'd  the  end  of 

pai^t  I  a  dead  world. 

And  light  in  darkness."  |  Wall'd  round  it  was  by  mountains 

I  bare  and  vast, 

^-  And  thro'  them  one  thin  perilous 

I  look'd  up,  and  saw,  ,  pathway  curl'd 

In  glory  that  was  not  of  mere  moon  I  Into  an  unknown  land  of  ice  and 

light,  snow, 

(Glory  that  flll'd  me  with  a  great   Where  nothing  lived,  nor  aught  was 

glad  awe)  left  to  freeze 

Shining    above  me.   Her  my  soul  i  But   frost.     There  was  a  heap  of 

loves  well,  bones  below ; 
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Above,  a  flock  of  vnltures.    Under 

these, 
Hard  by  a  stream  that  long  had 

ceased  to  flow, 
A  miserable,  squalid,  lean  old  man, 
Nursing  a  broken   harp  upon  his 

knees. 
Sat  in  the  frozen  pass.    His  eyes 

were  wan, 
But    full  of    spiteful    looks.    She 

my  soul  loved, 
Fair  as  a  skyward  Seraph  on  the 

wing, 
Before  me  up  that  perilous  pathway 

moved. 
Calling  me  from  above,  and  beckon- 
ing. 
But  he  that  sat    before  the  pass 

began 
To  twang  his  harp,  which  had  but 

one  shrill  string, 
(Whose  notes  like  icy  needles  thro* 

me  ran) 
And  with  a  crack'd  and  creaking 

voice  to  sing 
•*  O  fool,  infatuated  fool,  forbear! 
For  yonder  is  the  Land  of  Ice  and 

Snow, 
And  She  is  dead  that  beckoneth  to 

thee  there,  [know." 

And  dead  forever  are  the  dead  I ' 

Whilst  thus  that  lean  old  man,  with 

eyes  aglare. 
Sang    to    his    broken    harp's    one 

string  below, 
The  vultures  scream'd  above  in  the 

bleak  air 
*'  Dead  are  the  dead  forever! " 

10. 

"What  art  thou, 
Malignant  wretch?"   I  cried.     The 

old  man  said 
*'I  am  the  Ancient  Porter  of  this 

Pass, 
Beyond  which  lies  the  Land  of  Ice 

and  Snow. 
And  all  the  dwellers  in  that  land  are 

dead, 


And  dead  forever  are  the  dead  I 

know. 
And  this,  my  harp  —  I  know  not 

when,  alas! 
But  all  its  strings  were  broken  long 

ago. 
Save  one,  which  time  makes  tough. 

The  others  were 
Of  sweeter  tone,  but  this  sounds 

more  intense. 
And,  for  my  name,  some  say  it  is 

Despair, 
And  others  say  it  is  Experience." 

Thereat  he  laugh*d,  and  shook  his 

sordid  rags, 
And  his  wan  eyes  with  sullen  malice 

gleam'd. 
And  loud  again,  upon  the  icy  crags. 
In  that  bleak  air  above,  the  vultures 

8cream*d. 

SCORN. 

1. 

Dim  on  Its  slighted  altar  died 

The  sacred  Are  no  victim  fed : 
The  god,  who  craved  a  gift  de- 
nied, 
His    own  dread  image    seized 
instead : 
And  headlong  he  hurlVl  it  the  flames 
among, 
Thus  choosing  rather  self-immo- 
lation 
Than  a  form  that  in  vain  to  a  faith- 
less throng 
From  his  shrine  appealed  for  a 

grudged  oblation. 
The  flames  around  it  wreathed : 
The  image  was  consumed. 
And  into  ashes  fell. 
The  god  upon  them  breathed, 
Their  fading  spark  relumed, 
And  utter*d  this  oracle :  — 

2. 

*'  Go,    dust    wherein    my  power 
hath  dwelt. 
Avenge  on  man  a  wrong  divine, 
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And  the  prond  pain  a  god  hath 
felt 
In  some  poor  human  sonl  en- 
shrine ! " 
The   roused   ashes  arose  and  went 
forth  on  the  wind : 
The  divinity  hid  in  them,  high 
and  low 
Hovering,  sought  where  its   force 
might  find 
Means  to  greaten,  jind  grow,  and 

glow. 
A  soul  it  found  at  last, 
A  great  soul  wrong'd  by  fame, 
A  grandeur  grown  forlorn : 
Into  that  soul  it  past 
Burningly,  and  became 
Wrong'd      Grandeur's  angel, 
Scorn. 

STRANGERS. 
(a  rhapsody.) 

Children  are  born,  about  whose 

lucid  brows 
The  blue  veins,  visibly  meandering, 

stream 
Transparent :     children    in    whose 

wistful  eyes 
Are  looks  like  lost  dumb  creatures 

in  a  crowd. 
That  roam,  and  search,  and  find  not 

what  they  seek. 
These    children    are    life's    aliens. 

The  wise  nurse 
Shakes  her  head,  murmuring  "  They 

will  not  live!" 
A  piteous   prophecy,   yet  best  for 

tliem 
The  death  that,  pitifully  premature. 
Hem  its  the  pitiless  penalty  of  birth ; 
Letting  the  lost  ones    steal  iway 

unhurt, 
Because   unnoticed,    from  a  world 

not  theirs. 

Strangers  and  star-bom  strayaways 
forlorn, 

Who  come  so  careless  of  the  out- 
landish wealth 


You  carry  with  you,  dropping  as 
you  go 

Treasures  beyond  the  reach  of 
Orient  Kings, 

What  seek  you  here  where  your  un- 
valued gifts 

Shall  leave  you  beggars  for  an  alms 
denied? 

Earth  vields  not  their  equivalent. 
No  field 

So  profitless  but  some  poor  price  il 
hath; 

A  spurious  picture  or  a  spavin'd 
horse 

May  find  in  time  their  willing  pur- 
chasers ; 

But  never  for  its  worth  -shall  yon 
exchange 

A  soul's  unmarketable  opulence. 

And  when  at  last,  of  those  who  (uu- 
enrich'd 

By  your  impoverishment)  the  gift 
forget, 

Your  thirst  and  hunger  crave  a 
broken  crust, 

A  drop  of  water  from  the  wayside 
well. 

Stripes  shall  correct  such  importu- 
nities. 

Linger  not!     live  not!    give  not! 

Hide  your  gifts, 
Ungiveu,  deeper  than  Remembrance 

digs 
Among  the  haunted  ruins  she  ex- 

plores 
For  riches  lost.     And  if  abrupt  mis- 
chance 
Their  buried  store  reveal,  without 

a  blush 
Disown  it,  for  a  lie  may  somethnes 

save 
A  miser's  life.     The  truth  would 

serve  as  well. 
Were  truth  not  unbelievable;  for, 

stored 
In  coin  not  current  here  and  gems 

unprized. 
Your  treasures  are  worth  nothing  to 

the  w  retell 
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They  tempt  to  make  them,  by  a  mur- 
der, his. 

But  this  the  assassins  know  not,  and 
ill-arm  *d, 

lll-amrd  and  worse  than  weapon- 
less, are  vou ! 

To  whose  iueffleacious  grasp  was 
given 

In  solenm  mockery  the  seraphic 
sword 

That  only  archangelic  hands  can 
hold. 

Your  own  have  clutch'd  it  by  the 
burning  blade. 

And,  Avhen  you  wield  it,  *tis  your- 
selves you  wound. 


You  that  have  Feeling,  think  you 
to  have  all? 

Poor  fools,  and  you  have  absolutely 
nought ! 

In  reckonings  of  this  world's  arith- 
metic 

Everything  else    is   something  by 
itself, 

Feelix(;  alone  is  nothing.     Could 
you  add 

That  nothing  to  what  counts  for 
anything. 

Forthwith  a  tenfold  potency  per- 
chance 

The  unreckonable  zero  might  be- 
stow [boots 

Upon  the  reckon'd  unit.     But  what 

A  value  so  vicarious? 

Yours  the  spell 

Whose  all-transflgurating  sorceries 

Convert  the  dust  man  grovels  in  to 
gold ; 

llobing  the  pauper  royal  in  the  pomp 

Of  princely  exultations,  changing 
night 

To  morning,  death  to  life,  the  wil- 
derness 

To  paradise;  beatifying  pain, 
'Icansing  impuritv,   and  strewing 
th'ck 


The  gulphs  of    Hell    with    starry 

gleams  of  Heaven. 
But  use  it  not !     Unsanction 'd  mira- 
cles 
Are  sentenced  sins.     Writ  large  for 

all  to  read, 
About  the  world's  street   corners 

Reason  posts 
"Beware  of  the  Miraculous'* 

Whereto 
Prudence   appends,  the  placard  to 

complete, 
*'  Miracles  are  forbidden  ! "    Use 

it  not. 
Your  gift    unblest!     Lo,   Virtue's 

High  Priest  comes, 
Calls  the  Sanhedrim's  long-phylac- 

teried  train. 
Consults    the    scriptured    scrolls, 

within  them  finds 
No  warrant  for  the  wonders   you 

perform,  *"  .ise. 

And  them  and  you  doth  anathema- 
Linger  not !  live  not !  give  not !   All 

your  gifts 
Shall  turn  to  stones  and  scourges  in 

the  hands 
That  crave  them,  and  to  live  is  to 

be  lost. 
*        *        *        *        *        * 


rt 


Thou  starry  snowfiake,  whose  still 

tiight  transforms 
The    frozen   crystal's    constellated 

crown 
To  an   ethereal   feather,   seek   not 

here. 
Celestial  stranger,  seek  not  heie  on 

earth. 
Where  Purity  were  nameless  but  for 

thee. 
The  warmth  that  wastes,  the  fer- 
vours that  detlle ! 
Upon  our  wither'd  branches  hang 

not  thou 
Thy  votive  wreaths,  nor  our  blealr 

paths  invest 
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With    thy  pale    presence  I    Vainly 

dost  thou  cling 
About     our     fastened     casements, 

vainly  spread 
So  close  beside  our  doors  thy  spot- 
less couch. 
Behind    them    dwells    Ingratitude. 

The  voice 
That  welcomed  thine  arrival  will 

anon 
Resent  thy  lingering,  and  exclaim 

"  Enough!" 
Trust  not  the  looks  that  smile,  the 

lips  that  sigh, 
"  I  love  thee  I  "    For  to-day  those 

words  mean  "  Come ! " 
To-morrow   "  Go !  "    Men's    words 

are  numberless, 
And  yet  in  man's  speech  only  the 

same  word 
Means  "  No  "  to-morrow  that  meant 

*'  Yes  "  to-day. 

Linger  not,  live  not,  give  not,  you 

forlorn 
Gift-laden    strangers!     With    your 

gifts  unglven, 
And  so  at  least  undesecrated,  die! 


* 
♦ 


What  flils  'vvith  such  invinclbiMty 
The   frail    seed  striving  thro'  the 

stubborn  soil? 
The  sun  so  long  one  herbless  spot 

caress'd, 
That  in  the  darkling  germ  beneath 

it  stirr'd 
A  tender  trouble,  and  that  "^Jfouble 

seem'd 
A  promise.     *'  Can  it  be,  the  Sim 

himself 
Hath  sought  me?    He  so  glorious, 

he  so  great, 
And  I  so  dark,  so  inslgnif  cant ! 
Dear  Sun,  with  all  the  strength  thy 

love  rccal'd. 
Responding  to  thy  8»im:iions,  I  am 

here !  ' 


And  the  rich  life  of  grankried  Lyoia 

glows 
Revelling  already  in  a  single  grain 

Doth  the  Sun  answer,  '*  Little  one, 

too  much 
Thou  hast  responded,  now  respond 

no  more  "? 
No,  for  throughout  the  illimitable  * 

heights 
And  deeps  of  boundless  Being,  to 

attain 
It  scarce  suffices,  at  the  most  and 

best. 
To  tend  beyond  the  unattainable. 
And  too  much  love  is  still  not  love 

enough. 
The  Sun  may  set,  but  all  his  rising 

wrought 
To  life's  enraptured  consciousness 

remains. 
The  Sun  disowns  not,  even  when 

he  deserts. 
What  he  put  forth  his  fervours  to 

evoke. 
Man's  love  alone  its  doing  disavows, 
And   makes  denial  of    its  dearest 

deed. 


4> 


4> 


* 


Beneath  a  dead  bird's  long-uncared- 
for  cAge, 
That  hangs  forgotten  in  the  clois- 

ter'd  court 
Of  some  lone  uninhabitable  house. 
From  the  chink'd  pavement  slowly 

creeping  comes 
A  thin  weak  stem  that  opens  like  a 

heart. 
And  puts   forth  tenderly  two  tiny 

hands 
Of  benediction  to  that  cage  forlorn, 
Then  dies,  as  tho'  its  little  life  had 

done 
All  it  was  born  to  do.     The  flint-set 

earth 
Requites  the  dead  bird's  gift  —  one 

casual  seed, 
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And  from  her  stony  breast  a  blos- 
som blows. 

But,  pouring  forth  Uranian  star- 
seeii,  strew 

Incipient  heavens  thro'  all  the  hol- 
lowness 

Of  human  gratitude  for  gifts  di- 
vine, 

And  nothing  from  the  sowing  of 
such  seed 

Shall  blossom  but  the  bitterness  of 
death. 

*  *  *  *  4>  * 


* 
* 


* 


* 
* 


O  that  the  throbbing  orb  of  this 

throng'd  world, 
Tlie  sun-led  seasons,  the  revolving 

years, 
Day  with  his  glory,  night  with  all 

her  stars, 
The*  present,  and  the  future,   and 

the  past, 
And  earth,  and  heaven,  should  but 

a  bauble  be ! 
The  unvalued  gift  of  an  extrava- 
gant soul. 
Given    undemanded,   broken    by  a 

breath, 
The  sport  of  one  exorbitant  desire. 
The  easy  spoil  of  one  minute  mis- 

cliance, 
And  all   for  nothing!     What?  the 

unheodful  flint 
Spares  room  to  house  the  blossom 

that  requites 
A  chance  seed  fallen  from  a  dead 

bird's  cage. 
And  nothing,  nothing,  in  the  long 

long  years, 
That  bring  to  other  losses  soon  or 

late 
The  loss  of  loss  remember'd,  shall 

arise?  [tear. 

Nothing,  not  even  a  penitential 
A  fleeting  sigli,  a  momentary  smile. 
The     benediction    of     a    passing 

thought 


Of  pitiful  remembrance — to  repay 
The    quite-forgotten    gift    of    too 
much  love! 


All  other  loss  comparison  avails 
To  lessen,  and  all  other  ills  worse  ill 
May  mitigate.    Defeated  monarchs 

find 
Cold  comfort  left  in  Caesar's  legions 

lost: 
The  ruin'd  merchant  in  the  bank 

nipt  State : 
The  bedless  beggar  in  the  bed-rid 

lord. 
The   sight  of    Niobe    dries    many 

tears. 
And  by  the  side  of  open  graves  are 

graves 
Long  seal'd,  like  old  wounds  cica- 
trised by  time. 
But  this  is  an  immitigable  ill, 
A  lastingly  incomparable  loss, 
A  forfeiture  of  refuge  that  exiles 
Its  victim   even   from    the    lonest 

lodge 
AVhere  Misery's   leprous    outcasts 

may  at  least 
Commiserate  each  other.  The  excess 
Of  one  o'erweening  moment  hath 

usurpt 
The  whole  dominion  of  eternity ; 
Yet  even  the  usurpation  was  a  fraud , 
For  what  seem'd  all  was  nothing; 

and  its  dupes. 
Who    mourn  that    moment's  loss, 

have  with  it  lost 
The  right  to  say  that  it  was  ever 

theirs. 
*        *        *        *        *        * 


* 


Sceptic,  approach  and,  into  this 
abysm 

Of  torment  gazing,  tremblingly  be- 
lieve I  [proof 

Behold  in  Hell  the  soul's  appalling 
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Of  her  dread  immortality!    What 

else 
Could  for  a  moment  undestroy'd  en- 
dure 
The    least    of    such    annihilating 

pangs? 
•Transmute  them  into  corporal  suf- 
ferings.   Hurl 
Tiieir  victim  from  the  visionary  top 
Of  some  sky'd  tower,  and  on  its 

flinted  base 
Shatter  his  crumpled  carcass :  If  the 

heart 
Still  beats,  lay  bare  each  lacerated 

nerve 
And  sear  with  scorching  steel  the 

sensitive  flesh : 
Or  lift  the  bleeding  ruins  of  the 

wretch, 
Lay  them  in  down,  bandage  with 

cruel  care 
The  broken  limbs,  and  nurse  to  life 

again 
Their  swooning  anguish :  then  from 

eyes  that  burn 
Cliase  slumber,   and  to    lips    that 

parch  deny 
Release  from  thirst.     It  boots  not ! 

Flesh  and  blood 
Death  to   his    painless    sanctuary 

takes, 
And  life's  material  mechanism  stops. 
The  first  pang  is  tlie  last.     But  all 

these  pangs 
(And  add  to  these  what  worse,  if 

worse  there  be. 
The  torturer's  teeming  art  hath  yet 

devised) 
Attain  not  the  tenth  part  of  those 

endured 
Without  cessation  by  the  soul  that 

loves, 
When  love  is  only  suffering.     What 

escape. 
What    refuge,   from    solf-torment 

hath  the  soul? 
Or  what   for  love  is  left  unover- 

thrown 
By  love's  own  overthrow? 

The  growth  of  love. 


Outgrowing  the  wide  girdle  of  thr 

world. 
Hath  in  itself  absorbed  sun,  moon. 

and  stars. 
Life,  DeAth,  and  Thought's  illimiU- 

ble  realm, 
Leaving  in  Time  no  moment,  and  in 

Space 
No  point,  its  omnipresence  kindles 

not 
To  palpitant  incandescence  —  an(} 

what  then? 
A  word,  nay,  not  so  much,  a  breath 

unbreathed, 
A  look,  and  all  this  universe  of  love, 
Cramm'd  with  the  curse  of  Tanta* 

lus,  becomes 
A  pitiless  infinitude  of  fierce 
Importunate  impossibilities. 
Where  nothing  is  but  what  may 

never  be. 
♦        *        i»        *        i»        * 

♦  *  «  4>  ♦  * 

Fond  wretch,  with  those  insatiable 
eyes, 

Among  the  ruins  of  a  world  de- 
stroy'd 

What  art  thou  seeking?  Its  de- 
stroyer?   Look ! 

He  stands  before  thee.  And  thou 
knowst  him  not. 

The  traitor  of  thy  perisht  universe 

Hath  perisht  with  it.  Nay,  that 
world  and  he, 

Whose  creature  and  creator  was 
thyself. 

Save  in  thyself  existed  not.     Away, 

Dlsown'd  survivor  of  what  never 


was: 

* 
* 


* 
* 


* 
* 


* 


* 
* 


There  is  a  sigh  that  hath  no  audible 

sound,  [form. 

And,  like  a  ghost  that  hath  no  visible 

Breathing  unheard  thro'  solitudes 

unseen, 
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Its  presence  haunts  the  Desert  of 

the  Heart. 
Fata  Morgana!   Fair  Enchantress, 

Queen 
Of  all  that  ever-quivering  quietness, 
There  dost  thou  dreaming  dwell, 

and  there  create 
Those  f erv'id  desolations  of  delight, 
Where  dwell  with  thee  the  Joys  that 

never  were ! 

And,  when  in  darkness  fades  the 

phantom  scene. 
The  wizard  stars  that  nightly  trem- 

l)ling  light 
That    undi8cover*d    loneliness  are 

looks 
From  eyes  that  love  no  longer.     All 

the  winds 
That  whisper  there  are  breaths  of 

broken  vows 
And  perjured  promises.    The  pale 

mirage 
That  haunts  the  simmering  hyaline 

above 
Is  all  the  work  of  ghosts,  and  its 

bright  wastes 
Teem  with  fantastic  specters  of  the 

swoons 
Of  prostrate  passions,  hopes  become 

despairs, 
And  dreams  of  bliss  unblest.     In 

that  weird  sky 
There  is  no  peace,  but  a  perpetual 

trance 
Of  torturous  ecstasy.    Vext  multi- 
tudes 
Of  frantic  apparitions  mingle  there, 
And  part,  and  vanish,  waving  vapor- 
ous arms 
Of    supplication  —  to    each    other 

lured. 
And  by  each  other  pantingly   re- 
pulsed. 
The  goblin  picture  of  a  passionate 

world 
Painted  on  nothingness!    And  all 

the  sands, 
Heaved  by  the  sultry  sighings  of 

the  heart 


Of  this  unquletable  solitude. 
Are  waves  that  everlastingly  roll  on 
O'er  wrecks  deep-sunken  in  a  shore- 
less sea 
Whose  bed  is  vast  oblivion.    Out  of 

sight, 
Into    that    sea's    abysmal    bosom 

pour'd. 
Flow  all  desires  unsatisfied,  all  pains 
Unpitied,  all  affections  unfulflll'd, 
And  sighs,  and  tears,   and  smiles 
misunderstood. 

There  all  the  adventurous  argosies 

that  sail'd 
In  search  of  undiscovered  worlds, 

reduced 
To  undiscoverable  wrecks,  remain. 
And  there  perchance,  at  last,  no 

more  estranged 
From  all  around  them,  since  not 

stranger  they 
Than    all    things    else,    where    al! 

things  else  are  strange. 
In  that  wide  strangeness  unrejecte<f 

rest 
The  world's    rejected  strangers  — 

loves  unloved, 
And  lives  unlived,  and  longings  un- 

appeased. 

ALLEGRO,  ANDANTE,  ADAGIO. 

I. 

A  Sage  had  thro'  the  world  fared  far 

and  wide; 
And  what  had  made  on  him  the 

most  impression, 
Friends  ask'd  him :  to  whose  ques- 

•     tion  he  replied 
By  this  confession : 

2. 

**A    traveller,    whom    it   was    mv 

chance  to  meet 
Departing  and  arri\ing.    For  this 

man 
Mounted    upon  a  fiery  steed    and 

fleet 
His  way  began : 
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3. 

And  yet  more  eager  even  than  his 

horse 
The  man  himself.     With  whip,  and 

spur,  and  cry 
So  fast  lie  urged  it  on  its  rapid 

course 
That  by  and  by 

4. 

The  horse,  o'er-rldden,  on  the  road 
expired. 

To  go  afoot  its  rider  was  con- 
strained ; 

But  now  the  man,  although  him- 
self un  tired, 

From  haste  ref rain'd ; 

5. 

And,  turning  neither  to  the  left  nor 

right, 
He  with  deliberate  stride  began  to 

wend  [night 

Right  onward,  resolute  to  reach  ere 
His  journey's  end. 

6. 

A  peasant  proffered  him  an  ass  for 

sale : 
Tljat  mode  of  travelling  seem'd  not 

to  his  mind : 
Scornful  he  scann'd  the  beast  from 

head  to  tall  — 
'Twas  lame  and  blind : 

7. 

But,  since  no  better  means  remaln'd, 

he  bought 
And    mounted    it.     The    ass  at  a 

snail's  pace 
Jogg'd  onward  awkwardly,  not  car- 
'  Ing  aught 

For  speed  or  grace ; 

8. 

Yet,  all  ungoadcd,  ere  the  day  was 
done 


It  brought  the  traveller  to  his  place 

of  rest. 
'Twas  there  I  met  him,  when  the 

sinking  sun 
Was  iE  the  west. 

9. 

Mean  was  the  hostel,  but  of  wide 

resort. 
He  ask'd  me  how  'twas  named,  then 

sigh'd*  Already?' 
As  tho'  to  him  the  journey  seem'd 

too  short, 
The  pace  too  steady. 

10. 

Whereat  I  marvelVd  that  a  man  who 

show'd 
Such  haste  at  starting,  and  arrived 

so  late. 
Should  sigh  to  quit  the  sorry  beast 

he  rode, 
When  reach'd  the  gate." 

11. 

The  listeners,  when  this  trivial  tale 

tliey  heard, 
Found  nothing  In  It  to  impress  their 

mind : 
For  such  things  happen  dally,  they 

averr'd, 
To  all  mankind. 


12. 


(( 


And  for  that  reason,  and  because 

you  say 
That    such    things    happen  in  the 

common  range 
Of    every  man's  experience  every 

day, 
I  find  it  strange,' 


»» 


13. 

The  Sage  replied,  "Upon  his  jour- 
ney bound. 

That  traveller  started  on  a  steed 
all  lire 
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And  mettle ;  yet  too  slow  its  space 

he  found 
For  his  desire ; 

14. 

And  when,  no  longer  by  his  courser 

carried 
In  headlong  haste,  but  free  to  pause 

or  stray, 
He    might  liave  sometimes  tum*d 

aside,  or  tarried 
To  admire  the  way, 

16. 

Less  haste  was  not  more  leisure : 
the  man  still 

Kept  the  main  road,  nor  paused  to 
pluck  a  flower, 

Or  snatch  a  solace  from  the  way- 
side rill, 

The  woodland  bower; 

16. 

Desiring  only  ere  the  day  was  done 
To  reach,  tho'  with  dimlnlsht  speed 

at  ])e8t, 
By  pertinaciously  still  plodding  on, 
His  destined  rest : 

17. 

Yet  when  his  sole  means  left  were 
those  combining 

The  sloth  and  weakness  of  a  griz- 
zled ass, 

He  found  the  pace  too  swift,  and 
sigh'd,  repining, 

*  So  soon?    Alas  I'" 


18. 

"  Your  traveller  was  a  fool,"  the 

.  listeners  cried, 
"  But  what  of  that?    *Ti8  nothing 

strange  or  new." 
"  My  traveller  was  a  man,"  the  Sage 

replied, 
"  Like  all  of  you." 

19. 

**  For  some  of  you  are  riding,"  sai^ 

the  Sage, 
"  A  swift  horse,  your  still  swifter 

spirits  spurn : 
And    some    an    ass:     some   walk. 

Youth,  Manhood,  Age, 
Each  in  its  turn, 


20. 

Are  but  the  means  that  bring  man. 

slow  or  fast. 
Whither    he    grieves    to    be.    The 

slowest  pace 
He  flnds  the  swiftest,  as  he  nears 

at  last 
His  resting  place. 

21. 

And  only  one  of  all  the  things  I*vf» 

seen 
More  moves  my  wonder  than,  thlh 

traveller's  lot." 
"And  what  is  that?"  they  nsk'd. 

"  Yourselvefc,  i  weevi. 
Who  wonde*  Bot.** 
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